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BIOGRAPHICAL MEMOIR
OF

W. SHAKSPEARE.

After all the laborious research which has been
expended on the subject of Shakspeare's biography,
few particulars are known on those points wnich
would be most gratifying to the curiosity of his

rational admirers. We may trace his ancestors to the
doomsday book, and his posterity till they dwindle
into tongueless obscurity ; but of his own habits and
domestic character we know comparatively nothing.

During his early days, his path in life was so hum-
bje, that all our inquiries necessarily terminate in

disappointment; and of the more busy period of
his existence, when he wrote for the stage, and was
the public favourite, his remarkable numility of
mind and manners induced him to avoid the eye of
notoriety ; and, unfortunately, there was no Boswel!
or Medwin to make memoranda of his conversations,
or transmit to our times a fac-simile of the great
dramatist in the familiar moments of relaxation and
friendly intercourse. Sui,a hiatuses in the life of
Shakspeare cannot now be supplied ; more than
two hundred years have elapsed since his mortal
remains were left to moulder beneath a tomb, over
which Time has shaken the dust of his wings too
often to allow of our recovering details, local and
fugitive, however interesting. Rowe was the first,

whose researches elicited anything like a satisfac-

tory memoir of our great bard. Poets and critics

have laboriously re-trodden his steps ; the genius of
Pope and the acumen of Johnson have been em-
ployed on the same subject, but the sun of their

adoration bad gone down before their intellectual

tjlescopes were levelled to discover its perfections.
Malone has done the most, and appears indeed to

have exhausted the subject : but, from inadvertency
or carelessness, he has overlooked many particulars

which deserve preservation. Having turned over a
variety of books, and consulted every accessible

authority, we shall attempt to condense, under one
head, such recollections of Shakspeare, as are at

present scattered over many volumes, as well as the

more obvious and familiar portions of his history.

It appears a family, designated indifferently

Shaxper, Shakespeare, Shakspere, and Shak-
speare, were well known in Warwickshire during
the sixteenth century. Rowe says :

" It seems by
the register and other public writings of Stratford,

that the poet's family were of good figure and fashion

there, and are mentioned as gentlemen." This
account turns out to be very incorrect; for on
reference to the authorities cited, we find that the

Shasspeares, though their property was respect-

able, never rose above the rank of tradesmen or

husbandmen. Nothing is known of the immediate
ancestors of John Shakspeare, the poet's father,

who was originally a glover, afterwards a butcher,
and, in the last place, a wool-stapler, in the town of
Stratford. Being very industrious, his wealth gave
him importance among his neighbours, and having
served various offices in the borough with credit,

he ultimately obtained its supreme municipal ho
nours, being elected high-bailiff, at Michaelmas
1568. His townsfolk no doubt considered tliis the

summit of earthly felicity ; but however reverend

the corporation of Stratford in its own estimation,

we cannot but smile at these erudite sages, out of

nineteen of whom, as we find from their signatures,

attached to a public document, 1564, only seven

were able to write their names. While chief ma-
gistrate of the borough, and on his marriage with

Mary Arden, he obtained a grant of arms from the

Herald's College, and was allowed to impale his

own achievement with that of the ancient family of

the Ardens.
In the deed respecting John Shakspeare, his pro-

perty is declared to be worth five hundred pounds,

a sum by no means inconsiderable in those days;

and, on the whole, we have sufficient evidence of

his worldly prosperity. From some unexplained

causes, however, his affairs began to alter for the

worse about 1574, and after employing such expe-

dients to relieve his growing necessities as in the

end served only to aggravate them, he at length

fell into such extreme poverty, that he was obliged

to give security for a debt of five pounds ; and a

distress issuing for the seizure of his goods, it was
returned :

" Joh'es Shakspere nihil habet unde distr.

potest levari." (John Shakspere has no efl'ects on
which a distraint can be levied.) During the last

ten years of his life we have no particular account

of his circumstances ; but, as in 1597 he describes

himself as "of very small wealth and very few
friends," we may justly suppose that he remained
in great indigence. He seems, indeed, to have fallen

into decay with his native town, the trade of which
was almost ruined ; as we may learn from the sup-

plication of the burgesses, in 1590. The town had
then " fallen into much decay, for want ofsuch trade

as heretofore they had by clothing, and making of

yam, employing and maintaining a number of poor

people by the same which now live in great penury
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and misery, by reason they are not set at work as

before they have been."

John Shakspeare died in 1601. His family con-

sisted of eight children, Jane, Margaret, William,

Gilbert, Lorie, Anne, Richard, and Edmund.
Lorie and Margaret died when but a few months

old. Of Gilbert nothing is known but the register

of his baptism. Jane manned one Hart, a hatter

of Stratford, and died in 1645, leaving three sons.

She is mentioned with much kindness in her il-

lustrious brother's will ; and the descendants of

her children were to be found in Stratford within

these few years. In 1794, a house of Shakspeare 's,

in Henley -street, belonged to Thomas Hart, a

butcher, and the sixth in descent from Jone. Anne
Shakspeare died an infant ; Richard, according to

the parish register, was buried in 1613. Edmund
Shakspeare, actuated probably by his brother's re-

putation at the theatre, became an actor ; he per-

formed at the Globe, lived in St. Saviour's, South-

wark, and was interred in the churchyard of that

parish, on the 31st of December, 1607.

William Shakspeare was bom April 23d, 1564,

at Stratford-upon-Avon. The house, in which the

poet first saw the light, was bought in 1597, from a

family of the name of Underbill. It had been called

the great house, not because it is really large, but
on account of its having been at that time the best

in the town. In its present dilapidated state, the

ablest artists have exerted their skill, to preserve
the outline of so remarkable a building for the

gratification of posterity, and the most minute par-

ticulars concerning it have been collected witli the

utmost avidity.

The chamber, in which our unrivalled dramatist

is said to have drawn his first breath, is pencilled

over with the names of innumerable visitors in

every grade of life. Royalty has been proud to

pay this simple tribute to exalted intellect ; and
genius has paused in its triumphs, to inscribe these

hallowed walls with the brief sentences which re-

cord its love and veneration for the wonderful
man, who once recognised this lowly tenement as

h\s home. The following lines are ascribed to Lu
cien Buonaparte, who, during his stay in England,
made an excursion into Warwickshire, expressly
to gratify his curiosity respecting our all praised
Shakspeare

:

" The eye of Genius glistens to admire
How memory bails the sound of Shakspeare 's lyre.

One tear I'll shed to form a crystal shrine
Of all that's grand, immortal, and divine.

Let princes o'er their subject kingdoms rule,

'Tis Shakspeare's province to command the soul I

To add one leaf, oh, Shakspeare ! to thy bays.

How vain the effort, and how mean my lays !

Immortal Shakspeare ! o'er thy hallow'd page.

Age becomes taught, and youth is e'en made sage.'

This house, so venerable on account of its former
inmate, is now divided, one part being a butcher's
shop, and the other a public-house.

Of Shakspeare's infancy we know nothing, ex
cept that he narrowly escaped falling a victim to

the plague, which at that time almost depopulated
his native town. We next find him at the free

grammar-school of Stratford, where we may sup-

pose he acquired the " small Latin and less Greek,"
for which Ben Jonson gives him credit. But even
this imperfect species of education was soon inter-

rupted, the poverty of his father presenting an
insurmountable obstacle to his further progress.

There can be little doubt, however, that his quick
and apprehensive mind would profit materially even
by this limited supply of instruction. In after life,

he seems to have been acquainted with Italian and
French, but these languages he probably acquired
through his own unassisted industry. He now for a
considerable period remained at home, and attended
to his father's occupation, that of ;> butcher; and
Aubrey, an author in whom we should not put im-

LIFE OF SHAKSPEARE.

plicit confidence, relates that young Shakspeare
killed a calf '^' in high style," and graced the slaughter
with an oration. The same writer infornvs us, that

growing disgusted with this employment, he com-
menced schoolmaster, but this, from his juvenility at

the time mentioned, is highly improbable.
Shakspeare's eighteenth year was scarcely past,

when, relinquishing his school, or his office, (for

Malone makes him an attorney's clerk), he \en-
tured to contract that important engagement, on
which the happiness or misery of life generally
turns. He selected for his wife Anne Hathaway,
the daughter of a reputable yeoman in the vicinity

of Stratford. At her marriage, she was eight years

older than her husband, and Shakspeare's domestic
felicity does not appear to have been advanced by
the connexion. In the year following, 1583, his

daughter Susanna was born ; and in eighteen months
afterwards, his wife bore him twins, a boy and a
girl, baptized by the names of Hamnet and Judith.

This was the wholeof the poet's family ; froui which
we are perhaps justified in concluding, as there are

other circumstances to strengthen tiie opinion, that

his connubial lot was not enviable: indeed, his

wife's years were so ill-assorted to his own, that

little congeniality of sentiment was to be expected.
Hamnet, Shakspeare's only son, died at the early

age of twelve years, an event long and deeply re-

gretted : the daughters, Susanna and Judith, were
married, and had children. Shakspeare's last lineal

descendant was Lady Barnard, buried, in 1670, at

-A.bingdon in Berkshire. Some branches of the fa-

mily still exist, and are resident at Tewkesbury and
Stratford ; they are in great indigence, and it reflects

disgrace on the age, that a proposal for their benefit,

recently made, received hardly any attention.

Surely, when our nobility patronise the refuse of
society, in the shape of pedestrians and pugilists,

their generosity might be exercised in succouring
those who claim kindred with him, who was the
glory of his country and of human nature.

The marriage of our bard proved his want of
worldly prudence ; nor was the next important
event of his life of a discreeter nature, yet it led

to his London journey, and consequently was the
first step towards his future distinction. " Shak-
speare (we quote from Dr. Drake) was now, to all

appearance, settled in the country ; he was carrying

on his own and his father's business ; he was
married, and had a family around him : a situation

in which the comforts of domestic privacy might be
predicted within his reach, but which augured little

of that splendid destiny, tiiat universal fame, and
unparalleled celebrity, which awaited his future

career." Mere trifles frequently change the whole
course of existence, and so it happened in the pre-
sent instance. Shakspeare's companions were loose

and dissolute, idle, and immoderately fond of plea-

sure, and some of them were in the frequent practice
of deer-stealing. The embryo dramatist vas often

induced to join them in their predatory exploits,

particularly in their intrusions on the property of
sir Thomas Lucy, of Charlecote, in the neighbour-
hood of Stratiord. Detection followed ; and Shak-
speare, imagining himself treated with undue seve-
rity, affixed in revenge a scurrilous ballad to the
gate of Charlecote Park. The whole of this ofi'en-

sive production has been recently discovered ; we
copy it as a curiosity, though it certainly does no
credit to the head or heart of the author.

Complete Copy of the Verses on Sir Thomas Jjucy.

A parliament member, a justice of peace,

At home a poor scarecrow, in London an asse

:

If Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miicall it,

Synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

He thinks bymself greale, yet an asse in liys state.

We aljowe Ijye bis eares but with asses to mate :

If Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Synse lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.
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He's a liaughty, proud, insolent knighte cif the shire,

At home nobodye loves, yet there's many him t'eare :

IfLucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

To the sessions he went, and did sorely complain

His parke had been robb'd, and his deer they were slaine :

This Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Syage lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

He said 'twas a ryot, his men had been beat,

His venson was stole, and clandestinely eat

:

Soe Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

So haughty was he when the fact was confess'd.

He sayd 'twas a crime that could not be redress'd :

Soe Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

Tliough lucies a dozen he paints in his coat.

His name it shall Lowsie for Lucy be wrote :

For Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it,

Synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it.

If a juvenile frolick he cannot forgive,

We'll syuge lowsie Lucy as long as we live ;

And Lucy the lowsie a libel may call it,

We'll synge lowsie Lucy whatever befall it. ,

Sir Thomas, enraged at this aggravation of injury

by insult, increased in harshness to the juvenile

offender, who soon felt compelled to quit^the home
of his infancy, and the residence of his family. The
time of his departure is doubtful ; it was probably
about 1585. This whole story, however, has lately

fallen into disrepute, and his removal to London
has been ascribed to natural inclination, or domes-
tic infelicity ;

perhaps estrangement from his wife.

This supposition is in a degree confirmed, by the

negligent way in which she is noticed in his will
;

and the circumstance of his not living with her

after 1584. It is singular too, that an entry ap-

pears in the Stratford register, which records the

burial of a child named " Thomas Green, alias

Shakspeare." The conclusion which may be drawn
from this circumstance is evident. For the sake

of the poet's memory, we trust that the deer-steal-

ing story is fabulous ; but it is certainly confirmed

by several particulars in the Second Part of Henry
IV. and, indeed, by the whole character of Justice

Shallow.
The inhabitants of Shakspeare's native town

were passionately fond c*" dramatic entertainments.

Travelling companies of players appear to have
visited Stratford on more than twenty occasions,

between 1569, (when the poet was under six years

of age,) and 1587. Bnrbage and Green, two cele-

brated actors, were his townsmen, and even from
childhood his attention must have been attracted to

the stage, by the powerful influence of novelty, and,

in all probability, by his personal acquaintance with
some of the comedians. When, therefore, his views
in life were unavoidably altered, it was natural that

the theatre should present itself to his mind as his

best asylum ; and directing his fugitive steps to the

metropolis, he became a player, and, in the end, a
writer for the stage. The tale of Shakspeare's at-

tending at the Globe, on his first arrival in London,
to take the charge of gentlemen's horses, during
the performance, is much doubted at present ; but
it seems likely that the first office he held in the

theatre, was that of ca/Z-fioy, or prompter's attend-

ant. He did not long continue in that capacity, being
Hoon admitted to perform minor parts in the popular
plays of that period.

Shakspeare followed the profession of an actor

upwards of seventeen years, and till within about
thirteen years of his death ; but we have good
reason to suppose that six shillings and eight-pe7ice

a week was the highest reward of his dramatic
efforts. Of his merit as a player, we have no
positive data on which to found an estimate, and
accordingly there is great difference of opinion
among his critics. Tragedians and dramatists were

not then so jealously watched as at present; diurnal

reviewers were unknown, and an actor's fame
depended entirely on the caprice of judges, who
were too frequently very incompetent to form a cor-

rect decision. From some satirical passages in the
writings of his contemporaries, we may fairly sup-

pose that he was not a favourite performer with the

public. His instructions to the players in Hamlet,
however, bespeak such mastery in their art, and are

in themselves so excellent, that we are strongly

inclined to believe, that his unpopularity must be
attributed more to the bad taste of liis auditors, than
from the deficiency of his own powers. Acting,

considered as a science, was then in its infancy ; he

that " .strutted and bellowed " most, would be
esteemed the best actor. Shakspeare's adherence
to nature would be misunderstood, and his gentle-

ness would be censured as tameness.
The only characters, which we know with cer-

tainty to have been personated by Shakspeare, are

the Ghost in Hamlet, and Adam in As You Like It;

his name appears in the list of players attached to

Ben Jonson's Sejanus, and Every Man in his Hu-
mour ; but it is sufficiently evident, that he never

sustained any very important part ; and, but for his

genius as a poet, which neither indigence nor ob-

scurity could repress, that name, which we now re-

peat with reverence and love, would have been lost

in the darkness of oblivion. That Shakspeare was
not more successful on the stage, might arise from
the injustice and false taste of his audience : but

this is hardly to be lamented, since, had he been
eminent as an actor, he would probably have
neglected composition. " It may indeed be con-
sidered (says Dr. Drake) as a most fortunate cir-

cumstance for the lovers of dramatic poetry, that
our author, in point of execution, did not attain to
the loftiest summit of his profession. He would in

that case, it is very probable, have either sat down
content with the high reputation accruing to him
from this source, or would have found little time
for the labours of comjiosition ; and, consequently,
we should have been in a great degree, if not
altogether, • deprived of what now constitutes the
noblest efforts of human genius."

Despised as an actor, Shakspeare aspired to

distinction as an author; and notwithstanding his

mighty capacity, he was for a long time content
with altering and revising the productions of others.

Of the dramas produced previous to 1600, there

were some which abounded with felicitous ideas

and effective situations ; but the writers had used
their materials with little skill, and the touch of a
master was required to reduce them to order and
consistency. The noblest geniuses of the age did

not refuse such employment. Decker, Rowley,
Heywood, and Jonson, were often occupied in con
ferriug value ou such productions : and to this un-

thankful labour, the early efi'orts of our bard were
modestly confined.

Dramatists were, generally speaking, abjectly

poor ; they were enthralled by managers, either for

past favours, existing debts, or the well-founded
apprehension of needing their assistance. What can

be more affecting, than to find the illustrious Ben
Jonson supplicating from Henslowe the advance of

a sum so paltry as ''^five shillings." The calling

Shakspeare embraced was, in aniajorityof instances,

anything ratlier than profitable : his mighty mind
could scarcely have selected any sphere of action

more barren of reward : but the camp, the senate,

and tiie bar, were then almost exclusively filled

by the young scions of nobility; and preferring to be

first among his brother authors, however humble
their prospects, he poured out all the wealth of his

intellect on the stage, and laid the foundation of a
renown, which is perpetually increasing, and is

never likely to be equalled.

No portion of Shakspeare's history is more ob-

scure than the period at which he first ventured to

Vv^
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rely on the resources of his own mind, and produce

an original drama on the stage which he had so

often trod unnoticed. Everj; attemct to select from

the long list of his wonderful proauctions the one

which had paved the way for his future eminence,

his maiden effort in the arena of his coming glories,

has ended in unceilainty and disappointment. The
Two Gentlemen of \ erona, and the Comedy of

Errors, have been pitched upon, but almost any of

his other plays might have been chosen with an

equal approximation to truth. Our bard, however,

was well known as a dramatic writer in 1592, and
there is reason to suppose that all his compositions

for the stage were written between 1590 and 1613,

a period of about twenty-three years. And when
it 13 considered that we possess thirty of his plays,

which are indisputably genuine, besides several, the

authenticity of which is doubtful, the marvellous

power and range of his intellect will be sufficiently

evident. According to the chronological order in

which the critics have placed his dramas, his genius

; appears in full vigour from its first flight to the

moment when its eagle pinions became quiescent for

ever. A Midsummer Nights Dream is the second
inscription on the luminous column of his renown.
Othello, The Tempest, and Twelfth Night, are

engraven in characters of light on its base. Other
minds have had their infancy, their maturity, and
their decline. In other intellects, even the most
resplendent, we observe the unfoldings of genius, as

of the gradual unfolding of the morning's light, its

maturity as of the full blaze of noon, and its decline

and decay as the twilight of evening and the

darkness of night. JMilton wrote Sampson Agonistes
before Paradise Lost, and Paradise Regained after

it; but the rise, progress, and termination of Shak-
gpeare's brilliant career were equally glorious. In

combining author and actor in his own person, the

dj-amatist might in some degree alleviate his pecu-

niary difficulties, but it could scarcely have redeemed
him from the indigence under which his brother

writers were suffering
;
yet his superlative merits

as a poet soon advanced him in the regard of the

great and the noble. The players in his time were
constantly denominated and treated as servants ;

and when the actor's duty made his presence neces-

sary at his patron's mansion, the buttery was the

only place to which he expected admittance. On the

contrary, the friendship of the dramatist was fre-

quently sought by the opulent : even noblemen made
him their companion, and chose him at once as the

object of bounty and esteem. In this manner, Shak-
speare became the bosom associate of the all-ac-

complished lord Southampton. That nobleman's

father-in-law, sir Thomas Heminge, was treasurer

of the queen's chamber, in which capacity it was his

duty to reward the actors employed at court : thus

plays and players \vere almost forced upon the notice

of lord Soutnamjton, and the hold theatrical amuse-
ments had on his uiind, is evident, even at a late

period of his life, from his shunning the court for a

diurnal attendance at tiie Globe : his entertainment

of Cecil with " plaies ;" and his ordering Richard II.

to be performed on the night previous to the rebel-

lion of the earl of Essex. Shakspeare's intimacy

with Southampton commenced when the latter was
about twenty years of age, and from the dedications

|)refixed to Venus and Adonis in 159), and the Rape
of Lucrece in 1594, it is apparent that their friend-

ship was cemented by great liberality in the patron,

and lively gratitude in the poet.

Rowe, on the authority of Davenant, relates, that

in order to enable Siiakspeare to complete a pur-

chase, Southampton at one time presented him with

a thousand poumis, a gift truly princely. The
tradition derives credit from the wealth which the

dramatist is known to have possessed in a k\y
years subsequently to his arrival in London ; for it

is contrary to probability, that his opulence could

have arisen from his emoluments, either as actor
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or author. All his original productions were sold
absolutely to the theatre, and the gain accruing'

from them could not have been large, as he neither

published his plays, nor received advantage from
their dedication to the wealthy. Some of his dra-

mas were printed in his lite-time : but this was done
surreptitiously, and was at once a fraud on author,

proprietor, and reader.

Of Shakspeare's comparative opulence there can
be no doubt; in 1597, he purchased New Place,

the most respectable mansion in his native Strat-

ford, and went to considerable expense in alterations

and repairs. A drawing of it is seen in the margin
of an ancient survey made by order of sir George
Carew, (at'terwards baron Carew, of Clopton, and
earl of Totness,) and found at Clopton, near Strat-

ford-upon-Avon, in 1785.

In the succeeding year, vve find Richard Quyney,
a townsman, applying to Tiim as a person of sub-

stance, for the loan of thirty pounds,) and shortly

after, we find him expressing his readiness to lemi,

on proper security, a sum of money for the use ol

the town of Stratford. His continued advance in

worldly consideration is indicated by his further

purchases. In 1602, according to Wheeler, he gave

.f320, for one hondred and seventy acres of land,

which he added to his estate in New Place. In

1605, he bought for £440 a moiety of the great and
small tithes of Stratford ; and in 1613, a tenement in

Blackfriars for £'140. It is remarkable in this latter

purchase, that only £80 of the money was paid

down, the residue being left as a mortgage on the

premises. Malone is of opinion that his annual

income could not have been less than £200, which,

at the age when he lived, was equal to £800 at

present
Several of the nobility, particularly the earls of

Pembroke and Montgomery, vied with Southampton
in conferring benefits on Shakspeare, and he was dis-

tinguished in a most flattering manner, by the favour
of tvvo successive sovereigns. We are told that

the Meiry Wives of Windsor (the first draught of
which was finished in a fortnight,) was written ex-
pressly at the command of the Virgin Queen, who
being highly delighted with Falstaff's humour in

Henry IV., wished him to be exhibited under the

influence of love. The character of Falstaff, one of
the happiest and most original of all the authors
efforts, was, according to Bowman the player, who
cited sir William Bishop as his authority, drawn
from a townsman of Stratford, who either faithlessly

broke a contract, or spitefully refused to part witfi

some land, for a valuable consideration, adjoining ti>

Shakspeare's, in or near that town.
The author's reputation was no doubt increased by

the approbation of his royal mistress, which in all

likelihood was the only solid advantage he obtained

from her notice. Rowe celebrates the " many gra-

cious marks of her favour" which Shakspeare re-

ceived; but no traces of any pecuniary reward from
her munificence is to be found, and the almo'. inva-

riable parsimony of Elizabeth towards literary men,
may fairly induce us to question whether her gene-

rosity was exhibited in anything more substantial

than praise, noiwithstanding all the elegant flattery

which the poet ofleied on the shrine of her vanity.

Elizabeth was certainly a very highly-gifted wo-
man, but she was too selfish to pay for applause,
which she was sure of obtaining at an easier rate.

In James I. the stage found a warm and generous
patron. In 1599, he gave protection to a company
of English comedians in his Scottish capital ; and
he had no sooner ascended the British throne, than
he effected an absolute change in the theatrical

world. In the first year of his reign, an act of par-
liament passed, which took from the nobility the

privilege of licensing comedians, and all the skele-

ton companies then existing were immediately
united into three regular establishments, patronised
by the royal family. Henry, prince of VVales, be-
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canie the patron of lord Nottingham's company,
which performed at the Curtain ; the earl of Wor-
cester's servants, who commonly acted at the Red
Bull, were turned over to the queen, and ulti-

mately designated Children of the Revels ; while

the king declared the lord chamberlain's company
under his own especial care. The license which
James granted to Laurence Fletcher, William
Shakspeare, Richard Burbage, and others, dated
May 19, 160.3, constituted them his servants, gave
them legal possession of their usual house, the

Globe, and allowed them to exhibit every kind of

dramatic representation, in all suitable places in

his dominions. From this document we learn that

the Globe was the theatre generally occupied by
the lord chamberlain's servants ; but they had some
interest in the house at Blacki'riars, which, in the

end, they purchased. At these theatres all Shak-
speare 's plays were originally acted ; the Globe was
the summer, the Blackfriars the winter house of
the company with which he was connected.

Inspired with feelings of gratitude for the dis-

tinction accorded to his associates, or in compli-
ance with the servile spirit of the times, Shakspeare
assiduously courted a monarch, whose ear was
ever open to the blandishments of flattery. In op-
position to historical evidence, Banquo, the ances-
tor of James, is represented in the tragedy of Mac-
beth, as noble in mind, and free from the guilt of
Duncan's murder. There is another passage in

the same play respecting the efficacy of the royal
touch in curing the evil, highly complimentary,
and this delicate praise richly merited the honour
it is said to have earned,—"an amicable letter,"

penned by king James's own hand. Davenant, if

we may credit Oldys, possessed this curious epis-
tle, and related the circumstance to Sheffield, duke
of Buckingham. The favour shown by Elizabeth
and her successor to Shakspeare was a lact iatuiliar

in his own day. Ben Jonson says,

—

" Sweet swan of Avon, what a sight it were
To see lliee in our waters yet appear;
And mark those flights upon the banks of Thames,
That did so please Eliza and our James."

Shakspeare seems to have cherished a sincere
regard for James. There are passages in the last

written uf his plays, which refer to that monarch
in highly laudatorj^ terms ; and in a curious MS.
volume of poems, written apiiarently about the
period of the Revolution, the following lines occur,
wbjch are confidently ascribed to our poet :

—

" Shakspeare upon the King.

* Crowneshave their compasse, length of dayes their date;
Triumphes their tombes, felicity her fate :

Of more than earth can earth make none partaker.
But knowledge makes the king most like his Maker.'

Though Elizabeth and James were particularly
fond of dramatic representations, it does not appear
that tliey ever visited the p'.iblic theatres ; they
gratified their taste by commanding the comedians
to perform plays at court. These entertainments
were usually given at night, which arrangement
suited the actors, as the theatres were generally
open in the morning. The ordi;iarv fee for such
a performance in London was £o: VSs: id. and an
additional £3

: 6s : 8d. was sometimes bestowed Ijy
the bounty of royalty.

Shakspeare soon became important in the ma-
nagement of the theatre, and participated in all
the emoluments of the company. It is impossible
to estimate his income from this source : we are
Ignorant into how many shares this theatrical pro-
perty was divided ; nor can we tell what proportion
ol them was enjoyed by our poet. If, ilowe^ er
lie \yas equal with Heminges. who is joined with
film m tiie license, we are authorized by his partner
to assert that it produced " a good yearly iucome."

This worldly elevation induced him to quit the
drudgery of an actor, which employment he speaks
of in his Sonnets with disgust, and henceforth he
seems to have yielded all the powers of his com-
prehensive mind to the improvement of dramatic
hterature. The affectionate wish which Shakspeare
formed in eady life, to return, after his brUliaut
career, to his native Stratford, and die at home,
induced him to purchase New Place, in 1597. In
the pleasure ground of that unassuming mansion, he
planted with his own hand a mulberry tree, which
flourished for many years, and was regarded with
reverence. To this favourite spot, in 1613 or 1614, he
retired from the applauses of his contemporaries
and the bustle of the worid, to the genuine repose
and unsophisticated pleasures of a country life. Au-
brey informs us, that it was our bard's custom to
visit Stratford yeariy; but previous to 1596, the
place of his residence in London has not been
discovered. He then lodged near the Bear Garden
in Southwark, and it is not improbable that he
remained there till his final retirement from the
metropolis.

We shall now throw together such facts as we
have gleaned in a careful course of reading, wth
reference to the subject, as may serve to illustrate
the manners, habits, and individual character of
Shakspeare.
The following abstract of his life is from Aubrey :

"Mr.William Shakspeare was bom at Stratibrd-upor-
Avon, in the county of Warwick ; his father was
a butcher, and I have been told heretofore by some
of his neighbours, that when he was a boy he ex-
ercised his father's trade ; but when he killed a
calfe, he would doe it in a high style and make a
speech. There was, at that time, another butchers
son in that towne, that was helde not at all inferior
to him for a naturall wiU, his acquaintance and
coetanean, but died young. This Wm. being in-
clined naturally to poetry and acting, came to Lon-
don, I guesse about eighteen, and was an actor at
one of the playhouses, and did act exceedingly well.
Now B. Jonson ne\er was a good actor, but an
excellent instructor. He began early to make es-
sayes at dramatic poetry, which at that time was
very lowe, and his playes took well. He was a
handsome well shap't man, and of a verie readie
and pleasant smooth witt : the humour of the consta-
ble in A Midsummer Night's Dreaiiie, he happened
to take at Grendon, in Bucks, which is the roacie
from London to Stratforde, and there was living that
constable about 1642, when I first came fo Oxon.
Mr. Jos. Howe is of that p-irishe, and knew him.
Ben Jonson and he did gather humours of n;e!i
dayly, wherever they came. One time, as he was
at a tavern at Stratford- upoii-Avon, one Combe.s,
an old rich usurer, was to be buryed, he makes there
this extemporary epitaph

:

' Ten in the hundred the devill allowes,
But Combes will have twelve, he sweares and vowes

;

If any one ask who lies in this tombc,
Hoh, quoth the devill, 'tis ray John o'Combe.'

"He was wont to goe to his native countne once
a yeare. I think I have been told, that he left 2 or
300 lib. per annum, or thereabout, (o a sister. I
have heard sir Wm. Davenant and Mr. Thomas
Shadwell (who is counted the best comedian we
have now) say that he had a most prodigious witf

;

and did admire his naturall parts beyond all other
dramaticall writers. He was wont to say, that he
never blotted out a line in his life ; sayd Ben Jon-
son, I wish he had blotted out a thousand. His
comedies will remain witt as long as the English
tongue is understood, for that he handles mores
hominum : now our present writers reflect so uiiuli
upon particular persons and coxcombities, that
twf'nty years hence they will not be under.s-tood."
There is no such character in the Midsummer

Night's Dream as a constable. Aubrey most pro-
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bably referred to the sagacious Dogberry in Much
Ado about Nothing. This account, though seem-
ingly sanctioned by good authority, and written
nioht [)robably within thirty years of Shakspeare's
death, is treated by his biographers as incredible

;

yet it is well worth preservation, for we cannot
find any reasonable grounds on which Aubrey's tes-

timony should be rejected. The story of the epitaph
in variously told. In the ibllowin" version the wit is

certainly heightened : "Mr. Jolin Combe had amassed
considerable wealth by the practice of usury; he
was Shakspeare's intimate friend. In the gaiety of
conversation he told the poet that he fancied he in-

tended to furnish his epitaph ; and since whatever
might be said of him after he was dead must be un-
known to him, he requested it might be written forth-

with. The bard immediately gave him the following
verses :

—

" Ten in the hundred lies here engrav'd

;

'Tis a hundred to fen his soul is not sav'd

:

If any man ask, Who lies in this tomb?
Oh ! oh ! quoth the devil, 'tis my John-a-Combe.-»

Peck, in his Memoirs of Milton, 4to. 1740, has
intioduced another epitaph, which he attributes,
though it does not appear on what authority, to Shak-
speare. It is on a Tom-a-Combe, otherwise T/tin-
heard, brother to the above-named John, who is

noticed by Rowe

:

" Thin in beard, and thick in purse.
Never man beloved worse :

He went to tlie grave with many a curse;
Tiie devil and he had both one nurse."

.Much has been said of the rivalship and dissen-
sion between Ben Jonson and Shakspeare : we shall
give a few particulars, from which we think it will
appear that they both were entirely free from per-
sonal ill-will. Pope says, that Jonson " loved Shak-
speare as well as honoured his memory, celebrates
the honesty, openness and frankness of his temper,
and only distinguishes, as he reasonably ought,
between the real merit of the author, and the silly

and derogatory applauses of the players." Gil-
christ, a very clever critic, published a pamphlet
to prove that Jonson was never a harsh or envious
rival of Shakspeare, and that the popular opinion on
that subject is altogether erroneous. Rowe gives
us the subjoined anecdote, which has been thought
worthy of credit :

" Mr. Jonson, who was at that time
altogether unknown to the world, had offered one
of his plays to the players, in order to have it acted

;

and the persons into whose hands it was put, after
having turned it carelessly and superciliously over,
were just upon returning it to him with an ill-na-

tured answer, that it would be of no service to their
company, when Shakspeare luckily cast his eye
upon it, and found something so well in it as to en-
gage him first to read it tiirough, and afterwards to
recommend Mr. Jonson and his writings to the
public." It is not a little remarkable, that Jonson
seems to have held a higher place in ).ublic estima-

J

tion than our poet, for more than a century after the !

deal h of the latter. Within that period, Ben's works
|

went through numerous editions, and were read
\

with eagerness, while Shakspeare's remained in com-
;

parative neglect till the time of Rowe: of this fact, i

abundant evidence might be given; not only was
j

Jonson preferred, but even Beaumont and Fletcher,
'

with many dramatic writers infinitely below them in
j

merit, were exalted above him. Tiie following pas- ':

sages are curious, and will satisfactorily show the
:

little estimation our bard's works were held in by \

the million of that day.
j

" You see
|

Wliat audience we have, what company
]To Shakspeare comes ; whose mirth did once beguile
j

Dull hours, and buskin'd, made even sorrow smile : I

So lovely were the wounds, that men would say,
'

They could endure the bleeding a whole day.
'

Jle has but few friends lately.'—Prologue to the Sisters.

" Shakspeare to thee was dull, whose best jest lies

I' th' lady's questions, and the fool's replies;
Whose wit our nicer times would obsceneness call.
And which made bawdry pass for comical.
Nature was all his art ; thy vein was free
As his, but without his scurrility."

Verses on Fletcher, by William CartwriKht,l647

" In our old plays, the humour, love, and passion,
Like double t, hose, and cloak, are out of fashion

;

That which the world cali'd wit in Shakspeare's age.
Is laugh'd at as improper for our stage."

Prologue to Shirley's Love Tricks, 1607.

• At every shop, while Shakspeare's lofty style

Neglected lies, to mice and worms a spoil

;

Gilt on the back, just smoking from the press,

The apprentice shew.s you D'Urfey's Hudibras;
Crown's Mask, bound up with Settle's choicest labours.
And promises some new essay of Babors."

Satire, published in 1C80.

In the Spectator, Addison has several papers, in

which a very high character is given of Shak-
speare's genius ; but it is evident from the quota-
tions introduced, that the elegant critic had no ac-

quaintance with his original, but through the me-
dium of Davenant's new modelled editions of his

great god-fathers dramas. This fact is partly ac-

counted for on the principle that classical literature

and the learning of the schools were esteemed in

those days as the best criterions of talent. Jonson's

constant objection to Shakspeare, was the want of
that species of knowledge ; and upon his proficiency

in it, he arrogated the superiority to himself. All
classical scholars, however, did not sanction .Jon-

son's claims ; since, among the warrae.st admirers of
Shakspeare, was one of the most learned men of his
age, \\\e: great and excellent Hales. "On one occa-
sion, the latter, after listening in silence to a warm
debate between sir John Suckling and Jonson, is

reported io have interposed, by observing ' that

it" Shakspeare had not read the ancients, he had
likewise not stolen anything from them, and that

if he (Jonson) would produce any one topic finely'

treated by any of them, he would undertake to

show something upon the same subject, at least as
well written by Shakspeare.' A trial, it is added,
being in consequence agreed to, judges were ap-

pointed to decide the dispute, who unanimously
voted in favour of the English poet, after a candid
examination and comparison of the passages pro-
duced by the contending parties." All this proves
nothing more than a collision of intellect between
these great men, which might exist without a particle

of enmity or malicious feeling, and there are several
circumstances to favour the opinion that Shak-
speare and Jonson lived together on the most
friendly terms. Our bard, in all probability, as-

sisted in the composition of Sejanus ; and on hit,

deatii, Jonson wrote an elegy in his honour, in-

scribed his effigy with panegyrical verse , and fur-

nished a preface for the first edition of his plays :

nor did the l.-.pse of years cool his regard, or efface

from his mind the recollection of his companion
;

in his declining days, he declared with all the

energy of truth, " I loved the man, and do honour
his memory, on this side idolatry, as much as any."

Fuller's comparative view of these illustrious

writers is highly interesting : "Shakspeare was an
eminent instance of the truth of that rule : Poeta non
Jit, sednascitur, (one is not made, but bom a poet.)

liideed his learning was but very little ; so that as

(Jornish diamonds are not polished by any lapidary,

but aie pointed and smoothed even as they are

taken out of the earth, so nature itself wa3 all the

art which was used upon him. Mai>y were the wit
combats betwixt him and Ben Jonson, which two
i beheld, like a Spanish great galleon, and an
English man of war! Master Jonson, like the

former, was built far higher in learning, solid, but

slow in his performances. Shakspeare, with the
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English man of tvar, lesser in bulk, but lighter m
sailing, could turn vvith all tides, and take advan-

tage of all winds, by the qnickness of his wit and

invention."

The following anecdote, preserved by Malone,

will serve to show the habits of close intimacy in

which these great and amiable men lived. In the

serious business of life, rivals, and even enemies,

are often obliged to associate; but when we find

men seeking each other in the season of relaxation,

and mingling thoughts in their sportive humours, we
may safely pronounce them to be friends. An ami-

cable dispute arose concerning the motto of the

Globe theatre. " Totiis mundtis agit histrioiiem ,"

(all the world acts a play;) some condemned it

as unmeaning, others declared it to be a fine piece

of sententious wisdom ; Jonson, being asked for his

opinion, wrote on a scrap of paper,

* If but stage actors all the world displays,

Where shall we find spectators of their plays?"

Shakspeare smiled, and taking the pen, set down
these lines under Ben's couplet

:

" Little or much ofwhat we see, we do,

We're all both actors and spectators too."

All this may be called trifling ; but even trifles

become interesting, when connected with a Jonson
and a Shakspeare.

Mr. Gifl'oid has triumphantly proved, that the

once generally received opinion of Jonson's malig-

nant feelings towards his friend and benefactor, is

void of the slightest foundation in fact ; on the con-

trary, we are justified in believing that the author

of Sejanus was, on all occasions, ready to admit the

wonderful merit of his less learned, but more highly-

gifted contemporary. His lines under Shakspear's

effigy breathe the warmest, spirit of reverence and
love

:

* The figure (hat thou here seest put.

It was for gentle Shakspeare cut

;

\^^lerein (he graver had a strife

With nature to outdo the life.

O, could he but have drawne his wit

As well in brass, as he liatli hit

His face, the print would then surpass

All that was ever writ in brass ;

But since he cannot, reader, looke

Not on his picture but his 'lOoke."

The anecdotes subjoined rest, perhaps, on slight

authority; but ex pry particular relative to our un-

rivalled dramatist has such powerful attraction,

that we should not feel justified in withholding fheui.

Queen Elizabeth used sometimes to sit behind

the scenes, while her favourite plays were perform-

ing: one evening. Shakspeare enacted the part of

a monarch (probably, in Henry IV.). The audience

knew that her majesty was present. She crossed the

stage while Shakspeare was acting, and being

lotidly greeted by the spectators, curtsied politely

to the poet, who took no notice of her condescension.

When behind the scenes, she caught his eye and
moved again, but still he would not throw off his

character to pay her any attention. This made her
majesty think of some means to know whether she
could induce him to forget the dignity of his charac-
ter while on the stage. Accordingly, as he was about
to make his exit, she stepped before him, dropped
her glove, and re-crossed the stage, which Shak-
speare noticing, took it up with these words, so

immediately after finishing his speech, that they
seemed to belong to it

:

" And thougli now bent on this high embassy.
Yet stoop we to fake up our cousin's glove."

He then withdrew from the stage, and presented the
glove to the queen, who was much pleased with his

behaviour, and complimented him on its propriety.

One evening, Burbage performed Richard HI.

and while behind the scenes, Shakspeare overheard
him making an assignation with a lady of consider-

able beauty. Burbage was to knock at her chamber
door ; she was to say, " Who comes there ?" and on
receiving for answer, '"Tis I, Richard the Third,'

the favourite tragedian was to be admitted. Shak-
speare instantly determined to keep the appoint-
ment himself Tapping at the lady's door, he made
the expected response to her interrogatory, and
gained admittance. The poet's eloquence soon con-
verted the fair one's anger into satisfaction ; but the

real Simon Pure quickly arrived ; he rapped loudly,

and to the expected query replied, " 'Tis I, Richard
the Third." " Then," quoth Shakspeare, " go thy

ways, Burby, for thoti knowest that WilliatH the
Co7iqueror reigned before Richard tlie Thirds
Shakspeare's associates, during his residence in

London, were the great spirits who were engaged,
like him, in the pursuit of literary distinction : with
Fletcher he was particularly intimate, and it is

believed he assisted hira largely in the composition
of The Two Noble Kinsmen. Rowley, Forde, Mas-
singer, and Decker were also indebted to his liberal

muse : indeed, there is scarcely any dramatist of

his age to whom the light of nis genius was not

extended.
A tradition exists of a literary club, of which

Shakspeare was a member, and which included the

following illustrious names : Jonson, Fletcher, Sel-

den. Cotton, Carew, Martin, Beaumont, and Donne.
The meetings of such a phalanx of talent must
necessarily have been attended with " the feast of
reason and the flow of soul."

Of Shakspeare's convivial disposition, the fol-

lowing legendary story, told by John Jordan, a
native of Stratford, might be given as evidence

;

though, certainly, it does not redound much to his

credit. Shakspeare, says the tradition, loved hearty
draughts of English beer or ale, and there were two
clubs of persons who met at a village called Bid-
ford, about seven miles below Stratford, who dis-

tinguished themselves by the designation of topers
and sippers, the former of whom could drink the

most without being intoxicated ; the latter, how-
ever, were superior to most other drinkers in the

country. These lovers of John Barleycorn chal-

lenged all England to drink with them, to try the

strength of their heads ; the Stratford bard and his

companions accepted it, and went to Bidford, on
a Whit - Monday, to encounter the topers; but
they were gone to Evesham fair upon a like expe-
dition, so that Shakspeare and his Stratford friends

were forced to sit down with the sippers ; upon trial,

they found themselves inferior to their opponents
;

the poet and his companions became so intoxicated

that they were forced to decline furtiier trial.

Leaving Bidford, they proceeded homeward, but

poor William, when he had gone about half a mile,

laid himself down on the turf, under the boughs of

a crab - tree, where he reposed for tiie night.

Awaking with the lark, he was invited to return to

Bidford and renew the contest, but he refused,

telling them, that he had drunk with

" Piping Pehworth, Dancing Marston,
Haun(ed Hillborough, and Hungry Gralton,

Wi(bDadging Exhall, Papist Wixford,
Beggarly Broom, and Drunken Bidford."

These epithets, we are told, are still given to these,

adjoining villages ; and the reader will, according

to his degree of ftith, credit or reject a tale, the

particulars of which correspond so ill with the

bard's character.

There is a tradition in Stratford, of our poets
likening the carbuncled face of a drunken black-

smith to a maple. The smith addressed him as he-

leant over a mercer's door, thus :

*

" Now, Mr. Shak.speare, tell me if you can.

The difference between a youth and a young mail »
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To which Shakspeare instantly answered

:

" Thou son of fire, with thy face like a maple, [apple."

The same difference as between a scalded and a coddled

This story was told, upwards of fifty years since, to

a gentleman at Stratford, by a person who was then

more than eighty years old, whose father might

have been a contemporary of Shakspeare. Perhaps,

however, it was only a version of a story told of

Tarleton, the clown.

We come now to speak of some traditional gal-

lantries of our poet , they may not deserve entire

credence, but it would not be satisfactory to omit

them altogether. In his journeyings between

Stratford and London, Shakspeare often put up at

the Crown Inn, Oxford ; the hostess was beautiful

aad witty : the host, a discreet citizen, of a satur-

nine complexion, but a lover of plays and play-

wrights, and, more particularly, of his visitor. The
bard's frequent calls, and the loveliness of the

landlady, gave occasion to the following story :

Young William Davenant, afterwards sir William,

was then a slip of a school-boy, of about eight years

old : this lad was so much attached to Shakspeare,

that whenever he heard of his arrival he would quit

the school to see him. One day, an old townsman,

observing the boy hastening homewards witii

breatliless impatience, demanded of him whither he

was running in that eager manner. " To see my
god-father Shakspeare," was the reply. " There's

a good boy," said the citizen ;
" but have a care

you don't take God's name in vain."

From the Sonnets of our author we may conclude

that he had formed an unhappy attachment, for

while he celebrates the ch-.rms of his fair enslaver

in the most hyperbolical terms, he is at no less pains

to proclaim the utter wortiilessaess of her charac-

ter. He

« Swore her fair, and thought her bright.

While she was black as hell, and dark as night.»

With the perverseness so common in affairs of

gallantry, the lady neglected the poet, and placed

her love on a youth of remarkable beauty, the dear

friend and associate of the dramatist himself The
young man's participation in this violation of affec-

tion and friendship is uncertain, as appears from

several passages, and, in particular, from the 144th

Sonnet, which we quote, as it epitomises the whole

of the tale

:

* Two lores I have of comfort and despair,

Which like two spirits do suggest me still

;

The better ange! is a man right fair,

The worser spirit a woman colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my b Iter angel from my side.

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil.

Wooing his purity with her foul pride :

And whether that my angel be luru'd fiend,

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell

;

And being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another's hell

:

Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt,

Till my bad angel fire my good une out."

A breach, however, did ensue between the bard
and his good spirit

;
yet the pangs of separation

soon proved intolerable; and in defiance of his jea-
lousies and doubts, Shakspeare #)ok back his friend
to his bosom, with an affection which seemed more
powerful for this short interruption.

It has ()f'tt;ri been mentioned as singular, that
Shakspeare does not appear to have written any
commendatory verses on his literary companions,
t(r which his great good-nature, it might have been
supposed, would have inclined him; it was not
known that he had composed even a solitary stanza
to applaud the living or eulogize the dead. The

annexed epitaphs, if they be authentic, and they

have much of Shakspeare's manner about them, will

prove, that in two instances at least, he laid aside

that diffidence of his own merits, which made him
undervalue the plaudits of a muse, the slightest

breath of whose praise would have conferred im-
mortality. In a MS. volume of poems, by Herrick
and others, in the handwriting of Charles I., pre-

served in the Bodleian library, is the following epi-

taph, ascribed to our poet

:

" AN EPITAPH.

" When God was pleas'd, the world unwilling yet,

Elias James to nature payd his debt,

And here reposeth ; as he liv'd, he dyde

;

The saying in him strongly verefied,—

Such life, such death : then, the known truth to tell.

He liv'd a godly life, and dyde as well.

" WM. SHAKSPEARE."

Sir William Dugdale, in his Visitation Book,

describes a monument in Tongue church, Salop,

erected in memory of sir Thomas Stanley, who died

about the year 1600. After a long prose inscription,

the frail marble was charged with the following

poetical encomiums :

' These following Verses were made by

WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, the late famous Tragedian

" Written upon the east end of this tomb.

" Aske who lyes here, but do not weepe

;

He i.'i not dead, he doth but sleepe.

This stony register is for his bones,

His fame is more perpetual than these stones :

And his own goodness, with himself being gone.

Shall live, when earthly monument is none."

" Written upon the west end thereof.

* Not monumental stone preserves our fame,

Nor skye aspiring pyramids our name.
Tlie memory of him for whom this stands.

Shall out-live marble, and defacers' bands.

When all to time's consumplion shall be given,

Stanley, for whom this stands, shall stand in heaven.

•

Shakspeare seems to have had no personal con-
nexion with the theatre for about three years pre-

viously to his death, and this scanty remnant of his

days was passed in peace and comfort. Rowe says :

" The latter part of his life was spent, as ail men of
good sense would wish theirs may be, in ease, retire-

ment, and the conversation of his friends. His
pleasurable wit and good-nature engaged him in

the acquaintance, and entitled him to the friendship,

of the gentlemen of the neighbourhood." And in

the words of Dr. Drake, "He was high in repute

tion as a poet, favoured by the great and accom-
plished, and beloved by all who knew him." Nothing
can be more delightful tiian to contemplate this

wonderful man, in the vigour of his age, and in the

full possession of his amazing faculties, retiring

from the sc^ne of his well-earned triumphs, to find,

in the comparative seclusion of his native town,
that repose and quietude both of mind and body,

which is not to be looked for in the bustle of the

world. And if he, whose glory was to fill the uni-

verse, and whose pursuits (if anything connected
with time can be,) were worthy of an immortal
sold, could pant for retirement in the meridian of

his days, what excuse have they, who, in senectude

and feebleness, continue to toil among the mole-hills

of earUi for a little perishable gold, for which they

have no use when they have obtained it ?

Shakspeare retired from the metropolis at a period

little past the prime of lite. We meet with no hint

of any failure in his constitution ; and the execution

of his will, in "perfect health and memory," on the

;^th of March, 1616, warrants no immediate expec-

tation of his decease. The curtaiji was now to fall,

however, on his earthly stage of existence. He died
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on the 23d of April, the anniversary of his birth,

having exactly completed his fifty-second year. On
the ioth, two days after his death, his body was laid

in its original dust, being buried under the north side

of the chancel of the great church at Stratford; a

flat stone, protecting all that was perishable of the

remains of Shakspeare, bears this inscription

:

* Good frend, for Jesus' sake, forbeare

To digg the dust enclosed here !

Bless'd be the man that spares these stones,

And curst be he that moves my bones."

The commoD opinion is, that these lines were
written by the poet himself: bnt this notion fcas,

perhaps, originated solely from the use of the word
" my" in the closing line. " The imprecation," says

Malone, was probably suggested by an apprehension

" that our authors remains might share the same
fate with those of the rest of his countrymen, and be

added to the immense pile of human bones deposited

in Stratford charnel-honse."

We shall now give a brief abstract ofShakspeare's
will, which is yet extant in the Prerogative Office.

It bears date, March 25, 1616, and co^^mences with

the following pziragraphs :

" In ihi' name of God, amen. I, William Shak-
speare, at Stratford-npon-Avon, in the county of

Warwick, gent, in perfect health and memory, i^God
be praised :) do make and ordain this my last will

and testament in manner and form following ; that is

to say :

" First, I commend my soul into the hands of God
ray Creator, hoping, and assuredly believing, through

the only merits of Jesus Christ, my Saviour, to be

made partaker of life everlasting ; and my body to

the earth, whereof it is made."
It then proceeds to make the bequests enumerated

below :

To his dangher Judith he gave £150 of lawful

English money; £'100 to be paid in discharge of her

marriage-portion within one year after his decease,

and the remaining f50 upon her gi«ng up to her

elder sister, Susanna Hall, all her right in a copy hold

tenement and appurtenances, parcel of the manor of

Rowington. To the said Judith he also bequeathed
£150 more, if she or any of her issue v/ere iiriug

three years from the date of his will ; but, in the

contrary event, then he directed that £100 of the

sum should be paiJ to his niece, Elizabeth Hall, and
the proceeds of the £50 to bis sister Joan, or Jone
Hart, for life, with residue to her children. He
further gave to the said Judith a broad silver-gilt

bowl. To his sister Joan, beside the contingent

bequest above mentioned, he gave £20 and all his

wearing apparel ; also the house in Stratford, in

which she was to reside for her natural life, under
the yearly rent of twelvepence. To her three sons,

William Hart, Hart, and Michael Hart, he gave
£5 a-piece, to be paid within one year after his

decease. To his grand-daughter, Elizabeth Hall,

he bequeathed all nis plate, the silver bowl above
excepted. To the poor of Stratford he bequeathed
£10 ; to Mr. Thomas Cole, his sword ; to Thomas
Russel, £5 ; to Francis Collins, esq. £l3 : 6a- : 8c/.

;

to Hamlet, (Hammet) saddler, £1 : 6s : 8(/. to buy
a ring ; and a like sum, for the same purpose, to

William Reynolds, gent. Anthony Nash, gent. John
Hemynge, Richard Burbage, and Henry Cundell,
his " fellows ;" also, tsventy shillings in gold to his

godson, William Walker. To his daughter, Susanna
Hall, he bequeathed New Place, with its appurte-
nances ; two messuages, or tenements, with their

appurtenances, situated in Henley-street ; also, all

his "bams, stables, orchards, gardens, lands, te-

nements, and hereditaments whatsoever, situate,

'ying, and being, or to be had, received, perceived
or taken, within the towns, hamlets, villages, fields,

ziu

ai)d grounds of Stratford-upon-Avon, Old Stratford,
Bishoptou, and Welcombe, or in any of them, ia the
said county of War^vick; and also, all that mes-
suage or tenement, with the appurtenances, wherein
one John Robinson dwelleth, situated, lying, and
being in the Blackfriars, London, near the Ward-
robe: and all my other lands, tenements, and
hereditaments whatsoever, to have and to hold all

and singular the said premises, with their appurte-
nances, unto the said Susanna Hall, for and during
the term of her natural life ; and, after her decease,
to the first son of her body, lawfully issuing, and to

the heirs male of her said first son, lawfully issuing

;

and for default of such issue, to the second son of
her body, lawfully issuing, and to the heirs male of
the said second son, lawfully issuing;" and so forth,

as to third, fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh sons of
her body, and their heirs male :

" and for default of
such issue, the said premises to be and remain to my
niece. Hall, and the heirs male of her body, lawfully
issuing ; and for default of such issue, to her daughter
Judith, and the heirs male of her body, lawfully
issuing : and for default of such issue, to the right

heirs of me the said William Shakspeare." To the
said Susanna Hall and her husband, whom he ap-
pointed executors of his will, under the direction of
Francis Collins, and Thomas Russel, esqrs, he
further bequeathed all the rest of his " goods, chat-
tels, leases, plate, jeweis, and household stuS" what-
soever," after the payment of his debts, legacies,
and funeral expenses ; with the exception of his
" second-best bed, with the furniture,^'' which con-
stituted the only bequest he made to his ivife, and
that by insertion after the will was written out.
A few additional facts respecting .Shakspeare's

family may be acceptable. His wife survived him
seven years, and was buried between his grave and
the north wall of the chancel, under a stone inlaid
with brass, and inscribed thus :

"Heere lyeth interred the bodye of Anne, wife of
Mr. William Shakspeare, who departed this life the
sixth day of August, 1623, being of the age of sixty-
seven yeares."

It may be supposed that the poet's marriage was
not i-roductive of much domestic comfort. She did
not reside with him in London ; their children were
bom very early after their union ; and we have seen
how coldly she is noticed in the will.

The causes which led to the striking difference
which Shakspeare makes in his testament between
his daughters are unknown ; but Susanna is, evi-
deiitly, the favourite. Judith married Thomas
Quiney, a gentleman of good family, by whom she
had three children, but they died young, leaving no
posterity. The art of writing was not among this

lady's accomplishments, as her mark appears to a
deed, still extant, accompanied by the explanatory
appendage of ' Signum Judith Shakspeare." Her
elder sister married Dr. Hall, a physician of consi-

derable reputation. After her father's death, she
resided with her husband at New Place. She be-
came a widow, and was honoured, for some time,

with the company of Henrietta Maria, the queen of
Charles I. Her only child, Elizabeth Hall, the niece

mentioned in Shakspeare's will, continued to reside

there when she became lady Barnard. This lady,

though twice married, left no children. She died in

16d9—70, and in her the family of our bard became
extinct. Mrs. Susanna Hall died in July, 1649, aged
sixty-six ; she was buried at Stratford, and the fol-

lowing record of her wit, piety, and humanity, was
inscribed on her tomb. The lines do not now ap-
pear on the stone, but they have been preserve,! by
Dugdale.

" Witty above her sexe, but that's not all,

Wise to salvation, was good mistress Hall

;

Something of Shakspeare was in that, but this

WlioUy ofhim with whom she's now in blisse.
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Then, passen^r, bast ne'er a teare.

To weep with her, that wept with all :

That wept, yet set lierselfe to chere

Them up with comforts cordiall ?

Her love shall live, her mercy spread,

When thou hast ne'er a teare to shed."

VVe have thus, as briefly as the importance of

such a memoir would permit, gone over the meagre

biographical remains of the noblest dramatic \)oA
the world has ever produced. Without attempting
to draw the character of this matchless writer, we
Iia\e, occasionally, iu the course of our narrative,

endeavoured to mark the feeling of respect and ad-
miration by which we are influenced while con-
templating the mighty performances of a mind,
which, with little assistance from education, sur-

passed all the efforts of ancient or modern genius.

Cfitottologtral ©vtrtr of ^Jjaltss^jrare'si Qvamajai,

ON THE AUTHORITY OF MALONE, CH.U,MERS, AND DRAKE.

The ensuing enumeration of Shakspeare's dramas,
with the dates assigned by the most generally re-

ceived authorities, is given merely as a matter of cu-
riosity; for the learned commentators are so much
at variance iu their chronology, that it deserves
little or no attention. Indeed, when we reflect that

the first edition of our author did not appear till

several years after his death, and was then pub-
lished by the players, who, it can scarcely be sup-

posed, would pay any regard to the order of time

in their arrangement of the dramas, it must be ob-

vious, that with a very few exceptions, the dates

given to those compositions are purely conjectural.

A cloud rests over Shakspeare's career as an author,
which is not now likely to be dispersed ; those who
were most familiar with the operations of his ex-
traordinary genius, seem to have been hardly aware
" that he was not for a day, but for all time ;" they
paid their shiUings and applauded his productions
on the stage, perhaps, but they had little taste or
inclination to do them justice in the closet. Shak-
speare himself appears to have been remarkably
careless of his own fame : he produced his great

works without effort, and bequeathed them to his

country, unconscious of their merit, and reckless of

their fate.

Maloue. Chalmers

Pericles not acknoivledi/ed

First Part of King Henry VI 1589 . . 1589
Second . . ditto 1.590 . . 1590
Third . . ditto 1591 . . 1595
A aiidsummer Night's Dream 1.592 . . 1598
Comedy of Errors 1593 . . 1591
Taming of the Shrew 1594 . . 1598
Love's Labour's Lost 1594 . . 1592
Two Gentlemen of Verona 1595 . . 1595
Romeo and Juliet 1595 . . 1592
Hamlet 1596 . . 1597
King John 1598 . . 1598
King Richard 11 1597 . . 1595
King Richard III 1597 . . 1595 ,

First Part of King Henry IV 1597 . . 1596 ,

Second . . ditto 1598 . . 1597 ,

Merchant of Venice 1598 . . 1597 .

All's well that Ends well 1598 . . 1599 .

King Henry V 1599 . . 1597 .

Much Ado about Nothing 1600 . . 1599 .

As You Like It 1600 . . 1599 .

Merry Wives of Windsor 1601 . . 1596 .

King Henry VIII 1601 . . 1613 .

Troilus and Cressida 1602 . . 1600 .

Measure for Measure 1603 . . 1604 .

The Winter's Tale 1604 . . 1601 .

King Lear Ifl05 . . 1605 .

Cymbeline 1605 . . 1606 .

Macbeth 1606 . . 1606 .

Julius Cajsar 1607 . . 1607 .

Antony and Cleopatra 1608 . . 1608 .

Timon of Athens 1609 . . 1601 .

Coriolanus 1610 . . 1609 .

Othello 1611 . . 1614 .

The Tempest 1612 . . 1613 .

Twelfth Night 1614 . . 1608 .

Titus Andronicus, not acknowledged by these critics, nor indeed by any author of credit, but

originally published about 1589.

Drake.

1590
1592
1592
1592
1593
1591
1594
1591
1595
1593
1597
1598
1596
1595
1595
1596
1597
1598
1598
1599
1600
1601

1602
1601
1603
1610
1604
1605
1606
1607
1608
1602
1609
1612
1611
1613

I



TEMPEST.
is observed of The Tempest, tbat its plan is regular; this the author of The Revisal thinks, what 1 think too, an
lental effect of the story, not intended or regarded by our author. But, whatever might be Shakspeare's intention in
ing or adopting the plot, he has made it instrumental to the {)roUuction of many characters, diversified with boundless,
ntion, and preserved with profound skill in nature, extensive knowledge of opinions, and accurate observation of
in a single drama are here exhiliited princes, courtiers, and sailors, all speaking in their real characters. There is

igency of airy spirits, and of an earthly goblin; the operations of magic, the tumults of a storm, the adventures of
;ert island, the nati\ e effusion of untaught aflection, the punishment of guilt, and the final happiness of the pair for

B our passions and reason are equally interested. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
INSO. King of Naples.
ASTI.\N, /lis Brother.
(SPERO, the rightful Duke of Milan.
rONIO. his Brother, the usurpimjDitke of Milan.
;.D1NAND, Son to the King of Naples.
JZALO, an honest old Counsellor of Naples.
IIAN, ) ,„„.

.IBAN, « savage and deform ed .Slave.

NCULO, a Jester.

STEPHANO, a drunken Butler.
Master of a Ship,—Boatswain,—and Mariners.
MIRANDA, Daughter to Prospero.
ARIEL, an airy Spirit.
IRIS, \
CERES, I

JUNO, > Spirits.
Ny})iphs, \

Reapers, '

Other Spirits attending on Prospero.

Scene,—The Sea, tvilh a Ship ; afterwards an uninhabited Island.

ACT I.

VE I.

—

On a Ship at Sea.—A storm, with
thunder and lirjhtnimj.

Enter a Shipmaster and a Boatswain,
luster. Boatswain,

—

'oats. Here, master: What cheer?
Taster. Good : Speak to the mariners : fall to't

iy, or we rim ourselves agroimd : bestir, bestir.

Enter Mariners. [Exit.

'oats. Heigh, my hearts ; cheerly, cheerly, my
ts ; yare, yare : Take io the top-sail ; Tend to

master's whistle.—Blow till thou burst thy wind,
om enough I

er Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand,
G0NZ.4JLO, and others.

Ion. Good Boatswain, have care. Where's the

terV Play the men.
'oats. I pray now , keep below.
nt. Where is the master, Boatswain?
'oats. Do you not hear him? You mar our la-

r; keep your cabins: you do assist the storm.
on. Nay, good, be patient.

'oats. When the sea is. Hence ! What care
e roarers for the name of king ? To cabin : si-

e ; trouble us not.

on. Good; yet rememberwhom thou hast aboard.
'oats. None that I more love than myself. You
a counsellor; if you can command these ele-

its to silence, and work the peace of the present,
will not hand a rope more ; use your authority.

ou cannot, give thanks you have lived so long,

make yourself ready in your cabin for the mis-
ice of the hour, if it so hap.—Cheerly, good
rts.—Out of our way, I say. [Exit.
on. I have great comfort from this fellow : me-
ks, he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his

plexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate,

lis hanging I make the rope of his destiny our
le, for our own doth little advantage ! If he be not
1 to be hanged, our case is miserable. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain,
'oats. Down with the topmast

; yare ; lower,
er; bring her to try with main course. {A cry
kin.) A plague upon this howling ! they are
ler than the weather, or our office.

—

le-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo.
: again ? what do you here ? Shall we give o'er,

drown? Have you a mind to sink ?
eb. A pox o' your throat! you bawling, blas-
mous, incharitable dog

!

Work you, theu.ioats

Ant. Hang, cur, hang ! you whoreson, insolent

noise-maker, we are less afraid to be drowned than
thou art.

Gon. I'll warrant him from drowning ; though
the ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and as
leaky as an unstaunched wench.
Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ; set her two

courses ; otiF to sea again, lay her ofl'.

Enter Mariners, wet.

Mar. All lost ! to prayers, to prayers ! all lost

!

[Exeu?it.

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? [them,'

Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist

For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I am out of patience. [drunkards,

—

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by
This wide-chapped rascal ;

—'Would, thou might'st

The washing of ten tides ! [lie drowning,
Gon. He'll be hanged yet

;

Though every drop of water swear against it.

And gape at wid'st to glut him.

{A confused noise within.)—Mercy on us ! We
split, we spht!—Farewell, my wife and children!

Farewell, brother ! We split, we split, we split !

—

Atit. Let's all sink with the king. [Exit.

Seb. Let's take leave of him. [Exit.

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of
sea for an acre of barren ground ; long heath, brown
furze, any thing : The wills above be done ! but I
would fain die a dry death. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The Island: before the Cell of
Prosjjero.

Enter Prospero a/id Miranda.

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them :

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch.

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek.

Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered

With those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel.

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her,

Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart! Poor souls ! they perisli'd.

Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er

It should the good ship so have swallow'd, and
The freighting souls within her.

Pro. Be collected

;

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart.

There's no harm done.

Mira. O, woe the day !

Pro. No harm.

I have done nothing but in care of thee,

X
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(Of thee, my clear one! thee, my daughter!) who
Art ignorant of \\ hat thou art, nought kuow ing

Of whence I am; nor th;it I am more better

Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell,

And thy no greater father.

Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pro. 'Tistime
I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand,
And pluck my magic garment from me.—So;

[Lays down his mantle.)
Lie there my art.—Wipe thou thiue eyes; have

comfort.

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd
The ver)' virtue of compassion in thee,

I have with such pro\ ision in mine art

So safely ordered, that there is no soul

—

No, not so much perdition as an hair.

Betid to any creature in the vessel [down
;

Which thou hcard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink. Sit

For thou must now know further.

Mira. You have often
Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd,
And left me to a bootless inquisition

;

Concluding, Stay, not yet.—
Pro. The hour's now come

;

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear;
Obey, and be attentiv e. Can'st thou remember
A time beltre we came unto tliis cell ?

I do not think thou can'st; for then thou was not
Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can.
Pro. By what? by any other house, or person?

Of any thing the image tell me, that
Hath kept with thv remembrance.
Mira.

'

'Tisfaroff;
And rather Like a dream than an assurance,
'J'hat my remembrance warrants : Had I not

Four or'five women once, that tended me ? [is it.

Pro. Thou had'st, and more, IMiranda : but bow-
That this li\ es in thy mind ? What seest thou else
In the dark backward and abysm of time ?

If thou remember"st aught, ere thou cam'st here.
How thou cam'st here, thou may'st.

Mira. But that I do not.

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years
Thy father was the duke of Milan, and [since,
A prince of power.
Mira. Sir, are not you my father ?
Pro. Thy mother was a piece of ^ irtue, and

She said—thou wast my daughter ; and thy father
Was duke of -Milan; and iiis only heir
A princess; no worse issued.

Mira. O, the heavens!
What foul play had we, that we came from thence ?
Or blessed was't, we did ?

Pro. Both, both, my girl

:

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence
;

But blessedly holp hither.
-''^''"«- O, my heart bleeds

To think o' the teen that I have tum'd you to.

Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further.
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, calfd Antonio,—

1 pray thee, mark me,—that a brotht^r should
Be so perfidious I—he, whom next thyself.
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put
The manage of my state ; as, at that time.
Through all the signiories it was the first,

And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed
In dignity, and, for the liberal arts.

Without a parallel : those being all my study.
The government I cast upon my brother.
And to my state grew stranger, being transported,
And rajjt in secret studies. Thy false uncle

—

Dost thou attend me ?

Mira. Sir, most heedfully.
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits.

How to deny them
; whom to ad\aace, Mnd whom

To trasii for over-topping; new created [them.
The creatures that w ere mine ; I .say, or chang'd

Or else new form'd them ; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts
To what tune pleas"d his ear ; that now he was
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, [not;
And siick'd my verdure out on't.—Thou attend'st
I pray thee, mark me.
Mira. O, good sir, T do.

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind
With that, which, but by being so retir'd,

O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in n)y false brother
Awak"d an evil nature : and my trust.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood, in its contrary as great
As my trust was ; which had, indeed, no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded.
Not only with what my revenue yielded.
But what my power might else exact,—like one,
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it.

Made such a sinner of his memorj%
To credit his own lie,—he did believe
He was the duke ; out of the substitution.

And executing the outward face of royalty.

With all prerogative :—Hence his ambition
Growing,—Dost hear ?

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.

Pro. To have no screen between this petft he
play'd.

And him he play'd it for; he needs will be
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man !—my library

Was dukedom large enough; of temporal royalties

He thinks me now incapable : confederates
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples,
To give him annual tribute, do him homage;
Subject his coronet to the crown, and bend
The dukedom, yetunbow'd, (alas! poor Milan!)
To most ignoble stooping.

Mira. O, the heavens

!

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then tell

If this might be a brother. [me,
Mira. I should sin

To think but nobly of my grandmother

:

Good wombs have borne bad sons.

Pro. Now the condition.

The king of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit

;

Which was, that he in lieu o' the premises,

—

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,

—

Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom ; and confer fair Milan,
With all the honours, on my brother: Whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open
The gates of Milan : and, i'the dead of darkness.
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence
Me, and thy crying self.

Mira. Alack, for pity !

I, not rememb'ring how I cried out then.

Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint.

That wrings mine eyes.

Pro. Hear a little further.

And then I'll bring thee to the present business,

VV'hich now's upon us ; without the which, this story
Were most impertinent.

Mira. Wherefore did they not
That hour destroy us ':*

Pro. Well demanded, wench
;

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not;

(So dear tlie love my people bore me) nor set

A mark so bloody on the business ; but
With colours fairer painted their foul ends.
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ;

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar'd
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd,

Nor tackle, sail, uor mast ; the very rats

Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us.

To cry to the sea, that roar'd to us ; to sigh
To the winds, whose pify, sighing back again.

Did us but loving wrong.
Mira. Alack ! what trouble
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Was I then to you I

Pro. Ola chernbim
Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst smile,

Infused with a fortitude from heaven.
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt

;

Under my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me
An undergoing stomach, to bear up
Against what should ensue.

Mira. How came we ashore ?

Pro. By Providence divine.

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,
Out of his charity (who being then appointed
Master of this design,) did give us; with
Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries.

Which since have steaded much ; so ofhis gentleness.
Knowing I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me.
From my own library, with volumes that

I priz'd above my dukedom.
Mira. 'Would I might

But ever see that rasa !

Pro. Now I arise :

—

Sit still, and hear the last ofoar sea-sorrow.

Here in this island we arriv'd ; and here

Have I, thy school-master, made thee more profit

Than other princes can, that have more time

For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful, [you, sir,

Mira. Heavens thank you for't ! And now, I pray
(For still 'tis beating in my mind,) your reason

For raising this sea-storm r

Pro. Know thus far forth.

—

By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune,

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience

I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star ; whose influence

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes

Win ever after droop.—Here cease more questions
;

Thou art inclin'd to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness.

And give it way;— I know thou can'st not choose.

(Miranda sleeps.)

Come away, servant, come : I am ready now

;

Approach, my Ariel; come.

Enter Ariel.

Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come
To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly.

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curl'd clouds : to thy strong bidding, task

Ariel, and all his quality.

Pro. Hast thou, spirit,

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ?

Ari. To every article.

I boarded the king's ship : now on the beak.

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I flam'd amazement : sometimes I'd divide.

And burn in many places ; on the top-mast.

The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly.

Then meet and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors

O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And sight-out-running were not : the fire and cracks
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune
Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble;
Yea, his dread trident shake.

Pro. My brave spirit

!

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his reason ?

Ari. Not a soul

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd

Some tricks of desperation : all, but mariners,

Piung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel.

Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand,

With hair up-staring, (then like reeds, not hair,)

Was the first man that leap'd ; cried, " Hell is empty,
And all the devils are here."

Pro. Why, that's my spirit

!

But was not thb nigh shore ?

Ari. Close by, my master.
Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe ?

Ari. Not a hair peris h'd ;

On their sustaining garments not a blemish,.
But fresher than beibre : and, as thou bad"st me.
In troops I have dispers'd them 'bout the isle :

The king's son have I landed by himself

;

Whom I left, cooling of the air with sighs.

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting.

His arms in this sad knot.
Pro. Of the king's ship^

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos'd.
And all the rest o' the fleet?

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call'dst me up at midnignt to fetch dew
From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she's hid

:

The mariners all under hatches stow'd
;

whom, with a charm join'd to their suft'er'd labour,

I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet.

Which I dispers'd, they all have met again

;

And are upon the Mediterranean flote.

Bound sadly home for Naples
;

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd,

And his great person perish.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge

Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more work :

What is the time o' the day ?

Ari. Past the mid season.

Pro. At least two glasses : the time 'twixt six and
Must by us both be spent most preciously, [now,

Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me
pains.

Let me remember thee what thou hast promis'd.

Which is not yet perform'd me.

Pro. How now ? moody ?

What is't thou can'st demand ?

Ari. My liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out ? bo more.
Ari. I pray thee.

Remember, I have done thee worthy service
;

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd

Without or grudge or grumblings : tliou didst promise
To bate me a full year.

Pro. Dost thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee ?

Ari. No.
Pro. Thou dost ; and think'st

It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep
;

To run upon the sharp wind of the north
;

To do me business in the veins o' the earth.

When it is bak'd with frost.

Art. I do not, sir.

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot

The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy.

Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her?

Ari. No, sir.

Pro. Thou hast : where was she bom ?

speak ; tell me.

Ari. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. O, was she so? I must.

Once in a month, recount what thou hast been.

Which thou forget'St. This damn'd witch, Sycorax,

For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,

Thou know'st, was banish'd ; for one thing she did.

They would not take her life : is not this true ?

Ari. Ay, sir. [child.

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with

And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave,

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant

:

And, for thou wert a spirit too delicate

To act her earthly and abhorr'd commands.

Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee.

By help of her more potent ministers,

And in her most unmitigable rage,

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift

Imprison'd, thou did'st painfully remain

A dozen years ; within which space she died.

And left thee there; where thou did'st vent thy groans.

As fast as mill-wheels strike : then was this island,

(Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp, hag-bom,) not honour'd with
A
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A hamafl shape.
,

j^fl 1 es ; Ca.iban. her soa.

Pro. Dull thing, I say so : he, that Caliban,

\\liom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st

\Miat torment I did find thee in : thv groans

Pid make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts

Of ever-angr)' bears : it was a torment

To lav upon the damnd. wliich Sycoras

CoDld not again undo : it was mine art,

^^^len I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape

The pine, and let thee oat

J_ri, I thank thee, master.

Pro. If thou more mnnnnr"st, I will rend an oak.

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till

ThoQ hast howl'd away twelve winters.

j^ri. Pardon, master

:

I will be correspondeDt to command,
And do my spiriting gently.

Pro. Co so ; and after two days

I will discharge thee.

J,ri. Thafs my Doble master !

What shall I do "' say what "? what shall I do ?

Pro. Go. make thyself like to a nymph of the sea

;

Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible

To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape.

And hither come in"t : hence, with dUisence.

\Exit Ariel.

Awake, dear heart, avake I thou hast slept well

;

Awake !

Mira. The strangeness ofyoor story pat

Heaviness in me.
Pro. Shake it off: come on ;

We'll visit Caliban, my slave, who never

Yields us kind answer.

Mira. 'Tis a villain, sir,

1 do not love to look on.

Pro. Bit, as 'tis,

\\'e cannot miss him : he does make our fire.

Fetch in our wood, and serve in offices

That profit us. WTiat, ho 1 sla\ e ! Caliban

!

Thou earth, thou ! speak.

Cal. (Within.J There's wood enough within.

Pro. Come forth, I say : there's other business for

Come forth, thou tortoise I when ?

—

fthee :

Re-enter Abiel, lile a water-nymph.

Fme apparition I My quaint Ariel,

Hark in thine ear.

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [^Esit.

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the de\il himself

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth I

Enter Caixb.vn'.

Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd

With raven's feather from unwholesome fen.

Drop on yon both \ a south-east blow on ye.

And blister yen all o'er

!

[cramps.
Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou stalt have

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up : urchins

Shall, for that vast of night that they may work.
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd

As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging

Than bees that made them.

Cal. I must eat my dinner.

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother.

Which thou tak'st from me. When thou cam'st first

Thou strok'st me, and mad'st much of me ; would'st

give me
Water with berries in't : and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less.

That bam by day and night : and then I lov'd thee.

And shew'd thee all the qualities o' the isle, [tile :

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place, and fer-

Cursed be 1 that did so I—All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, bght on yoa !

For I am all the subjects that you have.
Which first w as mine own king : and here you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from nie

The rest of the bland.
Pro. Thou most lying slave, Lthee,

Whom stripes may mo\ e, not kindness : I ha\ e nsd

Filth as thnn art, with human care ; and lodg'd thee

In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate

The honour of my child.

Cal. O ho, O ho I— would it had been done I

Thou didst pres ent me ; I had peopled else

This isle with Calibans.

Pro. Abhorred slave

,

Wliich any print of goodness will not take.

Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee.

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour
One thing or other : when thou did'st not, savage.
Know thine own meaning, but would'st gabble like

A thing most brutish, 1 endow'd thy purposes
With words that made them known : but tny vile race.
Though thou did'st learn, had that in't, ^^hich good

natures

Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thoa
Deservedly confin'd Into this rock,

WTio had'st deserv'd more than a prison.

Cal. Yon taught me language : and my profit on't

Is, I know how to curse : the red plagne rid you.
For learning me your language I

Pro. Hag-seed, hence!
Fetch us in fael : and be quick, thou wert best,

To answer other business. Shrug'st thoa, malice ?

If thou neglecfst, or dost unwillingly

What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps;
Fill all thy bones -with aches : make thee roar.

That beasts shall tremble at thy din.

Cal. No, 'pray thee I

—

I must obey : his art is of snch power, [Aside.
It would control my dam's god, Setebos,

And make a vassal of him.

Pro. So, slave : hence !

[Exit Caliban.

Re-enter Ajiiel, invisible, playing and singing •

FERDrSAND foUoiving him.

ARIEL'S SONG.
Come unto tliese yellow sands.
And then tale hands :

Court'sied when you have, and kiss'd,

( The wild waves luhistj

Foot it featly here and there;
And. sweet sprites, the burden bear.

Harl, hark'.

Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. (Dispersedly.)
The watch-dogs barh

:

Bur. Bowgh. wowah. (Dispersedly.)
Hark, harhl I hear
The strain of strutting c/uxnticleer.

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Fer. Where should this music be? i' the air, or

the earth?

It sounds no more :—and sure, it waits upon
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank.
Weeping again the king my father's wreck.
This music crept 'by me upon the waters

;

Allaving both their fury, and my passion,

Witt its sweet air : thence I have folio w'd it

Or it hath Jrawn me rather :—But 'tis gone.

No, it begins cigain.

Ariel sings.

Fullfathom five thy father lies ;

Of his bones are coral made ;

Those are pearls that were his eyes :

Xothing of him that doth fade,
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell

:

Hark! now I hear them,—ding-dong, bell.

'Burden, ding-dong.

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father:

This is no mortal bnsiness, nor no sound
That the earth owes :—I hear it now above me.
Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance.

And sav, what thou seest yond'.
_

Mira. W hat is't ? a spirit ?

Lord, how it looks about I Believe me, sir.

I'
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It carries a brave form :—Bnt 'tia a spirit [senses

Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath snch

As we have, such : this gallant, which thoa seest

Was in the wreck ; and but he's something staio'd

With grief, that's beauty's canker, thou mignt'st call

A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows, [him
And strays about to find them.

Mira. I might call Lim
A thing divine; for nothing natural

I ever saw so noble.

Pro. It goes on, {Aside.)

As my soal prompts it;—Spirit, fine spirit 1 I'll free

Within two days for this. [thee

Fer. Most sure, the goddess
On whom these airs attend !—Vouchsafe my prayer
May know, if yon remain upon this island

:

And that yoo will some good instruction give.

How I may bear me here : My prime request.

Which I do last pronounce, is, O, yon wonder.'
If you be maid or no?
Mira. No woader, sir;

But certainly a maid.
Fer. My langnage ! heavens !

—

I am the best of them that speak this speech.
Were I bnt where 'tis spoken.

Pro. How ! the best ?

What wert thflii, if the king of Naples heard thee?
Fer. A single thing, £is I am now, that wonders

To hear thee srieak of Najjles. He does hear me
;

And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples;
WTjo with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld
The king my father wreck'd.
Mira. Alack, for mercy !

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords: the duke ofMilan
And his brave son, being twain.

Pro. The duke of Milan,
And his more braver daughter, could control thee

Tf now'twere fit to do't :—At the first sight [Aside.

i

They have chang'd eyes :—Delicate Ariel,

I'll set thee free for thisl—A word, good sir;

I fear yon have done yourself .some wrong: A word.
Mira. Why speaks my father so nngently ? This

Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first

That e'er I sigh'd for : pity move my father

To be inclip'd my way I

Fer. O, if a virgin,

And yonr affection not gone forth, I'll make yoQ
The queen of Naples.
Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more.

—

They are both in eithera powers; bnt this swift
business

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 'Aside.)
Make the prize light—One word more; I charge

thee.

That thon attend me : thoa dost here osnrp
"The name thoa ow'st not ; and hast put thyself
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it

From me, the lord on't
Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in snch a temple:

If the ill spirit have so fair an house,
Good things will strive to dwell with't.

Pro. FoWovime.— iToFerd.i
Speak not yoa for him ; he's a traitor.—Come.
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together :

Sea-water shalt thoa drink, thy food shall be
The fresh-brook muscles, witherd roots, and bosks
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow.
Fer. No

;

I will resist snch entertainment, till

Mine enemy has more power. {He draws.)
^lira. O, dear father.
Make not too rash a trial of him, for
He's gentle, and not fearfd.

^jfo- Wliat, I say.
My foot my tntor I Pnt thy sword up, traitor

;

Who mak'.st a shew, but'dar'st not strike, thy con-
science

Is so possess d with guilt : come from thy ward;
J- or 1 can here disarm thee with this stick.

And make thy weapon drop.
Mira. Be.seech yoo, father !

Pro. Hence ! hang not on my garments.
Mira. .Sir, have ^y

;

I'll be his .snrety.

Pro. Silence I one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What

!

An advocate for an impostor ? hush 1

Thou think'-it, there are no more snch shapes a.i he.

Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolisn wench!
To the most of men this is a Caliban,
.And they to him are angels.

Mira. My affectiona

.\re then most hamble ; I have no eunbition

To see a goodlier man.
Pro. Come on ; obey :

' To Ferd.)
Thy nerves are in their infancy again.
And have no vigour iathem.

Fer. So they are ;

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.

My father's loss, the weakness which I feel.

The WTeck of all my friends, or this mein's threats.

To whom I am snbdued, are but light to me.
Might I but through my prison once a day
Behold this maid : all comers else o' the earth
I.*t liberty make use of;- space enough
Have 1 in such a prison.

Pro. It works :—Come on.

—

Thoa hast done well, fine Ariel I— Follow me.

—

iToFerd.and Mir.)
Hark, what thoa el.se shalt do me. '' To Ariel.)
Mira. Be of comfort

;

My father's of a better natare, sir.

Than he appears by speech : this is unwonted,
VV hich now came from him.
Pro. Thon shalt be as free

.As mountain winds : bnt then exactly do

.All points of my command.
Ari. To the syllable.

Pro, Come, follow : speak not for hnn. [Exeunt.

ACTIL
Scene L^—Another part of the Island.

Enter AxoKso, SEBASiXiN', .Antomo, Goxzalo,
Adriax, FRA>ciaCO, and others.

(ion. 'Beseech yoa, sir, be merry : yoa have caose
'So have we all) ofjoy ; for our escape
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe
Is common; everyday, some sailors wife.
The masters of some merchant, and the merchant,
Have just oar theme of woe : but for the miracle,
I mean our preservation, few in millions

Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh
Oar sorrow with oar comfort

Alon.
'

IVythee, peace.

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge.

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so.

Seh. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit;

by and by it will strike.

Gr/n. sir,

Seh. One:—Tell.
Gon. When every grief is entertain'djthafsofferd.

Comes to the entertainer

—

Seh. -A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ;
yoa have

.spoken truer than yoa purposed. i ahoald.

Seh. Yoa have taken it wiselier than I meant yoa
Gon. Therefore, my lord,

—

Ant. Fy, what a spendthrift Ls he of his toDgtie I

Alon. I prythee, spare.

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet

—

Seh. He w-Ul be talking.

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good
wager, first begins to crow ?

Seh. The old cock.

Ant. The cockreL
Seh. Done ; The Viz^ti ?

Ant. A laughter.

Seh. A aatch.
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Adr. Though this island seem to be desert,

—

Sth. Ha, ha, ha!

Ant. So, you've pay'd.

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,

—

Seb. Yet.

Adr. Yet—
Ant. He could not miss it.

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and de-

licate temperance.
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench, [livered.

Seh. Ay, and a .subtle ; as he most learnedly de-

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly.

Heh. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones.

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfumed by a fen.

Qon. Here is every thing advantageous to life.

Ant. True ; save means to live.

Seh. Of that there's none, or little. , [green!

(ion. How lush and lusty tlje grass looks ! how
Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny.

• Seb. With an eye of green in't.

Atil. He misses not much.
Seb. No ; he doth but mistake the truth totally.

Qon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed almost
beyond credit),

—

Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are.

Qo7i. That our garments being, as they were,
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their

freshness, and glosses ; being rather new dy'd, than

stain'd with salt water.

A nt. If but one of his pockets could speak, would
it not say, he lies?

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket np his report.

Go7i. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh as

^vhen we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage

of the king's fair daughter, Claribel, to the king of

Tunis.

Seb. 'Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well

in our return.

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a

l)aragon to their queen.

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time.

Ant. Widow? a pox o' that! How came that

widow in ? \Vidow Dido !

Seb. What if he had said, widower jEneas too ?

good lord, how you take it

!

Adr. Widow Dido, said you ? you make me study
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage ?

Gon. I assure yon, Carthage.
Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp.

Seb, He hath rais'd the wall, and houses too.

Ant. What impossible matter will he make easy

next?
Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his

pocket, and give it his son for an apple.

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea,

bring forth more islands.

Gon. Ay?
Ant. Why, in good time

^

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments seem
now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at the mar-
riage of your daugliter, who is now queen.
Ant. And the rarest that e'er came there.

Seb. 'Bate, 1 beseech you, widow Dido.
Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido.
Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first

day 1 wore it ? I mean, in a sort.

Ant. That sort was well fish'd for.

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage ?

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, against
The stomach of my sense. Would I had never
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence.
My son is lost; and, in my rate, she too.

Who is so far Irom Italy remov'd,
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir

Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish

Hath made his meal on thee !

Fran. Sir, he may live
;

I saw him beat the surges under liiui.

And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water.
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke

To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd.
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt,

He came alive to land.

Alon. No, no, he's gone.

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourselffor this great loss

,

That would not bless our Europe with your daughter.

But rather lose her to an African

;

Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye,

Who hath cause to wet the grief on't.

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace.
Seb. You were kneel'd to, and iraportun'd other-

By all of us ; and the fair soul herself [wise
Weigh'd, between lothness and obedience, at

Which end o' the beam she'd bow. We have lost

I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have [your son,

More widows in them of this business' making.
Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault's

Your own.
Alon. So is the dearest of the loss.

Gon. My lord Sebastian,

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness.

And time to speak it in; you rub thef sore.

When you should bring the plaster.

Seb. Very well.

Ant. And most chirorgeonly.

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir.

When you are cloudy.

Seb. Foul weather ?

Ant. Very foul.

Goti. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord,

—

Ant. He'd sow it with nettle-seed.

Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon. And were the king of it. What would I do ?

Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine.
Gon. V the commonwealth, I would by contraries

Execute all things : for no kind of traffic

Would I admit ; no name of magistrate

;

Letters should not be known ; no use of service.

Of riches, or of poverty ; no contracts.

Successions ; bound of land, tilth, viuey^d, none :

No use of metal, com, or wine, or oil

;

No occupation ; all men idle, all
;

And women too ; but innocent and pure :

No sovereignty :

—

Seb. And yet he would be king on't

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets

the beginning.

Gon. All things in common nature should produce
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony.

Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine.

Would I not have : but nature should bring forth.

Of its own kind, all foizon, all abundance,
To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying among his subjects?
Ant. None, man; all idle ; whores, and knaves.
Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir.

To excel the golden age.

Seb. ' Save his majesty

!

Ant. Long live Gonzalo!
Gon. And. do you mark me, sir?— frae.

Alon. Pr' ythee no more : thou dost talk nothing to

Gon. I do well believe your highness , and did it

to minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are

of such sensible and nimble lungs, that they always
use to laugh at nothing.

Ant. 'Twas you we laugh'd at.

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am no-

thing to you: so you may continue, and laugh at

nothing still.

Ant. What a blow was there given !

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long.

Gon. Vou are gentlemen of brave mettle
;
you

would lilt the moon out of her sphere, if she would
continue in it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariel invisible, ]:)l(tyinfj solemn tnusic.
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Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling.

A7tt. Nay, good ray loid, be not angry.

Gon. No, I warrant yon; I will not adventure

my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep,

for I am very heavy ?

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us.

[All sleep but Alon. Seb. and Ant.)

Alon. What, all .so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes

Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : I

'J'hey are inclin'd to do so. [find,

Seb. Please you, sir.

Do not omit the heavy offer of it

:

It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth.

It is a comforter.

Ant. We two, my lord.

Will guard your person, while you take your rest,

And watch your safety.

Alon> Thank you : Wondrous heavy.

—

[^Alonso sleeps. Exit Ariel.

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them

!

Anf. It-is the quality o' the climate.

Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eye -lids sink ? I find not

Myself dispos'd to sleep.

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble.

They fell together all, as by consent

;

They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What might,

Worthy Sebastian ?—O, what might?—No more :

—

And yet, methiuks, I see it in thy face, [and
What thou should'st be : the occasion speaks thee

;

My strong- imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking ?

Ant. Do you not hear me speak ?

Seb. I do ; and, surely.

It is a sleepy language ; and thou speak'st

Out of thy sleep : What is it thou didst say?

This is JL strange repose, to be asleep

With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving.

And yet so fast asleep.

Ant. Noble Sebastian,

Thou let'st thy fortune sleep—die, rather ; wink'st

Whiles thou art waking.

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly

;

There's meaning in thy snores.

Ant. I am more sei ions than my custom : you

Mnst be so too, if heed me ; svhich to do,

Trebles thee o'er.

Seb. Well ; I am standing water.

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do so : to ebb.

Hereditary sloth instructs me.

Ant. O,

If you bat knew, how you the purpose cherish.

Whiles thus you mock, it! how, in stripping it.

You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed.

Most often do so near the bottom run.

By their own fear, or sloth.

Seb. Pr'ythee, say on :

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim

A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed.

Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this

(Who shall be of as little memoiy,

VVTien he is earthed,) hath here almost persuaded

(For he's a spirit of persuasion only,)

The king his son's alive ; 'tis as impossible

That he's undrown'd, as he that sleeps here, swims.

Seb. 1 have no hope
That he's undrown'd.

Ant. O, out of that no hope.

What great hope have you ! No hope, tliat way, is

Another way so high an hope, that even

Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond.

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with

That Ferdinand is drown'd? [me,

Seb. He's gone.

Ant. Then, tell me.

Who's the next heir of Sfaples ?

Seb. Claribel.
Ant. She, that is queen of Tunis ; she, that dwells

Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she, that from Naples
Can have no note, unless the sun were post,
(The man i' the moon's too slow,) till new bom chins
Be rough and razorable ; she, from whom
We were all sea-swallow'd, though some cast again

;

And by that destin'd to perform an act.

Whereof what's past is prologue ; what to come.
In yours and my discharge.

Seb. What stuff is this?—How say you?
"Tis true, my brother's daughter's queen of Tunis:
So is she heir of Naples ; twixt which regions
There is some space.

Ant. A space whose every cubit
Seems to cry out, Hoiv shall that Claribel
Meastire us back to Naples !—Keep in Tunis,
.\nd let Sebastian wake !—Say, this were death
That now hath seiz'd them ; why, they were no worse
Than now they are : there be, that can rule Naples,
As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate
As amply, and unnecessarily.
As this Gonzalo ; 1 myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore
The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this

For your advancement I Do you understand me ?

Seb. Methinks, I do.

Ant. And how does your content
Tender your own good fortune?

Seb. I remember,
You did supplant your brother Prospero.
Ant. True

:

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me
;

Much feater than before : My brother's servants
Were then my fellows, now they are my men.

Se.h. But, for your conscience

—

Ant. Ay, sir; where lies that? if it were a kibe,
'Twould put me to my slipper : but I feel not
This deity in my bosom ; twenty consciences.
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be they,
And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies your brother.

No better than the earth he lies upon.
If he were that which now he's like ; whom J,

With this obedient steel, three inches of it.

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus.

To the perpetual wink for aye might put
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest.

They'll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk

;

They'll tell the clock to any business that

We say befits the hour.

Seb. Thy case, dear friend.

Shall be my precedent ; as thou got'st Milan,
I'll come by Naples. Draw thy sword ; one stroke

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'st;

And I the king shall love thee.

Ant. Draw together

:

And when I rear my hand, do you tJie like.

To fall it on Gonzalo.
Seb. O, but one word. {Theij converse apart.)

Music. Re-enter Ariel, invisible.

Ari. My master through his art foresees the danger

That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me fortli,

(For else !iis project dies,) to keep them living.

[Sinys in Gonzalo s ear.)

fVhile you here do snoring lie,

Opeii-ey'd Conspiracy
His time doth take

:

If of life you keep a care,

Shake off slumber, and beware

:

Awake! Aivake!
Ant. Then let us both he sudden. {They tvake.)

Gon, Now, good angels, preserve tlie kmg !

Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake ! W hy are you

Hierefore this ghastly looking ? [drawn ?Wher
Go What's the matter ?

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your re{)0se

Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ?

It struck auue ear most terribly.
.

Alon. I heai-d notlung.
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Atit. O, 'twas a ilin to flight a monster's ear;

To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar

Ofa whole herd of lions.

ji/on. Heard you this, Gonzalo f

Gori. Upon mine honour, sir, 1 heard a hnmuiiDg,

And tiiat a strange one too, which did awake me

:

I shak'd yon, sir, and cry'd ; as mine eyes open'd,

I saw their weapons drawn :—there was a noise.

That's verity : best stand upon our guard
;

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons.

Alon. Lead off tliis ground ; and let's make further

For my poor son. [search

Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts

!

For he is, sure, i' the island.

A/on. Lead away.

Ari. Prospero, my lord, shall know what I have

done : (Aside.)

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Caijb.vn, ivith a burden oftcood.

A noise of thunder heard.

Cat. All the infections tliat the sun sucks up
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him
IJy inchmeal a disease ! His spirits liear me.

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch.

Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i' the mire.

Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark

Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but

For every trifle are they set upon me :

Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at rne.

And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I

All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues.

Do hiss me into madness :—Lo ! now ! lo !

Enter Trinculo.

Here comes a spirit of his : and to torment me,

For bringing wood in slowly : I'll fall fiat

;

Perchance, he will not mind me.
Trill. Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off

any weather at all, and another storm brewing ; I

hear it sing i' the wind : yond' same black cloud,

yond' huge one, looks like a foul bumbard that

would shed his liquor. If it should thunder, as it did

before, I know not where to hide my head : yond'

same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.—What
have we here ? a man or a fish ? Dead or alive ? A
fish : he smells like a fish ; a very ancient and fish-

like smell ; a kind of, not of the newest, Poor-John.

A strange fish ! Were I in England now (as once

I was,) and had but this fish painted, not a holyday

fool there but would give a piece of silver: there

would this monster make a man ; any strange beast

there makes a man : when they will not give a doit

to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see

a dead Indian. Legg'd like a man ! and his fins like

arms ! Warm, o' my troth ! I do now let loose my
opinion, hold it no longer ; this is no fish, but an

islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt.

(Thunder.) Alas! the storm is come again; my best

way is to creep under his gaberdine ; there is no

otiier shelter hereabout: Misery acquaints a man
with strange bedfellows. I will here shroud, till

tile dregs of the storm be past.

Enter Stephano, singing ; a bottle in his hand.

Steph. I shall no more to sea, to sea.

Here shall I die ashore ;
—

This is a very scurvy tune to sing a man's funeral

;

Well, here's my comfort. (Drmks.)
The master, the swabber, the boatswain, and I,

The gunner, and his mate,
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery,

But none of us car"dfor Kate :

For she had a tongue loifh a tang,
Would cry to a sailor, Go hang

:

She lov'd not the snvour of tar nor ofpitch, [itbh

:

Yet a tailor might scratch her wherever she did
Thm to sea, boys, and let her go hang.

This is a scurvy tune too : but here's ray comfort.

(Drinks^
Cal. Do not torment me : O !

Ste. What's the matter? Have we devils here?
Do you put tricks upon us with savages, and men
of Inde ? Ha ! I have not "scap'd drowning, to be
afeard now of your four legs ; for it hath been said.

As proper a man as ever went on fonr legs, cannot
make him give ground : and it shall be said so again,
while Stepnano breathes at nostrils.

Cal. The spirit torments me : O !

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with four

legs ; who hath got, as I take it, an ague : Where
the devil should he learn our language ? I will give
him some relief, if it be but for that, of I can re-

cover him, and keep him tame, and get to Naples
with him, he's a present for any emperor that ever
trod on neat's-leather.

Cal. Do not torment me, pi'^ythee

;

I'll bring my wood home faster.

Ste. He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after

the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have
never drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove
his fit : if I can recover him, and keep him tame, I

will not take too much for him : he shall pay for him
that hath him, and that soundly.

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou wilt

Anon, I know it by thy trembling :

Now Prosper works upon thee.

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth : here

is that which will give language to you, cat : open
your mouth : this vnll shake your shaking, I can tell

you, and that soundly : you cannot tell who's your
friend : open your chaps again.

Trin. I should know that voice : It should be

—

But he is drowned ; and these are devils : O ! de-
fend me !

—

Ste. Four legs and two voices ; a most delicate
monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well
of his friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul

speeches, and to detract. If all the wine in my
bottle will recover him, I will help his ague : Come,
—Amen ! I will pour some in thy other mouth.

Trin. Stephano,

—

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy

!

mercy! This is a devil, and no monster: I will

leave him. I have no long spoon.

Trin. Stephano !—if thou beest Stephano, touch
me, and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo ;—be not
afeard,—thy good friend Trinculo.

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth ; I'll pull

thee by the lesser legs : if any be Trinculo's legs,

these are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed.

How cam'st thou to be the siege of this moon-calf?
Can he vent Trinculos?

Trin. 1 took him to be killed with a thunder-
stroke :—But art thou not drowned, Step'iano ? I

hope now, thou art not drowned. Is the storm
overblown? I hid rae under the dead moon-calf's

gaberdine, for fear of the storm : Andartiiiou liiing,

Stephano ? O Stephano, two Neapolitans 'scap'd !

Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about; my stomacij

is not constant.

Cal. Tliese be fine things, an if they he not sprites.

That's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor

:

I will kneel to him.

Ste. How did'st thou 'scape ? how cam'st thou

hither? swear by this bottle, how thou cam'st hither.

I escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors

heaved over-board, by this bottle ! which I made
of the bark of a tree, with mine own hands since I

was cast a shore.

Cal. I'll swear, upo:) that bottle, to be thy

True subject ; far the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here ; swear then how thou escap'dst.

Trin. Swain ashore, man, like a duck ; I can
swim like a duck, I'll be sworn.

Ste. Here, kiss the book : though thou canst

swim like a duck, thou art made like a goose.

Trin. O Stephano, Last any more of this ?
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Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock

by the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now,

moon-calf? how does thine ag-iie ?

Cal. Hast tliou not dropped from heaven?

Ste. Out o' the moon, 1 do assure thee : I was
the man in the moon, when time was.

Cal. 1 ha\ e seen thee in her, and I do adore thee :

My mistress sliewed me thee, thy dog, and bush.

Ste. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : I will

furnish it anon with new contents : swear.

Trin. By this good light, this is a very sliallow

monster :— I afeard of him ?— a very weak monster :

—The man i' the moon?—a most poor credulous

monster : Well drawn, monster, in good sooth.

Cal. Til shew thee every fertile inch o' the island
;

And kiss thy foot : I pr'ythee, be my god.

Trill. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken
monster : when his god's asleep, he'll rob his bottle.

Cal. I'll kiss thy foot : I'll swear myself thy sub-

Ste. Come on then ; down, and swear. [ject.

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy-
headed monster ; A most scurvy monster ! I could

find in my heart to beat him,

—

Ste. Come, kiss.

Trill. —but that the poor monster's in drink : an
abominable monster

!

[thee berries

;

Cal. I'll shew thee the best springs ; I'll pluck
I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough.
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve !

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee,

Thou wond'rous man.
Trin. A most ridiculous monster; to make a

wonder of a poor drunkard.

Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow;
And I, with my long nails, will dig thee pig-nuts

;

Shew thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I'll bring thee

To clust'riijg filherds, and sometimes I'll get thee

Young sea-mells from the rock.'Wilt thou go with me''

Ste. I pr'ythee novv, lead the way, without any
more talking.—Trinculo, the king and all our com-
pany else being drowned, we will inherit here.

—

Here ; bear my bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill

him by and by again.

Cal. Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell.
[Sings drunkenly.)

Trin. A howling monster ; a drunken monster.
Cal. No more dams I'll make forfish ;

Nor fetch infiriny
At requiring,

Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish ;

'Ban, 'Ban, Ca—Caliban,
Has a new master—Get a new man.

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom,
hey-day, freedom !

Ste. O brave monster! lead the way. \^xeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Before Prosperous Cell.

Enter Ferddjand, bearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful ; but their
labour

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious ; but
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead,
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is

Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed
;

And he's compos'd of harshness. I must remove
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up.
Upon a sore injunction : my sweet mistress
Weeps, when she sees me work ; and says, such
Had ne'er like executor. I forget

:

[baseness
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours;
Must busy-less, when I do it.

Enter Miranda
; and Prospero at a distance.

Mira. Alas, now! pray you.
Work not so hard : I would, the lightning had

Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile 1

Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns,

'Twill weep for having wearied you. My father

Is hard at study; pray now, rest yourself;

He's safe for these three hours.

Fer. O most dear mistress.

The sun will set, before I shall discharge

What I must strive to do.

Mira. If you'll sit down,
I'll bear your logs the while : Pray give me that

;

I'll carry it to the pile.

Fer. No, precious creature :

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back
Than you should such dishonour undergo,
AVhile I sit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me
As well as it does you : and I should do it

With much more ease ; for my good will is to it,

And yours against.

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected

;

This visitation shews it.

Mira. You look wearily, [me,
Fer. No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with

When you are by at night. I do beseech you,

(Chiefly, that I might set it in my prayers,)

What is your name ?

Mira. Miranda :—O my father,

I have broke your best to say so

!

Fer. Admir'd Miranda

!

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady

I ha\e ey'd with best regard ; and many a time

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues

Have I lik'd several women; never any
With so full soul, but some defect in her
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd.
And put it to the foil : but you, O you.

So perfect, and so peerless, are created
Of every creature's best.

Mira. I do not know
One of my sex ; no woman's face remember.
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen
More that I may call men, than you, good friend.

And my dear father : how features are abroad,
I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty,
(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish
Any companion in the world but you

;

Nor can imagination form a shape,

Besides yourself, to like of: but I prattle

Something too wildly, and my father's precepts
Therein forget.

Fer. I am, in my condition,

A prince, Miranda; 1 do think, a king;
(f would, not so!) and would no more endure
This wooden slavery, than I would sutler

The flesh-fly blow my mouth.—Hear my soul speak

;

The very instant that I saw you, did

My heart fly to your service ; there resides, *

To make me slave to it; and, for your sake,'

Am I this patient log-man.

Mira. Do you love me ?

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound.
And crown what I profess with kind event.

If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert

What best is boded me, to mischief! I,

Beyond all limit of what else i' the world.
Do love, prize, honour you.

Mira. I am a fool.

To weep at what I am glad of.

Pro. Fair encounter
Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace
On that which breeds between them !

Fer. Wherefore weep you ?
Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not oiler

What I desire to give ; and much le.ss take.

What I shall die to want : but this is trifling

;

And all the more it seeks to hide itself.

The bigger bulk it shews. Hence, bashful cunning !

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence !
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I am yonr wife, if you will marry me ;

If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow

You may deny me ; but I'll be your servant,

Whether you will or no.

Fer. My mistress, dearest.

And I thus humble ever.

Mira. My husband then?
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand.

Mira. And mine, with my heart int : And now
farewell,

Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thousand ! thousand !

[Exeunt Fer. and Mir.
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be.

Who are surpris'd witli all ; but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I'll to my book

;

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform
Mucli business appertaining. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Stepilyno and Trincllo ; Caub.in fol-

lotving, ivith a bottle.

Ste. Tell not me ;—when the butt is out, we will

drink water ; not a drop before : therefore bear up,

and board 'em : Servant-monster, drink to me.
Trin. Servant-monster ? the folly of this island !

They say, there's but five upon this isle : we are

three of them ; if the other two be brained like us,

the state tutters.

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee;
thy eyes are almost set in thy head.

Triti. Where should they be set else ? he were a
brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail.

Ste. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue

in sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me : I

swam, ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty

leagues, otf and on, by this light. Thou shalt be my
lieutenant, monster, or my standard. [standard.

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list ; he's no
Ste. We'll not run, monsieur monster.

Triti. Nor go neither : but you'll lie, Lke dogs

;

and yet say nothing neither.

Ste. Mooncalf, speak once in thy life, if thou
beest a good moon-calf.

Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy shoe :

I'll not serve him, he is not valiant.

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster ; I am
in case to justle a constable. Why, thou deboshed
fish thou, was there ever a man a coward that hath
drunk so much sack as I to-day 'i" Wilt thou tell a

monstrous lie, being but half a fish, and half a

monster ?

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him,

my lord '?

Trin. Lord, quoth he !—that a monster should

be such a natural!

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr'ythee.

iS^e." Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head
;

if you prove a mutineer, the nest tree—The poor
monster's my subject, and he shall not sufi'er in-

dignity.

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd

to hearken once again the suit I made thee ?

Ste. Marry will 1 : kneel and rep«at it; I will

stand, and so shall Trinculo.

Enter Ariel, invisible.

Cal As I told thee
Before, I am subject to a tyrant

;

A sorcerer, that by his cunning hath
Cheated me of this island.

Ari. Thou liest.

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou !

I would my valiant master would destroy thee :

I do not lie.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his

tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your
Trin. Why, I said nothing. [teeth.

Ste. Mum then, and no more.— {To Caliban.)
Proceed,

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle
;

From me he got it. If thy greatness will

Revenge it ou him—for, 1 know, thou dar'st;

But this thing dare not.

Ste. That's most certain.

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it, and I'll serve thee.

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Canst
thou bring me to the party ?

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord ; I'll yield him thee asleep.

Where thou may'st knock a nail in liis bead.
Ari. Thou liest, thou canst not. [patch !

—

Cal. What a pied ninny's this ? Thou scurvy
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows.
And take his bottle from him ; when that's gone.
He shall drink nought but brine ; for I'll not shew
\\ here the quick freshes are. [him

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: inter-

rupt the monster one word further, and, by this

hand, I'll turn my mercy out of doors, and make a
stock-fish of thee.

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing : I'll go
further off.

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied ?

Ari. Thou liest.

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. {Strikes him.) As
you like this, give me the lie another time.

Trin. I did not give the lie :—Out o' your wits,

and hearing too ':* A pox o' your bottle ! this can
sack, and drinking do.—A murrain on your monster,
and the devil take your fingers !

Cal. Ha, ha, ha !

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. [Pr'ythee

stand further oft".

Cal. Beat him enough : after a Uttle time,

I'll beat him too.

Ste. Stand further.—Come, proceed.
Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him

r the afternoon to sleep : there thou may'st brain him,
Having first seiz'd his books ; or with a log

Batter his skull, or paunch him with a .stake.

Or cut his wezand with thy knife : remember.
First to possess his books ; for without them
He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not

One spirit to command : they all do hate him.
As rootedly as I : burn but his books

;

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,)
Which, when he has a house, he'll deck withal
And that most deeply to consider, is

The beanty of his daughter; he himself
Calls her a nonpareil : I ne'er saw woman
But only Sycorax my dam, and she

;

But she as far snrpasseth Sycorax,
As greatest does least.

Ste. Is it so brave a lass ?

Cal. Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrant.
And bring thee forth brave brood.

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter
and I will be king and queen ; { save our graces !

)

and Trinculo and thyself shall be viceroys :—Dost
thou like the plot, Trinculo ?

Trin. Excellfot.

Ste. Give me thy hand ; I am sorry I beat thee :

but,while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head.

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep
;

Wilt thou destroy him then "?

Ste. Ay, on mine honour.

Ari. This will I tell my master.

Cal. Thou mak'st me merry : I am full of pleasure

;

Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch

You taught me but while-ere ?

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason,

any reason : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. {Sings.)

Flout 'em, and shout 'em; andskout 'em, and
Thoiiijht is free. [flout 'em ;

Cal. That's not the tune.

{Ariel plays the tune on a tabor andpipe.)
Ste. What is this same '?

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played by the

picture of No-body.

I
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Ste. If thou beest a man, shew thyself in tliy

likeness : if thou heest a devil, take it as thou list.

Trin. O, forgive me my sins !

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy thee :

—

Mercy upon us

!

Cal. Art thou afeard?
Ste. No, monster, not I.

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises,

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometimesvoices.
That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep.

Will make me sleep again ; and then, in dreaming.
The clouds, methought, would open, and shew riches

Ready to drop upon me ; that, when I wak'd,
I cry'd to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me,
where I shall have my music for nothing.

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed.
Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember the

story. [and after, do our work.
Trin. The sound is going away : let's follow it,

Ste. Lead, monster ; we'll follow.—I would^ I

could see this taborer : he lays it on.

Tr?M. Wilt come ? I'll follow, Stephano. {Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Ar,oNso, Sebastl4.n, Antonio, Gonzalo,
Adkian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir

;

My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed.
Through forth-rights and meanders ! By your pa-
I needs must rest me. [tience,

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee,
Whp am myself attach'd with weariness.
To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest.

Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd.
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go.

Ant. I am right glad that he's so out of hope.

{Aside to Sebastian.)

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose
That you resolv'd to effect.

Seb. The next advantage
Will we take thoroughly.

Afit. Let it be to-night

;

For, now they are oppress'd with travel, they
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance.

As when they are fresh.

Seb. I say, to-night : no more.
Solemn and strange music ; awe? Prospero above,

invisible. Enter several stranqe Shapes, bring-
ing in a banquet ; they dance about it ivith gentle
actions of salutation ; and, inviting the King,
§)'c. to eat, they depart.
Alon. What harmony is this ? my good friends,

Gon. Marvellous sweet music I [hark !

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What
were these ?

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe.
That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia
There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phoenix
At this hour reigning there.

Ant. I'll believe both

;

And what does else want credit, come to me,
And I'll be sworn 'tis true : Travellers ne'er iid lie.

Though fools at home condemn them.
Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe me ?

If I should say, I saw such islanders,
(For, certes, these are people of the island,)

Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note.
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of
Our human generation you shall find
Many, nay, almost any.

•P»-o- Honest lord,
1 liou hast said well; for some of you there present,
Are worse than devils. [Aside.)

Alon. ' J cannot too much muse.

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, ex-

pressing

(Although they want the use of tongue) a kind
Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pro. Praise in departing. [Aside.)

Fran. They vanish'd strangely.

Seb. No matter, since

They have left their viands behind ; ior we have
stomachs.

—

Will't please you taste of what is here ?

Alon. Not I.

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When we
were boys.

Who would believe that there were mountaineers,

Devv-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging'

at them
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men,
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now we
Each putter-out on five for one, will bring us [find.

Good warrant of.

Alon. I will stand to, and feed.

Although ray last : no matter, since I feel

The best is past :—Brother, my lord the duke.

Stand to, and do as we.
Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy

,

claps his wings upon the table, and with a quaint

device, the banquet vanishes.
Ari. You are three men of sin, whom destiny

(That hath to instrument this lower world.

And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea

Hath caused-to belch up; and on this island

Where man doth not inhabit; you 'mongst men
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad

;

[Seeing Alon. Seb. §fc. draw their swords.)
And even with such like valour, men hang and drown
Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows
Are ministers of fate ; the elements.
Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at staibs

Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish
One dowle that's in my plume ; my fellow-ministers

Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt.

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths.

And will not be uplifted : but, remember,

iFor that's my business to you,) that you three

•'rom Milan did supplant good Prospero

;

Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have
Incens'd the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures
Against your peace : thee, of thy son, Alonso,
They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me,
Ling'ring perdition (worse than any death
Can be at once,) shall step by step attend [from
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls

Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow.
And a clear Hfe ensuing.

He vanishes in thunder : then, to soft music, enter

the Shapes again, and dance with mops and
mowes, and carry out the table. [hast thou

Pro. [Aside.) Bravely the figure of this harpy
Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring :

Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated.

In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life.

And observation strange, my meaner ministers

Their several kinds have done: my high charms work.
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up
In their distractions : they now are in my power

;

And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit

Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,)

And his and my loved darling.

[Exit Pro. from above.

Gon. r the name of something holy, sir, why stand

In this strange stare ? [you

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous .'

Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it

;

The winds did sing it to me ; and tlie thunder.

That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd

The name of Prosper ; it did bass my trespass.
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Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded ; and

I'll seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded,

And \vith him there lie mudded. {.Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,

I'll fight their legions o'er.

Aiit. I'll be thy second.
[Exeunt Seb. and Ant.

Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great

[jike poison given to work a great time after, [guilt,

Now 'gins to bite the spirits :—J do beseech you,

That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly.

And hinder them from what this ecstasy

May now provoke them to.

A(2r Follow, I pray you.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Before Prosperous Cell.

Enter Prospero, Ferdinand, and Miranda.
Pro. If I have too austerely puaish'd you.

Your compensation makes amends ; for I

Have given you here a thread of mine own life.

Or that, for which I live ; whom once again

I tender to tliy hand : all thy vexations

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore heaven,
T ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand,
Do not smile at me, that I boast her otf.

For thou shalt find slie will outstrip all praise.

And make it halt behind her.

Fer. 1 do believe it.

Against an oracle.

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition

Worthily purchased, take my daughter : but

If thou dost break her virgin knot before

All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minister'd,

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall

To make this contract grow ; but barren hate.

Sour ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew

The union of your bed with weeds so loathly,

That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed.

As Hymen's lamps shall light you.

Fer. As I hope
For quiet days, fair issue, and long life.

With sucii love as 'tis now; the murkiest den.

The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestion

Our worser Genius can, shall never melt

Aline honour into lust ; to take away
The edge of that day's celebration.

When 1 shall think, or Phoebus' steeds are foander'd,

Or night kept chain'd below.

Pro. Fairly spoke

:

Sit, then, and talk with her, she is thine own.

—

VVhat, Ariel ; my industrious servant, Ariel

!

Enter Ariel.

Ari. What would my potent master? here I am.

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service

Did worthily perform ; and I must use you

In such another trick : go, bring the rabble.

O'er whom I gave thee power, here, to this place :

Incite them to quick motion ; for I must
Bestow upon the eyes of tliis young couple

Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promise.

And they expect it from me.

Ari. Presently?

Pro. Ay, with a twink.

Ari. Before you can say, Come, and go,

And breathe twice ; and cry, so, so;
Each one, tripping on his toe.

Will be here with mop and mowe :

I3o you love me, master? no.

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach.

Till thou dost hear me call.

Ari. Well, I conceive. [Exit.

Pro. Look, thou be true : do not give dalliance

Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw
To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious,
Or else, good night, your vow !

F^i"-
.

I warrant you, sir
,

The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of my liver.

Pro. Well.—
Now come, my Ariel ; bring a corollary,
Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly.-

-

No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent. [Soft music.)

A Masque. Enter Iris

Irts. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy ricn \eas
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep.
And tlat meads, tbatch'd with stover, them to Keep;
Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims.
Which spongy April at thy best betrims, [groves,
I'o make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and the broom
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves.

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard
;

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard.
Where thou thyself dost air : the queen o' the sky,
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I,

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace.
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place.

To come and sport : her peacocks fiy amain
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain

Enter Ceres
Cer. Hail ! many-colour'd messenger, that ne'ei

Dost disobey the wife of Jujjiter;

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon ray flowers

DiB'usest honey-drops, refreshing showers

;

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down.
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; why hath thy queen
Summon'd me hither, to this short-grass'd green?

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ;
'

And some donation freely to estate

On the bless'd lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow.
If Venus, or her son, as thuu dost know.
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot

The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got.

Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company 1

1 have forsworn. f

Iris, Of her society i

Be not afraid ; I met her deity
*

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son

Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to have done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid.
Whose vows are that no bed-ride shall be paid
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain

;

Mars's hot minion is retum'd again
;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows,

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrowa

And be a boy right out.

Cer. Highest queen of state.

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait.

Enter JuNO.

J/m. How does my bounteous sister? Go with me.
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be,

And honour'd in their issue.

SONG.
Jun. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing,

Lung continuance, and increasing,

Hourly joijs be still t/pon you '

Juno sings her blessings on you.

Cer. Earth's increase, andfoizon plenty;
Bands and garners never empty ;

Vines, with clust'ring bunches groivtng

,

Plants, with goodly burden bowing ;

Spring come to you, at the farthest.

In the very end of harvest

!

Scarcity, and want, shall shun you ;

Ceres' ilessing so is on you.

Fer. Tiiis is a most majestic vision, and

Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold

To think these spirits?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art

j

I have from their confines call'd to enact

My present fancies.

SS

lb
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Fer. Let me live here ever
;

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife,

Make this place Paradise. {Juno and Ceres whisper,
and send Iris on employment^

Pro. Sweet now, silence
;

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously
;

There's something else to do; hush, and be mute,

Or else our spell is marr'd. _ [brooks,

Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the wand'ring

With your sedg'd crowns, and ever harmless looks.

Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land

Answer your summons : Juno does command :

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contract of true love ; be not too late.

Fmter certain Nymphs.
Yoa sun-burn'd sicklemen, of August weary.
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry

;

Make holyday : your rye-straw hats put on.

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one
In country footing.

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited: they
join with the Nymphs in a graceful dance

;

toivards the end whereof Prospero starts sud-
denly, and speaks ; after which, to a strange,
hollow, and confused noise, they heavily vanish.
Pro. (Aside.) I had forgot that ibul conspiracy

Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates.

Against my life; the minute of their plot

Is almost come.—

(

To the Spirits.) Well done ;

—

avoid ;—no more. [passion
Fer. This is most strange : your father's in some

That works him strongly.

Mira. Never till this day.
Saw I him touch'd with anger so distemper'd.

Pro. You do look, my son, in a niov'd sort,

As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir

:

Our revels now are ended : these our actors.

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into air, into thin air :

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, '

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself.

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve
;

And, like this unsubstantial pageant faded.
Leave not a rack behind : we are such stuff

As dreams are made of, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex'd
;

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled.
Be not disturb'd with my infirmity :

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell.

And there repose ; a turn or two I'll walk.
To still my beating mind.

Fer. Mira. We wish you peace.
[Exetint.

Pro. Come with a thought :— I thank you :

—

Ariel, come.

Enter Ariel.
Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to : What's thy plea-
Pro. Spirit, [sure ?

We must prepare to meet with Caliban.
Ari. Ay, my commander; when 1 presented Ceres,

I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear'd.

Lest I might anger thee. [varlets ?

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these
Ari. T told you, sir, they were red-hot with drink-

So full of valour, that they smote the air [iug
;

For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground
For kissing of their feet : yet always bending
Toward their project : then I beat my tabor,
At which, like unback'd colts, they pftck'd their ears,
Advanc"d their eye-lids, lifted up their noses.
As they smelt music ; so I charm'd their ears.
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd, through
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and

thorns,

Which enter'd thf-ir frail shins : at last J left them
r the filthy mantled pool beyond j'our cell.
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lakeO erstunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done, my bird
;

Thy shape invisible retain thou still

:

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither.

For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit.

Pro. A. devil, a born devil, on whose nature

Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains.

Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost;

And as, with age, his body uglier grows.
So his mind cankers : I will plague them all,

Re-enterARVEL,loaden ivith glistering apparel,§fc.
Even to roaring :—Come, hang tliem on this line.

[Prospero and Ariel remain invisible.)

Enter Caliban, Steph.\no, «wo?Trinci;lo, all ivet.

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole
may not

Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a
harmless fairy, has done little better than played the

Jack with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at

which my nose is in g^eat indignation.

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If I

should take a displeasure against you ; look you,

—

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster.

Cal. Good, my lord, give me thy favour still

:

Be patient, for the prize I'll bring thee to [softly.

Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore, speak
All's hush'd as midnight yet.

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool,

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in

that, monster, but an infinite loss.

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : yet

this is your harmless fairy, monster.
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er

ears for my labour.

Cal. Pr'ythee, my king, be quiet : seest thou here,
This is the mouth o'the cell : no noise, and enter:

Do that good mischief, which may make this island
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,
For aye thy foot-licker.

Ste. Gi\ e me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody
thoughts.

Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy
Stephano ! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee !

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool : it is but trash.

Trin. O, ho, monster; we know what belongs to

a frippery :—O king Stephano !

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand,
I'll have that gown.

Trin. I'hy grace shall have it. [mean,
Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you

To doat thus on such luggage ? Let's along,

And do the murder first : if he awake.
From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches

;

Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster.—Mistress line, is not
this my .jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line ;

now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove
a bald jerkin.

Trin. Do, do : we steal by line and level, and't

like your grace.

Ste. I thank thee for that jest ; here's a garment
for't, wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am king

of this country : Steal by line and level, is an excel-

lent pass of pate ; there's another garment for't.

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon yonr
fingers, and away with the rest.

Cal. I will ha^e none on't : we shall lose our time.

And all be tnrn'd to barnacles, or to apes
With foreheads villanons low.

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear
this away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll

turn you out of my kingdom : go to, carry this.

Trin. And this.

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise ofhunters heard. Enter divers Spirits in

shape of hounds, and hunt them about; Pros-
pero and Ariel setting them on.
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Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey !

Ari. Silver ! there it goes, Silver !

Pro. Fury, Fury '. tliere, Tyrant, there ! hark,

liark ! [Cal. Ste. and Trin. are driven out.

Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints

With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews

W'\ih aged cramps ; and more pinch-spotted make
Than pard, or cat o' mount£un. [them,

Ari. Hark, they roar.

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly. At this hour
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies:
Shortly .shall all my labours end, and thou
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little.

Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene L—Before the Cell of Prospero.

Enter Prospero in his magic robes ; and Ariel.

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head :

My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day ?

Ari. On the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord,

You said our work should cease.

Pro. I did say so.

When first I rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit.

How fares the king and his ?

Ari. Confin'd together

In the same fa.shion as you gave in charge
;

Just as you left them, sir ; all prisoners

In the lime grove, which weather-fends your cell;

They cannot budge, till you release. The king.

His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted
;

And the remainder mourning over them,
Brim-full of sorrow, and dismay ; but chiefly

Him you term'd, sir. The good old lord Qonzalo ;

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works
That if you now beheld them, your afi'ections [them.

Would become tender.

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ?

Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human.
Pro. And mine shall.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling,

Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself.

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply,

Pas.sion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ?

Though with their high wrongs, I am struck to the
Yet, with my nobler reason'gainst my fury [quick.
Do I take part : the rarer action is

In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent.

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend
Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel

;

My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore.

And they shall be themselves.

Ari. I'll fetch them , sir. [Exit.
Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and

And ye, that on the sands with printless loot [groves,
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him,
Wh.^n he comes back ; you demi-puppets, that
By moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make,
VVliereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime
Is to make midniglit mushrooms ; tiiat rejoice
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid
(Weak masters though ye be,) I have be-dimm'd
The noon tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds.
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault
'Set roaring war ; to the dread rattling thunder
Have I given fire, and riited Jove's stout oak
With his own bolt : the stiong-bas'd promontory
Have I made shake ; and by tiie spurs pluck'd up
Tlie pine and cedar: graves, at my comniand.
Have waked their sleepers; oped, and let them forth
By my so potent art. But this rough magic
1 here abjure: and, wlun 1 have requird
Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,)
To work mine end upon their senses, that
Tins airy charm is for, I'll break my stall".

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth.

And deeper than did ever plummet sound,
I'll drov^n my book. [Solemn music.)

Re-enter Ariel : after him Alonso, ivith afrantic
gesture, attended by GoNZ.4x.o ; SebastL'^n and
Antonio in like manner, attended by Adrian
and Francisco : they all enter the circle which
Prospero had made, and there stand charmed

;

which Prospero observing, speaks.

A solemn air, and the best comforter
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains.

Now useless, boil'd within thy skull ! There .stand.

For you are spell-stopp'd.

—

Holy Gonzalo, honourable min.
Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine.

Fall fellowly drops.—The charm dissolves apace
;

And as the morning steals upon the night.

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle
Their clearer reason.—O my good Gonzalo,
My true preserver, and a loyal sir

To him thou follow'st; I will pay thy graces
Home, both in word and deed.—Most cruelly
Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter :

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ;

—

Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebastian.^Flesh and
You brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, [blood,
Expell'd remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian,
(VVhose inward pinches therefore are most strong,)

Would here have kill'd your king; I do forgive thee.

Unnatural though thou art!—Their understanding
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide

Will shortly fill the reasonable shores.

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them.
That yet looks on me, or would know me :—Ariel,
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; [Exit Ari.
I will dis-case me, and myself present.
As I was sometime Milan :—quickly, spirit;

Thou shalt ere long be free. • ' [pero

Ariel re-enters singing, and helps to attire Pros-
Ari. Where the bee sucks, there suck I

;

In a cowslip's bell I lie :

There I couch ivheti owls do cry.

On the bat's back I do fly.
After Slimmer, merrily

:

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now.
Under the blosson that hangs on the hough.

Pro. W^hy,that's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss thee
;

But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so.

—

To the king's ship, invisible as thou art

:

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain.
Being awake, enforce them to this place

;

And presently, I pr'ythee.

Ari. 1 drink the air before me, and return
Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [Exit.
Gun. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement

Inhabits here. Some heavenly power guide us
Out of this fearful country !

Pro. Behold, sir king.
The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero :

For more assurance that a living prince

Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body;
And to thee, and thy company, I bid

A hearty welcome.
Alon. Whe'r thou beast he, or no.

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me.
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and since I saw thee.

The affliction of my mind amends, with which,
I fear, a inadi^ss held me : this must crave
(An if this be at all,) a most strange story.

'i'liy dukedom I resign; and do entreat [pero
1'hou pardon me my wrongs ;—But how should Pros-
Be li^ing, and be here"?

Pro. First, noble friend.

Let me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot
Be measur'd or confin'd.

Gun. Whether this be.

Or be not, I'll not swear



Scene 1 TEMPEST. 15

Pro. You do yet taste

Some sabtilties o' the isle, that will not let you

Believe things certain.—Welcome, my friends all :—

But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded,
[Aside to Seb. and Ant.)

I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you,

And justify you traitors ; at this time

I'll tell no tales.

Seb. The de\il speaks in him. [Aside.)

Pro. No:—
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother

Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankest fault; all of them; and require

My dukedom of thee, which,perfbrce, I know.
Thou must restore.

Alon. If thou beest Prospero,
Give us particulars of thy preservation :

How thou hast met ns here, who three hours since.

Were wreck'd upon this shore ; where I have lost.

How sharp the point of this remembrance is !

My dear sou Ferdinand.

Pro. I am woe for't, sir.

Alon. Irreparable is the loss ; and Patience
Says it is past her cure.

Pro. I rather think,

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid.

And rest myself content.

Alon. You the like loss ?

Pro. As great to me, as late ; and, portable
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker
Than you may call to comfort you; for 1

Have lost my daughter.

Alon. A daughter ?

heavens ! that they were living both in Naples.
The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed [ter?
W'here my son lies. When did you lose your daugh-
Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords

At this encounter do so much admire,
That they devour their reason ; and scarce think
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words
Are natural breath ; but, howso'er you have
Been justled from your senses, know for certain.

That I am Prospero, and that very duke
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely
Upon this shore,where you Wi re wreck'd,was landed.
To be the lord on't. No more yet of this

;

For 'tis a chronicle of day by day,
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir

;

This cell's my court : here have I few attendants.
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in.

My dukedom since you have given me again,
1 will requite you with as good a thing

;

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye.
As much as me my dukedom.

The entrance ofthe Cell opens, and discovers Fer-
dinand and JMiRAND.A. playing at chess.

Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false.

Fer. No, my dearest love,
I would not for the world.
Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should

And I would call it fair play. [wrangle,
Alon. If this prove

A vision of the island, one dear son
Shall I twice lose.

Seb. A most high miracle !

Per. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful

:

J have curs'd them without cause. [Fer. kneels to Al.)
Alon. Now all the blessings

Ot a glad father compass thee about!
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here.

Alira. O ! wonder

!

How many goodly creatures are there here !

How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world,
I hat has such people in't

!

•
I'^-

Tis new to thee, [at play?
Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou wast

Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours ;

Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us.

And brought us thus together "?

Fer. Sir, she's mortal;
But, by immortal Providence, she's mine

;

I chose her, when I could not ask my father

For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan,
Of whom so oi'ten I have heard renown.
But never saw before ; of whom I have
Receiv'd a second life, and second father

This lady makes him to me.
Alon. I am her's ;

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I

Must ask my child forgiveness !

Pro. There, sir, stop;
Let us not burden our remembrances
With a heaviness that's gone.

Go7i. I have inly wept,
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods.
And on this couple drop a blessed crown

;

For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way
Which brought us hither !

Alon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo !

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue

Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice

Beyond a common joy ; and set it down
With gold on lasting pillars : in one voyage
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis

;

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife.

Where he himself was lost ; Prospero his dukedom.
In a poor isle : and all of us, ourselves.

When no man was iiis own.
Alon. Give me your hands : [To Fer. and Mir.]

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart.
That doth not wish you joy !

Gon. Be't so! Amen!
Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain

amazedly folloivinij.

look, sir, look, sir; here are more of us !

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land.

This fellow could not drown.—Now, blasphemy.
That swear'st grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore ?

Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news?
Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found

Our king and company ; the next, our ship,

—

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split.

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when
We first put out to sea.

Ari. Sir, all this service )

Have I done since I went. \[Aside.]

Pro. My tricksy spirit !J

^/oM.These are not natural events: they strengthen.

From strange to stranger :—Say, how came you hi-

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, [ther ?

I'd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep.

And (how we know not,) all clapp'd under hatches,

Where,but even now,with strange and several uoi.ses,

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, ginoling chains.

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible.

We were awak'd ; straightway, at liberty :

Where we, in ail her trim, freshly beheld

Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master
Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you.

Even in a dream, were we divided from them.

And were brought moping hither.

Ari. Wast well done ? |

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thoushalt AAside.^
be free. '

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod .

And there is in this business more than nature

VV'as ever conduct of: some oracle

Must rectify our knowledge.
Pro. Sir, my liege.

Do not infest your mind with beating on

The strangeness of this business; at pick'd leisure,

Wliicii shall be shortly, single I'll resolve you

(W^iich to you shall seem probable,) of every

These haupen'd accidents : till when, be cheerful.
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And think of eacli filing well.—Coine hither, spirit

:

Set Caliban and iiis companions i'ree : (Aside.)

Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares my gracions

There are yet missing of your company [sir ?

Some few odd lads, that you remember not.

Re-enter ARIEL driving in C.\LIBAN, Stephano,
and Trinculo, iti their stolen apparel.

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no

man take care for himself; for all is but fortune :

—

Coragio, bully-monster, Coragio

!

Trin. If tliese be true spies which I wear in my
head, here's a goodly sight.

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed

!

How fine my master is ! I am afraid

He will chastise me.
Seb. Ha, ha!

What things are these, my lord Antonio?
Will money buy them ?

Ant. Verj- like ; one of them
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords,

Then say, ifthey be true:—This mis-shapen knave,

His mother was a witch ; and one so strong

That could control tlie moon, make flows and ebbs.

And deal in her command, without her power:
These three have robb'd me : and this demi-devil

(For he's a bastard one,) had plotted with them
'To take my life : two of these fellows you

Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I

Acknowledge mine.

Cal. I shall be pinch'd to death.

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler?

Seb. He is drunk now : where had he wine '? [they

Alon. And Triuculo is reeling ripe. Where should

Find this grand liquor, that hath gilded them ?—
Fow cam'st thou in this pickle ?

Trin. I have been in snch a pickle, since I saw you
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I

shall not fear fly-blowing.

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano '? [cramp.

Ste. O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano, but a

Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah ?

iSVe. I should have been a sore one then.

Alon. This is as strange a thing as e'er I look'd on.

[Pointing to Caliban.)

Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners.

As in his shape :—Go, sirrah, to my cell;

Take with you your companions ; as you look

To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.

Cal. Ay, that I will ; and I'll be wise hereafter,

And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass

Was I, to take this drunkard for a god,
And worship this dull fool '

Pro. Go to ; away ! [found it.

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you
Seb. Or stole it rather. [Exeioif Cal.Sfe.and Trin.
Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train.

To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest

For this one night; which (part of it,) I'll waste
With such discourse, as, 1 not doubt, shall make it

Go quick away : the story of my life.

And the particular accidents, gone by.

Since I came to this isle : and in the morn,
I'll bring yon to your ship, and so to Naples,
Where I have hope to see the nuptial

Of these our dear-beloved solemnized

;

And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Every third thought shall be my grave.

Alon. I long

To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.

Pro. ril deliver all

;

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales,

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch

Your royal fleet far ott'.—My Ariel ;—chick,

—

That is thy charge ; then to the elements
Be free, and fare thou well ;—{aside.) Please yon

draw near. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.—Spoiew by Prospero.

Now my charms are all o'erthrown,

And what strength I have's mine own
;

Which is most iaint : now, 'tis true,

I must be here coufin'd by you.

Or sent to Naples. Let me not.

Since I ha\e my dukedom got.

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell
In this bare island, by your spell

;

But release me from my bands.

With the help of your good hands.
Gentle breath of yours my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails.

Which was to please : now I want
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant;
And my ending is despair,

Unless I be reliev'd by prayer

;

Which pierces so, that it assaults

Mercy itself, and frees all faults.

As you from crimes would pardon'd be,

Let your indulgence set me free.
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

An open Place in Verona.

Enfei Valentine and Proteus.
Val. Cease to persnade, my loving Proteus

;

Horae-keepin? youth have ever homely mts :

Wer't not, affection chains thy tender days
To the sweet glances of thy honour'd love,

I rather would entreat thy company.
To see the wonders of the world abroad,
Than living dully sluggardiz'd at home,
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein.

Even as I would, when I to love begin.

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu I

Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest

Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel

:

Wish me partaker in thy happiness,

\Vhen thou dost meet good hap ; and, in thy danger,
If ever danger do environ thee.

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers,

For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine.

Val. And on a love-book pray for my success.

Pro. Upon some book I \o\e, I'll pray for thee.

Val. That's on some shallow story of deep love.

How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont
Pro. That's a deep story of a deeper love

;

For he was more than over shoes in love.

Val. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love.

And yet yotf never swam the Hellespont.

Pro. Over the hoots ? nay, give me not the boots.

Val. No, I'll not, for it boots thee not.

Pro. \\Tiat?

Val. To be
In love, where scorn is bought with groans; coy

looks.

With heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment's mirth,

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights :

If haply won,. perhaps, a hapless gain;

If lost, why then a grievous labour won

;

However, but. a folly bought with wit.

Or else a wit by folly vanquished.
Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool.

Val. So, by your circumstance, I fear, yon'll

prove.
Pro. 'Tis love yon cavil at ; I am not love.

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you :

And he, that is so yoked by a fool,

Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise.
Pro. Yet writers say, .A.s in the sweetest bud

The eating canker dwells, so eating love
Inhabits in the finest wits of all.

Val. And writers say, As the most forward bud
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow,
Even so by love the young^ and tender wit

Is tam'd to folly ; blasting in the bud,

Losing his verdure even in the prime,

And all the fair effects of future hopes.

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee.

That art a votary to fond desire ?

Once more adieu : my father at the road
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

Val. Sweet Proteus, no ; now let ns take our leave.

At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters,

Of thy success in love, and what news else

Betideth here, in absence of thy friend

;

And I likewise will visit thee with mine.

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ;

Val. As much to you at home ! and so, farewell.

{^Exit Valentine.

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love.

He leaves his friends, to dignify them more
;

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me

;

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time.

War with good counsel, set the world at nought •

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thougtit.

Enter Speed.

Speed. SirProteus, save yon: saw you my master ?

Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for

Milan.

Speed. Twenty to one then, he is shipp'd already;

And I have play'd the sheep, in losing him.

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often .stray.

An if the shepherd be awhile away.

Speed. You conclude that ray master is a shepherd

then, and I a sheep?
Pro. I do. [I wake or sleep.

Speed. Why then my horns are his horns, whether

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep.

Speed. This proves me still a sheep.

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd.

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance.

Pro. It shall go hard, but I'll prove it by another.

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the

sheep the shepherd ; but I .seek my master, and my
master seeks not me : therefore, I am no sheep.

Pro. The .sheep for fodder follow the shepherd,

the shepherd for food follows not the sheep; thou for

wages followest thy master, tliy master for wages

follows not thee : therefore, thou art a sheep.

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry baa.

Pro. But dost thon hear ? gav'st thou my letter to

Julia?

Speed. Ay, sir; I, a lost mutton, gave your letter

to her, a laced mutton; and she, a laced mutton,

gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labour.

Pro. Here's too small a pasture for such a store
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of muttons. [ best stick her.

Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you were

Pro. Nay, in that yon are astray ; 'twere best

pound yo". [ ^^r carrying your letter.

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me
Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound, a pinfold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and

over, [ lover.

'Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your

Pro. But what said she ? did she nod ?

Speed. I. [Speed nods.

Pro. Nod, I ; why, that's noddy.

Speed. Vou mistook, sir ; I say, she did nod : and

you ask me, if she did nod ; and I say, I.

Pro. And that set together, is—noddy.

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it

together, take it for your pains. [letter.

Pro. No, no, you shall have it for bearing the

Speed. Well, I perceive, I must be fain to bear

with you.

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ?

Speed. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; hav-

ing nothing but the word, noddy, for my pains.

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse.

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief : what
said she ?

Speed. Open your purse, that the money, and the

matter, may be both at once delivered. f she?
Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains : what said

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win her.

Pro. Why? Could'st thou perceive so much from

her?
Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from

her; no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your

letter : and being so hard to me that brought your

mind, I fear, she'll prove as hard to you in telling

her mind. Give her no token but stones ; for she's as

hard as steel.

Pro. What, said she nothing ?

Speed. No, not so ranch as

—

take this for thy
pains. To testify your bounty, I thank you, you ha*e
testern'd me ; in requital whereof, henceforth carry

your letters yourself: and so, sir, I'll commend you
to my master. [wreck

;

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your smp from
Wliicli cannot perish, having thee aboard.
Being destined to a drier death on shore :

—

I must go send some better messenger;
I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines.

Receiving them from such a worthless post.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Garden of Julia's House.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone,

Woul'dst thou then counsel me to fall in love ?

Luc. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unheedfully.
Jul. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen.

That every day with parle encounter me,
In thy opinion, which is worthiest love ?

i;<t'. Please you, repeat their names, I'll shew
According to my shallow simple skill. [my mind

Jul. What tliink'st thou of the fair sir Eglaraour ?

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine
;

But, were I you, he never should be mine.
Jul. What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio?
Luc. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so.

Jul. What tliink'st thou of the gentle Proteus ?

Luc. Lord, lord.' to see what folly reigns in us!
Jul. How now ! what means this passion at his

name ?

Ltic. Pardon, dear madam ; 'tis a passing shame,
That I, unworthy body as I am,
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest ?
Luc. Then thus, of many good I think him
Jul. Your reason? [best-
Luc. I have no other but a woman's reason

;

I think him so, because I think him so.

Jill.An6 would'st thou have me cast my love on him?
Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away.
Jul. Why, he of all the rest hath never mov'd me.
Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I tliink, best loves ye.

Jul. His little speaking shews his love but small.

Luc. Fire, that is closest kept, burns most of all.

Jul. They do not love, that do not show their love.

Luc. O, they love least, that let men know their

Jul. I would, I knew his mind. [ love.

Luc. Peruse this paper, madam.
Jul. To Julia,—Say, from whom ;*

Luc. That the contents will shew.
Jul. Say, say ; who gave it thee ?

Luc. Sir Valentine's piige ; and sent, I think, from
Proteus :

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way.
Did in your name receive it

;
pardon the fault, I pray.

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker !

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines?

To whisper and conspire against my youth ?

Now, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth,
And you an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper, see it be return'd
;

Or else return no more into my sight. [ hate.

Luc. To plead for love, deserves more fee than
Jul. Will you be gone ?

Luc. "That you may ruminate. [Exit.

Jul. And yet, 1 would, I had o'erlook'd the letter.

It were a shame to call her back again.

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her.

What fool is she, that knows I am a maid.
And would not force the letter to my view !

Since maids, in modesty, say No, to that

Which they would have the proft'erer construe, Atf.
Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love.

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse.
And presently, all humble, kiss the rod !

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence.
When willingly I would have had her here !

How angrily I taught my brow to frown.
When inward joy enforc'd my heart to smile !

My penance is, to call Lucetta back,
And ask remission for my folly past :

—

What ho ! Lucetta

!

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. What would your ladyship ?

Jul. Is it near dinner-time ?

Luc. I would it were ;

That you might kill your stomach on your meat,
And not upon your maid.

Jul. What is't you took up
So gingerly ?

Luc. Nothing. ,
Jul. Why didst thou stoop, then ?

Luc. To take a paper up, that I let fall.

Jul. And is that paper nothing ?

Luc. Nothing concerning me.
Jul. Then let it he for those that it concerns.

Luc. Maddm, it will not lie where it concerns.

Unless it have a false interpreter.

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme.
Lud.''t)iat I might sing it, madam, to a tune :

Give me a.note: your ladyship can set.

Jul. As little by such tovs as may be possible

;

Best sing it to the tune of liiyht o' love.

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune.

Jul. Heavy ? belike, it hath some burden then.

Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you
Jul. And why not you ? [sing it.

Luc. I cannot reach so high.

Jul. Let's see your song :—How now, minion?
Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out

:

And yet, raethinks, I do not like this tune.

Jul. You do not?
Luc. No, madam, it is too sharp.

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy.

Ijuc. Nay, now you are too flat,

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant :

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.
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Jul. The mean is drowiid with your nuruly base.

Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus.

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me.

Here is a coil wth protestation !

—

[Tears the letter.)

Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie :

You would be lingering them, to anger me.

Luc. She makes it strange; but she would be

best pleas'd

To be so anger'd with another letter. \.E.xit.

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger'd with the same!

hateful bands, to tear such loving words.'

Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey.

And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings !

I'll kiss each several paper for amends.

And, here is writ

—

kind Julia ;—unkind Julia!

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

1 throw thy name against the bruising stones,

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.

Look, here is writ

—

love-wounded Proteus •—
Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed.

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal'd
;

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written down?
Be calm, good wnd, blow not a word away.
Till I have found each letter in the letter,

Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind bear
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock.

And throw it whence into the raging sea

!

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,

—

Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,
To the sweet Julia; that I'll tear away;
And yet I will not, sith so prettily

He couples it to his complaining names
;

Thus will 1 fold them one upon another;

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. Madam, dinner's ready, and your father

Jul. Well, let us go. [stays.

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales

here ?

^ul. If you respect them, best to take them up.

Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laving them down :

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold.

Jul. I see you have a month's mind to them.

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you
I see things too, although you j'ldge I wink. [see

;

Jul. Come, come will'tplease you go? [Exeunt.

So. III.

—

The same A Room in Antonio's house.

Enter Antonio and Panthino.

A?it. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that)

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ?

P«M. ' Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son.

Ant. Why, what of him ?

Pa7i. He wonder'd, that your lordship

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home
;

While other men, of slender reputation.

Put forth their sons, to seek preferment out

:

Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there
;

Some, to discover islands far away

;

Some, to the studious universities.

For any, or for all these exercises.
He said, that Proteus, your son, was meet

;

And did request me, to importune you.
To let him spend his time no more at home,
UTiich would be great impeachment to his age.
In having known no travel in his youth.
Ant. Nor need'st thou much importune me to that,

Whereon this month I have been liammering.
I have consider'd well his loss of time

;

And how he cannot be a perfect man.
Not being try'd and tutor'd in the world

:

Experience is by industry atchiev'd,
A.nd perfected by the swift course of time :

Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ?
Pan. I think, your lordship is not ignorant.

How his companion, youthful Valentine,
Attends the emperor in his royal court.

Ant. I know it well. [ thither :

Pan. "Twere good, I think, your lordship sent him
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments.
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen ;

And be in eye of every exercise.

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

Ant. I like thy counsel; well hast thou advis'd

And, that thou may'st perceive how well I like it.

The execution of it shall make known
;

Even with the speediest execution
I will despatch him to the emperor s court.

Pan. To morrow, may it please you, Don Al-

With other gentlemen of good esteem, Iphonso,

Are journeying to salute the emperor.
And to commend their service to his will.

Ant. Good company ; with them shall Protens go :

And, in good time,—now will we break with him.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines, sweet life !

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart

;

Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn :

O, that our fathers would applaud our loves.

To seal our happiness with their consents?

heavenly Julia ! [there ?

Ant. How now? what letter are you reading

Pro. May't please your lordship, 'tis a word or

Of commendation sent from Valentine, [two

Deliver'd by a friend that came from him.

Ant. Lend me the letter; let me see what news.

Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that he writes

How happily he lives, how well-belov'd.

And daily graced by the emperor
;

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune.

Ant. And how stana you affected to his wish?
Pro. As one relying on your lordship's will.

And not depending on his friendly wish.
A?it. My will is something sorted with his wish :

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed
;

For what I will, I will, and there an end.

1 am resolv'd, that thou shalt spend some time
With Valentiuus in the emperor's court

;

What maintenance he from his friends receives.

Like exhibition thou shalt have from me.
To-morrow be in readiness to go :

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory.

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon pro\ ided
;

Please you, dehberate a day or two. [thee :

Ant. Look, what thou want'st, shalUbe sent after

No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go.

—

Come on, Panthino ;
you shall be employ'd

To hasten on his expedition. [Exeunt Ant. and Pan.
Pro. Thus have I shunn'd the fire, for fear of

burning

;

And drench'd me in the sea, where I am drown'd :

I feaHd to shew my father Julia's letter,

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ;

And with the vantage of mine own excuse

Hath he excepted most against my love.

O, how this spring of love sesembleth

The uncertain glory of an April day
;

W^hich now shews all the beauty of the sun.

And by and by a cloud takes all away !

Re-enter Panthino.

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you

:

He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go.

Pro. Why, this at is ! my heart accords thereto

;

And yet a thousand times it answers no. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Milan. An Apartment in the Duke's
Palace.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

Speed. Sir, your glove.

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on. [but one.

Speed. \Vhy then this may be yours, for this is

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it's mine :

—

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine !

Ah Silvia! Silvia!
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Upeed. Madam Silvia! madam Silvia.'

Val. How now, sinah ?

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir.

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her?

Speed. Your worship, sir ; or else I mistook.

Val. Well, you'll still be too forward. [slow.

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too

Val. Go to, sir ; tell me, do you know madam
Speed. She that your worship loves? [Silvia?

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ?

Speed. Marry, by these special marks :—First,

you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreath your

arms like a male-content; to relish a love-song, like

a Robin-red-breast ; to walk alone, like one that

hath (he pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-boy that

had lost his A, B, C ; to weep, like a young wench
that had buried her grandam ; to fast, like one that

takes diet : to watcn, like one that fears robbing

;

to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallowmas. You
were wont, when you laughed, to crow like a cock

;

when you walked, to walk like one of the lions

;

when you fasted, it was presently after dinner
;

when you looked sadly, it was for want of money :

and now you are metamorphosed with a mistress,

that, when I look on you, I can hardly think you
ray master.

Val. Are all these things perceived in me ?

Speed. They are all perceived without you.

Val. Without me ? they cannot.

Speed. Without you; nay, that's certain, for,

without you were so simple, none else would ; but

you are so without these follies, that these follies are

within you, and shine through you like the water in

an urinal ; that not an eye, that sees you, but is a

physician to comment on your malady.
Val. But tell me, dost thou know my lady Sylvia ?

Speed. She, that you gaze on so, as she sits at

supper ?

Val. Hast thou observed that? even .she I mean.
Speed. Why, sir, I know her not.

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her,

and yet knowest her not ?

Speed. Is she not hard-favonred, sirV

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured.

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough.

Val. What dost thou know? [favoured.

Speed. That she is not .so fair, as (of you) well

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her

favour infinite.

Speed. That's because the one is painted, and
the other out of all count.

Val. How painted? and how out of count?
Speed. Marry, sir, so painted to make her fair,

that no man counts of her beauty. [beauty.

Val. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her
Speed.Yoa never saw her since she was deformed.
Val. How long hath she been deformed ?

Speed. Ever since you loved her.

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and
still I see her beautiful. •

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her.

Val. Why?
Speed. Because love is blind. O. that you had

mine eyes ; or your own had the liglits they were
wont to have when you chid at sir Proteus forgoing

ungartered

!

Val. What should I see then?
Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing

deformity ; for he, being in love, could not see to

garter his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see
to put on your hose.

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love ; for last

morning you could not see to wipe niy shoes.
Speed. True, sir, I was in love with rny bed : I

thank you, you swinged me for my love, which
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclusion, I stand afl'ected to her.
Speed. I wonld you were set ; .so your afl'ection

would cease. [lines to one .she loves.
Val. Last night she enjoined rae to write some

Speed. And have yoa ?

Val. I have.
Speed. Are they not lamely writ •

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them ;

—

Peace, here she comes.

Enter Silvia.

Speed. O excellent motion ! O exceeding pnppet

!

now will he interpret to her. {Aside.) [morrows.
Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-
Speed. O, 'give you good even! here's a million

of manners. {Aside.)

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thou-

sand, [it him. {Aside.)

Speed. He should give her interest, and she gives

Val. As you enjoin'd me, Ihave writ your letter.

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours
;

Which 1 was much unwilling to proceed in.

But for my duty to your ladyship. [done.

Sil. I thank you, gentle servant : 'tis very clerkly

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off i

For, being ignorant to whom it goes,

I writ at random, very doubtfully. [pains ?

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much
Val. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write.

Please you command, a thousand times as much :

And yet,

—

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel

;

And yet I will not name it :—and yet I care not;

—

And yet take this again :—and yet I thank you ;

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.

Speed. And yet you will ; and yet another yet.

{Aside.)
_

[like it?

Val. What means your ladyship? do yon not

Sil. Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ

:

But since unwillingly, take them again

;

Nay, take them.
Val. Madam, they are for you.

Sil. Ay, ay; you writ them, sir, at my request;
But I will none of them ; they are for you :

I would have had them writ more movingly.
Val. Please you, I'll write your ladyship another.

Sil. And when it's writ, for my sake read it over

:

And if it please you, so ; if not, why, so.

Val. If it please me, madam ! what then ?

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour.

And so good-morrow, servant. [Exit Silvia.

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible.

As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on a
steeple

!

[suitor.

My master sues to her; and she hath taught her
He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better?
That my master, being scribe, to himself should

write the letter?

Val. How now, sir ? what, are you reasoning with
yourself?

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming ; 'tis you that have
the reason.

Val. To do what?
Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia.

Val. To V. hom ? [ figure.

Speed. To yourself: why, she wooes you by a
Val. What figure ?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me?
Speed. What needs she, when she hath made you

write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive the jest?

Val. No, believe me
Speed. No believing you indeed, sir; but did you

perceive her earnest ?

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.
Speed. Why, she hath given yon a letter.

Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend.

Speed. And that letter hath she deliver'd, and
there an end.

Val. I would, it were no worse.
Speed. I'll warrant you, 'tis as well

:

For often you have tvrit to her; andshe, in modesty.
Or elsefor want ofidle time, couldnot again reply;
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Or fearing else some messenger, that might her
7nind discover,

Herself hath taught her love himselfto write unto
her lover.—

All this I speak in print, for in orint I found it

—

Why muse yoa, sir? 'tis dinuer time.

Yal. I have dined.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir , 'hough the cameleon
Love can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished

by my victuals, and would fain have meat ; O. be not

like your mistress; be moved, be mo^ed. \_Exeunt.

Scene IT.— Verona. A Room in Julia's House.

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

Jul. I must, where is no remedy.
Pro. When possibly I can, I will return.

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the sooner

;

Keep this remembrance for thy JuHa's sake.

{Giving a ring.)

Pro. Why then we'll make exchange ; here, take

you this.

Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy

;

And when that hour o'er-slips me in the day.

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake,

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance
Torment me for my love's forgetfulness

!

My father stays my coming ; answer not

;

The tide is now : nay, not the tide of tears

;

That tide will stay me longer than I should

;

[Exit Julia.

Julia, farewell.—What ! gone without a word ?

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak
;

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it.

Enter Panthino.
Pan. Sir Proteus, you are staid for.

Pro. Go ; I come, I come :

—

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb.
[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same. A Street.

Enter Launce, leading a dog.

Laun. Nay, 'twill be this hour ere I have done
weeping; all the kind of the Launces have this very

fault: I have received my proportion, like the pro-

digious son, and am going with Sir Proteus to the

Imperial's court I think. Crab my dog be the

sourest-natured dog that li\ es : my mother weepiug,
my father wailing, my sister crying, our maid howliug,

our cat wringing her hands, and all our house iu a

great perplexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted cur

shed one tear; he is.. a stone, a very pebble-stone.

and has no more pity in him than a dog : a Jew would
have wept to have seen our parting; why, my graudam
having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my
parting. Nay, I'll show you the manner of it : This
shoe is my father;—no, this left shoe is my father ;

—

no, no, this left shoe is my mother ;—nay, that cannot
be so neither ;—yes, it is so, it is so ; it hath the

worser sole : this shoe, with the hole in it, is my
mother, and this ray father ; a vengeance on't ! there

'tis : now, sir, this staff" is my sister ; for, look you,

she is as white as a lily, and as small as a wand :

this hat is Nan, our maid ; I am the dog :—no, the

dog is himself, and I am the dog,—O, the dog is me,
and I am myself; ay, so, so. Now come I to my
father; Father, your blessing ; now should not the

shoe speak a word for weeping; now should I kiss

my father ; well, he weeps on :—now come I to my
mother, (O, that she could speak now !) like a good
woman ;—well, I kiss her ;—why, there 'tis ; here's
my mother's breath up and down; now come I to my
sister; mark the moan she makes : now, the dog all

this while sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word ; but
see how I lay the dust with my tears.

Enter P.anthino.

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard ; thy master is

shipped and thon art to post after with oars. \V'hat's

the matter ? why weep'st thou, man ? Away, ass

;

you will lose the tide, if you tarry any longer.
Laun. It is no matter if the ty'd were lost; for it

is the unkindest ty'd that ever any man ty'd.

Pan. What's the unkindest tide ?

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here ; Crab, my dog.
Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt lose the flood : and,

in losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, in losing
thy voyage, lose thy master, and, in losing thy master,
lose thy service; and, in losing thy service,—Why
dost thou stop my mouth ?

Laun. For fear thou should'st lose thy tongue.
Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ?

Laun. In thy tale.

Pati. In thy tail ?

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the
master, and the service? The tide .'—Why, man,
if the river were dry, I am able to fill it with ray
tears ; if the wind were down, I could drive the boat
with my sighs. [thee.
Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call

Laun. Sir, call me what thou darest.

Pati. Wilt thou go ?

Laun. Well, I mil go. [E.veunt

Scent; FV.—Milan. An Apartment in the Duke't
Palace.

Enter V.alentbs'e, Silvu, Thuhio, and Speed.
Sil. Servant

—

Val. Mistress?
Speed. Master, sir Thurio frowns on yoa.
Val. Ay, boy, it's for love.

Speed. Not of you.
Val. Of my mistress then.
Speed. 'Twere good, you knocked him.
Sil. Servant, you are sad.
Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

Thu. Seem you that yon are not?
Val. Haply I do.

Thu. So do counterfeits.

Val. So do you.

Thu. What seem I, that I am not ?

Val. Wise.
Thu. What instance of'the contrary ?

Val. Your folly.

Thn. And how quote yon my folly?

Val. I quote it in your jerkiu. •

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet.

Val. Well, then, I'll double your folk.

Thu. How? ' [colour?
Sil. What, angry, sir Thurio? do you change
Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of

cameleon.
Thti. That hath more mind to feed on your blood,

than live in your air.

Val. You have said, sir.

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.

Val. I know it well, sir; you always end ere you
begin.

Sil. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly

shot off.

Val. 'Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver.

Sil. Who is that, servant ?

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire :

sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship's

looks, and spends what he borrows, kindly in your

company.
Thu.' Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I

shall make your wit bankrupt.

Val. I know it well, sir; you have an exchequer

of words, and, I think, no other treasure to give your

followers ; for it appears by their bare liveries, that

they live by your bare words. [father.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes my

Enter DuKE.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset •

Sir Valentine, your father's in good health :

VVliat say you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news ?
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Vol. JVly lord, I will be thankful

To any Iiappy messenger from thence.

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your countryman ?

Vol. A}', my good lord, I know the gentleman

To be of worth, and worthy estimation,

And not without desert so well reputed.

Duke. Hath he not a son ?

Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well deserves

The honour and regard of such a father.

Duke. Yon know him well ?

Val. I knew him, as myself; for from our infancy

We have convers'd, and spent our hours together

:

And though myself have been an idle truant.

Omitting the sweet benefit of time,

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection

;

Yet hath Su- Proteus, for that's his name.
Made use and fair advantage of his days;
His years but young, but his experience old

;

His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe

;

And, in a word, (for far behind his w'ortli

Come all the praises that I now bestow,)
He is complete in feature, and in mind.
With all good grace to grace a gentleman.
Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this good,

He is as worthy for an empress' love.

As meet to be an emperor's counsellor.

Well, sir ; this gentleman is come to me,
With commendation from great potentates

;

And here he means to spend his time a-whi!e :

I think, 'tis no unwelcome news to you.

Val. Should I have wish'd a thing, it had been he.

Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth
;

Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, sir Thurio :

—

For Valentine, I need not 'cite him to it

:

I'll send him hither to you presently. [Exit Duke.
Val. This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship,

Had come along with me, but that his mistress

Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks.

Sil. Behke, that now she hath enfranchis'd them
Upon some other pawn for fealty. [still.

Val. Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners

Sil. Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being

blind,

How could he see his way to seek out you ?

Val. Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes.

Thu. They say, that love hath not an eye at all.

* Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself;

/Upon a homely object love can wink.

Enter Proteus.

Sil. Have done, have done ; here comes the gen-

tleman, [seech you,

Val. Welcome, dear Proteus !—Mistress, I be-

Confirm his welcome with some special favour.

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither.

If this be he, you oft have wish'd to hear from.

Val. Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship.

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant.

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant

To have a look of such a worthy mistress.

Val. Leave ofif discourse of disability :

—

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant.

Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing else.

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed
;

Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress.

Pro. I'll die on him that says so, but yourself.

Sil. That you are welcome'?

Pro. No; that you are worthless.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, my lord your father would speak
with you.

Sil. I'll wait upon his pleasure. (Exit Servant.

)

Come, sir Thurio,
Go with me :—Once more, new servant, welcome :

I'll leave you to confer of home aflairs;

When you have done, we look to hear from you.

Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyship.

[ Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Speed.

Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you
came ?

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much
Val. And how do yours ? [commended.
Pro. I left them all in health.

Val. How does your lady? and how thrives your
love?

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ;

I know, you joy not in a love-discourse.

Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter'd now :

I have done penance for contemning love

;

Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd me
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans.

With nightly tears, and daily heart- sore sighs;

For, in revenge of my contempt of love,

Love hath clias'd sleep from my enthralled eyes.

And made them watchers ofmine own heart's sorrow
O, gentle Proteus, love's a mighty lord

;

And hath so humbled me, as, I confess.

There is no woe to his correction.

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth !

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ;

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep,

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye

:

Was this the idol that you worship so ?

Val. Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint?

Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon.

Val. Call her divine.

Pro. I will not flatter her.

Val. O, flatter me ; for love delights in praises.

Pro. VVhen I was sick you gave me bitter pills

;

And I must minister the like to you.

Val. Then speak the truth by her; if not divine.

Yet let her be a principality.

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my mistress.

Val. Sweet, except not any
;

Except thou will except against my love.

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own?
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too

:

She shall be dignified with this high honour,

—

To bear my lady's train ; lest the base earth

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss.

And, of so great a favour growing proud.
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower,

And make rough winter everlasting.

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ?

Val. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can, is nothing
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing

;

She is alone.

Pro. Then let her alone. [own
;

Val. Not for the world : why, man, she is mine
And I as rich in having such a jewel.
As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearl,

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee.

Because thou seest me dote upon my love

My foolish rival, that her father likes.

Only for his possessions are so huge.
Is gone with her along ; and I must after.

For love, thou know'st, is full of jealousy.
Pro. But she loves you ?

Val. Ay, we are betroth d :

Nay, more, our marriage hour.

With all the cunning manner of our flight,

Determiu'd of: how I must climb her window

;

The ladder made of cords ; and all the means
Plotted ; and 'greed on, for my happiness.

Good Proteus, go with me to my cliamber.

In these aflairs to aid me with thy counsel.

Pro. Go on before ; I shall enquire you forth :

I must unto the road, to disembark
Some necessaries that I needs must use

;

And then I'll presently attend you.

Val. VVill you make haste ?

Pro. I will. [Exit Vai.
Even as one heat another heat expels.

Or as one nail by strength drives out another,

So the remembrance of my former love
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Is by a newer object quite forgotten.

Is it mine eye, or Valeutiniis' praise,

Her true perfection, or my fulse transgression,

That makes me reasonless, to reason thus ?

She's fair ; and so is Juha, that I love ;

—

That I did love, for now ray love is thaw'd

;

Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire.

Bears no impression of the thing it was.
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold

;

And that I love him not, as I was wont

:

O ! but I love his lady too, too much
;

And that's the reason I love him so little.

How shall I dote on her with more advice.

That thus without advice begin to love her?
'Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,
And that hatn dazzled ray reason's light

;

But when I look on her perfections.

There is no reason but I shall be blind.

If I can check my erring love I will

;

If not, to compass her I'll use my. skill. [Exit.

Scene V.

—

TAe same. A street.

Enter Speed cmd Launce.

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to

Milan.

Laun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for I

am not welcome. I reckon this always—that a man
is never undone, till he be hanged ; nor welcome to

a place, till some certain shot be psiid, and the hostess

say, welcome.
Speed. Come on, you mad-cap, I'll to. the ale-

house with you presently ; where, for one shot of
five-pence, thou shalt have five thousand welcomes.
But, sirrah, how did thy master part with madam
Julia?

Laiin. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they

parted very fairly in jest.

Speed. But shall she marry him?
Laun. No.
Speed. How then ? shall he marry her ?

Laun. No, neither.

Speed. What, are they broken ?

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Wliy then, how stands the matter with
them ?

Laun. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with

him, it stands well with her. [noi

Speed. What an ass art thou ? I understand thee

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou can'st

not ! My staff understands me.
Speed. What thou say'st ?

Laun. Ay, and what I do, too : look thee, I'll but
lean, and my staff understands me.

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed.

Laun. Why, stand under and understand is all one.

Speed. But tell me true, will't be a match ?

Laun. Ask my dog : if he say, ay, it will ; if he
say, no, it will ; if he shake his tail, and say notliing,

it will.

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it will.

Laun. Thou shalt never get such a secret from

me, but by a parable.

Speed. 'Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce,
how say'st thou, that my master is become a notable

lover?

Laun. I never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Than how ?

Laun. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him
to be. [me.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest

Laun. Why fool, I meant not thee, I meant thy
master.

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he
burn himself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the

ale-house, so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew,
nd not worth the name of a Cliristian.

Speed. Why?
Laun. Because thou hast not so much charity

in thee, as to go to the ale with a Christian. Wilt
thou go ?

Speed. At thy service. [Exeunt.

Sc. VI.

—

The same. An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter Pkoteus.
Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn

;

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn
;

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn
;And even that power, which gave me first my oath,

Provokes me to this threefold perjury.
Love bade me swear, and love bids me forswear:

sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sinn'd.
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it.

At first I did adore a twinkling star.

But now I worship a celestial sun.
Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken

;

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will
To learn his wit to change the bad for better.

—

Fye, fye, unreyerend tongue ! to call her bad,
Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr'd
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths.

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do

;

But there I leave to love, where I should love.

Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose :

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself;
If I lose them, thus find I by their loss.

For Valentine, myself: for Julia, Silvia.

I to myself am dearer than a friend
;

For love is still more precious in itself:

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair I

Shews Julia but a swarthy Ethiope.
I will forget that Julia is alive,

Rememb'ring that my love to her is dead
;

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy.
Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend.
I cannot now prove constant to myself.
Without some treachery used to Valentine :

—

This night, he naeaneth with a corded ladder.
To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window

;

Myself in counsel, his competitor:
Now presently I'll give her father notice
Of tlieir disguising, and pretended flight

;

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine
;

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter

:

But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly cross.
By some sly trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding.
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift.

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift. [Exit.

Scene VII.

—

Verona. A Room in Julia's House.

Enter Jdlia and Lucetta.

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta ;
gentle girl, assist me !

And, even, in kind love, I do conjure thee,

—

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts

Are visibly character'd and engrav'd,

—

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean.
How, with my honour, I may undertake

A journey to my loving Proteus.

Luc. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long.

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrini is not weai^
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; %%
Much less shall she, that hatli love's wings to fly

;

And when the flight is made to one so dear.

Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus.

Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make return.

Jul. O, know'st thou not, his looks are my soul's

Pity the dearth that I have pined in, [food ?

By longing for that food so long a time.

Didst thou but know the inly touch oflove.

Thou would'st as soon go kindle fire with snow.

As seek to quench the fire of love witli words.

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire :

But qualify the fire's extreme rage.

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thou dam'st it up, the more it burns ;

The current, that with gentle murmur glides,

Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage
;

But, when his fair course is not hindered,

He makes sweet music with the enamel'd stones.
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Giving a eentle kiss to every sedge

He overtaketh in liis pilgrimase •

And so by many wnding nooks lie strays,

WitL willing sport, to the wild oceaa.

Then let uie go, and hinder not my course

:

111 be as patient as a gentle stream.

And make a pastime of each weary step.

Till the last step ha\e brought me to my love ;

And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil,

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.
Luc. But in what habit will you go along ?

Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent

The loose encounters of lascivious men :

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds
As may beseem some well-reputed page.

Luc. Why then, your ladyship must cut your hair.

Jul. No, girl ; I'll knit it up in silken strings,

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots :

To be fantastic, may become a youth
Of greater time than I shall show to be. [breeches ?

Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make your
Jul. That fits as well, as—" tell rae, good my lord,

" What compass will you wear your farthingale ?"

Why, even that fashion thou best lik'st, Lucetta.

hue. You must needs have them with a cod-piece,

madam.
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ; that will be ill-favour'd.

Luc. A round hose, madam, now's not worth a pin.

Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on.

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'st me,let me have

What thou think 'st meet, and is most mannerly :

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me.

For undertaking so unstaid a journey ?

I fear me, it will make me scandaliz'd.

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go not.

Jul. Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream of infamy, but go.

If Proteus like your journey, when you come.

No matter who's displeas'd, when you are gone :

I fear me he will scarce be pleas'd witlial.

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear

:

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears,

And instances as infinite of love.

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus.

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men.
Jul. Base men, that use them to so base efiect;

But truer stars did govern Proteus' birth :

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles

;

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate
;

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart

;

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven, he prove so, when you come
to him !

Jul. Now, as thou lov'st me, do him not that

To bear a hard opinion of his truth
; [wrong.

Only deserve my \o\e, by loving him

;

And presently go with me to my chamber.
To take a note of what I stand in need of.

To furnish me upon my longing journey.

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose,

€M^ goods, my lands, my reputation
;

Only, in lieu thereof, despatch me hence :

Come, answer not, but to it presently;

I am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt-

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

Milan. An Anti-rootn in the Duke's
Palace.

Enter DuKE, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give ns leave, I pray, awhile
;

We have some secrets to cimfer about.

lEx/t Thurio.
Now tell rae, Proteus, what's your will with me ?

Pro. My gTEicious lord, that which I would dis-

The law of friendship bids me to conceal : [cover.
But, when I call to miud your gracious favours
Done to me, undeserving as I am,
-My duty pricks me on to utter that.
Which else no worldly good should draw from me.

Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend.

This night intends to steal away your daughter

;

Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know, yon have determin'd to bestow her
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates

,

And should she thus be stolen away from you.
It would be much vexation to your age.

Thus, for my duty's sake, I rather chose
To cross my friend in his intended drilt.

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down,
Bemg unprevented, to your timeless grave.

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care
;

Which to requite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen.
Haply, when they have judged me fast asleep

;

And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid
Sir Valentine her company, and my court

:

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err,

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man,
(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,)
I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find

That, which thyself hast now disclos'd to me.
And, tjjat thou may'st perceive my fear of this.

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,
I nightly lodge her in an upper tower.
The key whereof myself have ever kept;
And thence she cannot be convey'd away.
Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis'd a mean

How he her chamber-vriudow will ascend.
And with a corded ladder fetch her dovni

;

For which the youthful lover now is gone,

.

And this way comes he with it presently

;

Where, if it please you, yon may intercept him.
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly.
That my discovery be not aimed at

;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend.

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.
Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never know

That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming.

Enter Valentine. [Exit.

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast V

Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger
That stays to bear my letters to my friends.

And I am going to deliver them.
Duke. Be they of much import ?

Val. The tenor of them doth but signify

My health, and hapi)y being at your court.

Duke. Nay, then no matter ; stay with me awhile;
I am to break with thee of some affairs,

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret.
'Tis not unknown to thee, that I have sought
To match my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter.

Val. I know it well, my lord ; and, sure,the match
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities

Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter :

Cannot your grace win her to fancy him '? [ward,
Duke. No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, fro-

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty •

Neither regarding that she is my child.

Nor fearing me as if I were her father;

And, may I say to thee, this pride others.
Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her

;

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age
Should have been cherish'd by her child-like duty,
I now am full resolved to take a wife.

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower;
For me and my jjossessions she esteems not.

Val. What would you;- grace have me to do in this ?

Duke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here,

W hoin I aff'ect ; but she is nice, and coy.

And nought esteems my aged eloquence :

Now, tlierefore, would I have thee to my tutor,

(For long agone I have forgot to court :

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang'd ;)

How, and which way, I may bestow myself.
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To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words :

Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind,

More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent her.

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best con-

Send her another ; never give her o'er ; [tents her :

For scorn at first makes aifter-love the more.

If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you.

But rather to beget more love in you :

If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone
;

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say
;

For, get you gone, she doth not mean away :

Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their graces
;

Though ne'er so black, say, they have angels' faces.

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man.
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.
Duke. But she, I mean, is promised by her friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth
;

And kept severely from resort of men.
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. Why then I would resort to her by night.

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys kept
That no man hath recourse to her by night. [safe,

Val. What lets, but one may enter at her window ?

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground
;

And built 30 shelving, that one cannot climb it

Without appaitct hazard of his life.

Val. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords.

To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks.
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower.
So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thon art a gentleman of blood,

Advise me where I may have such a ladder, [that.

Val. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell me
Duke. This very night; for love is like a child.

That longs for every thing that he can come by.

Val. By seven o'clock I'll get you such a ladder.

Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone

;

.How shall I best convey the ladder thither?

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it

Under a cloak, that is of any length. [turn.

Duke. A cloak as long as tliine will serve the

Val. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak :

I'll get me one of such another length.

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord.

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak ?

—

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.

—

What letter is this same ?What's here?

—

To Silvia?

And here an engine fit for my proceeding I

I'll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads.
My thoughts do harbour ivith my Silvia nightly ;

Andslaves they are to me, that send themflying

:

0, could their master come and go as liyhtly,

Himself would lodge, where senseless they are
lying.

My herald thoughts in thypure bosom rest them ;

While I, their king, that thither them importune.
Do curse the grace that ivith such grace hath

bless'd them.
Because tnyself do tvant my servants' fortune :

I curse myself, for they are seiit by me, ibe.

That they should 'harbour where their lord should
What's here ?

Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee :

'Tis so; and here's the ladder for the purpose.

—

Why, Phaeton, (for thou art Merops' son,)

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car.

And with thy daring folly bum the world ?

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee?
Go, base intruder ! over-weening slave I

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ;

And think, my patience, more than thy desert.
Is privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours,
Which, all too much, I have bestow'd on thee.
But if thou linger in my territories,

Longer than swiftest expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court.
By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love
I ever bore my daughter, or thyself.

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excuse :

But as thou lov'st thy life, make speed from hence.

[Exit Duke.
Val. And why not death, rather than li\ ing tor-

To die, is to be banish'd from myself: Tment ?
And Silvia is myself: banish'd ii-om ner.
Is self from self; a deadly banishment

!

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen?
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ?

Unless it be to think that she is by.
And feed npon the shadow of perfection.

Except I be by Silvia in the night.
There is no music in the nightingale :

Unless I look on Silvia in the day.
There is no day for me to look upon

:

She is my essence ; and I leave to be.
If I be not by her fair influence
Foster'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive.

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom :

Tari7 I here, I but attend on death
j

But, fly I hence, I fly away from lite.

Enter Proteus coid Launce.

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out.

Laun. So-ho ! so-ho !

Pro. What seest thou ?

Laun. Him we go to find : there's not a hair on's

head, but 'tis a Valentine.
Pro. Valentine ?

Val. No.
Pro. Who then ? his spirit?

Val. Neither.
Pro. What then?
Val. Nothing.
Laun. Can nothing speak ? master, shall I strike ?

Pro. Whom would'st thou strike ?

Laun. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbear.

Laun. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing : I pray you,

—

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear :—Friend Valentine,
a word. [news,

Val. My ears are stopp'd, and cannot hear good
So ranch ofi3ad already hath possess'd them.
Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine.

For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad.
VaL Is Silvia dead ?

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia .'

—

Hath she forsworn me ?

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me !

—

What is your news ? [vanish'd.

Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation that you are

Pro. That thou art banished, O, that's the news
;

From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend.

Val. O, I ha\ e fed upon this woe already,

And now excess of it will make me surfeit.

Doth Silvia know that I am banished ?

Pro. Ay, ay; and she hath oft'er'd to the doom,
(Which, unrevers'd, stands in eftectual force,)

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears :

Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd;

With them, upon her knees, her humble self;

Wringing her hands, ^»hose whiteness so became
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : [them.

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up.

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-sheddmg tears.

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire

;

But Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die.

Besides, her intercession chaf'd him so,

W hen she for thy repeal was suppliant.

That to close prison he commanded her,

Witli many bitter threats of biding there.

Val. No more ; unless the next word, that thou
speak'st.

Have .some malignant power upon my life :

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear

,
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As ending anthem of my endless dolour.

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou can'st not help,

And study help, for that which thou lament'st.

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love

;

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover's staft'; walk hence with that,

And manage it against despairing thoughts.

Thy letters may be here, tliough thou art hence
;

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd

Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love.

The time now serves not to expostulate

:

Come, ril convey thee through the city gate;
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large

Of all that may concern thy love-aftairs:

As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself.

Regard thy danger, and along with me.
Val. I pray thee, Launce, an ifthou seest my boy.

Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north-gate.
Pro. (io, sirrah, find him out.—Come,Valentine.
Val. O my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine !

[Exeunt Valentine and Proteus.
Laun. I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have

the wit to think, my master is a kind of knave : but
that's all one, if he be but one knave. He lives

not now, that knows me to be in love
;
yet I am in

love ; but a team of horse shall not pluck that
from me ; nor who 'tis I love, and yet 'tis a woman :

but that woman, I will not tell myself; and yet 'tis

a milkmaid
;
yet 'tis not a maid, for she hath had

gossips ; yet 'tis a maid, for she is her master's maid,
and serves for wages. She hath more qualities

than a water-spaniel,—which is much in a bare
christian. Here is the cat-log {Pulling otit a paper)
of her conditions. Imprimis, She can fetch and
carry. Why, a liorse can do no more ; nay, a horse
cannot fetch, but only carry ; therefore, is she better
than a jade. Item, She can milk ; look you^ a sweet
virtue in a maid with clean hands.

Enter Speed.

Speed. How now, signior Launce? what news
with your mastership?
Laun. With my master's ship? why, it is at sea.

Speed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the
word : what news then in your paper ?

Laun. The blackest news that ever thou heard'st
Speed. Why, man, how black ?

Laun. Why, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them.
Laun. Fye on thee, jolt-head ; thou canst not read.
Speed. Thou liest, I can. ( thee ?

Laun. I will try thee : tell me this : who begot
Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather.
Laun. O illiterate loiterer ! it was the son of thy

grandmother: this proves, that thou canst not read.
Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy paper.
Laun. There ; and St. Nicholas be thy speed .'

Speed. Imprimis, She can milk.
Laun. Ay, that she can.
Speed. Item, She breivs good ale.

Laun. And thereof comes the proverb,—Blessing
of your heart, you brew good ale.

Speed. Item, She can sew.
Laun. That's as much as to say. Can she so?
Speed. Item, She can knit.

Laun. What need a man care for a stock with a
wench, when she can knit him a stock?

Speed. Item, She can tvash and scour.
Laun. A special virtue ; for then she need not be

washed and scoured.
Sfieed. Item, She can spin.
Laun. Then may I set the world on wheels, when

she can spin for her living.
Speed. Item, She hath many nameless virtues.
Laun. That's as much as to say, bastard virtues

;

that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore
have no names.

Speed. Here follow her vices.
Laun. Close at the heels of her virtues.

Speed. Item, She is not to be kissedfasting, in
respect of her breath.
Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with a

breakfast : read on.

Speed. Item, She hath a sweet mouth.
Laun. That makes amends for her sour breath.
Sj)eed. Item, She doth talk in her sleep.

Laun. It's no matter for that, so she sleep not in

her talk.

Speed. Item, She is slotv in words.
Laun. O villain, that set this down among her

vices ! To be slow in words, is a woman's only
virtue : I pray thee, out with't ; and place it for her
chief virtue.

Speed. Item, She is proud.
Laun. Out with that too; it was Eve's legacy,

and cannot be ta'en from her.

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth. [crusts.

Lau7i. I care not for that neither, because I love
Speed. Item, She is curst.
Laun. Well ; the best is, she hath no teeth to bite.

Speed. She will often praise lier liquor.
Laun. If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will

not, I will ; for good things should be praised.
Speed. Item, She is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue she cannot ; for that's writ
down she is slow of: of her purse she shall not ; for

that I'll keep shut: now of another thing she may;
and that I cannot help. Well, proceed.

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit, and
more faults than fiairs, and more wealth than
faults.

Laun. Stop there ; I'll have her ; she was mine,
and not mine, twice or thrice in that last article :

rehearse that once more.
Speed. Item, She hath more hair than ivit,—
Laun. More hair than wit,—it may be ; I'll prove

it : the cover of the salt hides the salt, and tliere-

fore it is more than the salt ; the hair that covers the
wit, is more than the wit ; for the greater hides the
less. What's next ?

Speed.—And more faults than hairs,—
Lan?i. That's monstrous : O, that that were out .'

Speed.—And more ivealth than faults.
Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gracious.

Well, I'll have her : and if it be a match, as nothing
is impossible,

—

Speed. What then?
Laun. Why, then I will tell thee,—that thy

master stays for thee at the north gate.

Speed. For me ?

Laun. For thee ? ay; who art thou? he hath staid

for a better man than thee.

Speed. And must I go to him ?

Laun. Thou must run to him, for thou hast staid

so long, that going will scarce serve the turn.

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? 'pox of
your love-letters

!

\Exit.
Laun. Now will he be swinged for reading my

letter ; an unmannerly slave, that will thrust him-
self into secrets!—I'll after, to rejoice in ihe boy's

correction. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room in the Duke's Pa-
lace. Enter Duke atid Thurio ; Proteus behind.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that she will love

Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight. [you,

Thu. Since his exile she hath despis'd me most.

Forsworn my company, and rail'd at me.
That I am desperate of obtaining her.

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure

Trench'd in ice ; which with an hour's heat,

Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form.

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts.

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot.

—

How now, sir Proteus? Is your countryumn,
According to our proclamation, gone ?

Pro. Gone, ray good lord.

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously.

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.



Act IV. Scene 1. TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 27

Duke. So I believe ; but Thurio thinks not so.

—

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee,

(For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,)

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace.

Let me not live to look upon your grace.

Duke. Thou know'st, how willingly I would effect

The match between sir Thurio and my daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant

How she opposes her against my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here.

Duke. Ay, and perversely she perse vers so.

What might we do, to make the girl forget

The love of Valentine, and love sir Thurio ?

Pro. The best way is, to slander Valentine

With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent;

Three things that women highly hold in hate.

Duke. Ay, but she'll think, that it is spoke in hate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it:

Therefore it must, with circumstance, be spoken

By one,whom she esteemeth as his friend.

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander him.

.

Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do

:

'Tis an ill office for a gentleman
;

Especially, against his very friend. [him,

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage

Your slacder never can endamage him
;

Therefore the office is indifferent.

Being entreated to it by your friend.

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do it,

By aught that I can speak in his dispraise.

She shall not long continue love to him.

But say, this weed her love from Valentine,

It follows not, that she will love sir Thurio.

Tim. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him.

Lest it should ravel, and be good to none.

You must provide to bottom it on me :

Which must be done, by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise sir Valentine. [kind

;

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this

Because we know, on Valentine's report.

You are already love's firm votary,

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind.

Upon this warrant shall you have access.

Where you with Silvia may confer at large

;

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholv.

And, for your friend's sake, will be glad of you ;

Where you may temper her, by your persuasion.

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect :

—

But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough
;

You must lay lime, to tangle her desires.

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows.
Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven-bred poesy.

Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart

;

Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears

Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line.

That may discover such integrity :

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews
;

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones.

Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.

After your dire lamenting elegies.

Visit by night your lady's chamber-vnndow
With some sweet concert : to their instruments
Tune a deploring dump ; the night's dead silence

Will well become such sweet complaining grievance.
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. [love.

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in

Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice

:

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver,
Let us into the city presently,
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music :

I have a sonnet that will serve the turn.
To give the onset to thy good advice.
Duke. About it, gentlemen.
Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after supper ;

And afterwards determine our proceedings.
Duke. Even now about it ; I will pardon you.

[Exeunt.

ACT. IV.

Scene I.

—

A Forest, near Mantua.

Enter certain Outlaws.

1 Out. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger.

2 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down
with 'em.

Enter VALENTINE a«f/ Speed.
3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have

about you
;

If not, we'll make you sit, and rifle you.

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! these are the villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
Val. My friends,—
1 Out. That's not so, sir ; we are your enemies.

2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him.

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we ;

For he's a proper man.
Val. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose

;

A man I am, crossed with adversity :

My riches are these poor habiliments.

Of which if you should here disfurnish me.
You take the sum and substance that I have.

2 Out. Whither travel you ?

Val. To Verona.
1 Out. Whence came you?
Val. From Milan.
3 Out. Have you long sojourn'd there ? [staid,

Val. Some sixteen months ; and longer might have
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me.

1 Out. What, were you hanish'd thence?
Val. I was.
2 Out. For what offence ?

Val. For that which now torments me to rehearse

:

I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent;
But yet I slew him manfully in fight.

Without false vantage, or base treachery.

] Out. Why, ne'er repent it, if it were done so :

But were you banish'd for so small a fault?

Val. I was, and held rne glad of .such a doom.
1 Out. Have you the tongues ?

Val, My youthful travel therein made me happy;
Or else I often had been miserable.

3 Oiit. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood's fat friar.

This fellow were a king K)r our wild faction.

1 Out. We'll have him ; sirs, a word.
Speed. Master, be one of them;

It is an honourable kind of thievery.

Val. Peace, villain

!

2 Out. Tell us this : have you any thing to take to ?

Val. Nothing, but my fortune.

3 Otit. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen.

Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth
Thrust from the company of awful men :

Myself was from Verona banished.

For practising to steal away a lady,

An heir, and near allied unto the duke.

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman.

Whom, in my mood, I stabb'd unto the heart.

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as these.

But to the purpose,—(for we cite our faults,

That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives,)

And, partly, seeing you are beautified

With goodly shape ; and by your own report

A linguist; and a man of such perfection,

As we do in our quality much want ;

—

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish'd man.

Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you :

Are you content to be our general?

To make a virtue of necessity.

And live, as we do, in this wilderness? [consort?

3 Out. What say'st thou? wilt thou be of our

Say, ay, and be the captain of lis all

:

We'll do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee.

Love thee as our commander, and our king.

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest.
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2 Out. Thou shall not live to brag what we have

olTer'd.

Val. I take your offer, and will live with you
;

Provided that you do no outrages

On silly women, or poor passengers.

3 Out. No, we detest such vile base practices.

Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews.

And shew thee all the treasure we have got

;

Which, with oiirsehes, all rest at thy dispose.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Milan. Court of the Palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Already ha^e I been false to Valentine,

And npw I must be as unjust to Thurio.
Under the colour of commending him,
I have access my own love to prefer

;

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her.

She twits me with my falsehood to ray friend
;

When to her beauty I commend my vows.
She bids me think, how I have been forsW'Om
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov'd :

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips.

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope.
Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns ray love.

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still.

But here comesThurio : now must we to her window.
And give some evening music to her ear.

Enter Thurio and Musicians.

Tku. How now, sir Proteus? are you crept be-
fore us ?

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for, yon know, that love
Will creep in service where it cannot go.

Thu, Ay, but, I hope, sir, that you love not here.

Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence.
Tku. Whom? Sihia?
Pro. Ay, Silvia,—for your sake.

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen.
Let's tune, and to it lustily awhile.

Enter Host, at a distance ; an'd Julia, in hoy's
clothes.

Host. Now, my youug guest ! raethinks you're
allycholly ; I pray you, why is it ?

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry.
Host. Come, we'll have you merry : I'll bring yon

where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman
that you ask'd for.

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ?

Host. Ay, that you shall.

Jul. That will be music. (Music plays.)
Host. Hark! hark!
Jul. Is he among these ?

Host. Ay; but peace, let's hear 'era.

.SONG.

ff^Ao is Silvia? what is she.

That all our sivains commend her '(

Holy, fair, and wise is she;

The heavens such yrace did lend her.

That she might admired be.

Is she kind, as she is fair !

For beauty lives with kindness :

hove doth to her eyes repair.

To help him of his blindness ;

And, being help'd, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let us sing.

That Silvia is excellinu ;

She excels each mortal thing,

Upon the dull earth divelling

:

To her let us garlands britig.

Host. How now ? are you sadder than you were
before ?

How do you, man? the music likes you not.

Jul. You mistike ; the musician likes me not.

Host. Why, my pretty youth ?

Jul. He plavs fals", father.

Host. How? out of tune on tl»e strings?
Jul. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves n).y

very heart-strings.

Host. You have a quick ear.

Jid. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes lue have
a slow heart.

Host. I perceive, you delight not in music.
Jul. Not a wliit, when it jars so.

Host. Hark, w hat fine change is in the music !

Jul. Ay ; that change is the spite. [thing ?

Host. You would have them always play but one
Jul. I would always have one play but one thing.

But, host, doth this sir Proteus, that we talk on,
often resort unto this gentleworaan ?

Host. I tell you what Lauace, his raau, told me,
he loved her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Lannce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow,
by his master's command, he must carry for a pre-
sent to his lady.

Jill. Peace I stand aside ! the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you ! I will so plead.
That you shall say, my cunning drift excels.

Thu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At saint Gregory's well.

Tku. FarevfeU. [Exeunt Thurio and Musicians.)
Silvia appears above, at her window.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen
;W ho is that, that spake ?

Pro. One, lady, ifyou knew his pure heart's truth.

You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice.

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant.

Sil. Wliat is your will ?

Pro. That I may compass yours.

Sil. You have your wish ; my will is even this,

—

That presently you hie you home to bed.

Thou subtle, perjiird, false, disloyal man !

Thiuk'st thou, I am so shallow, so conceitless.

To be seduced by thy flattery.

That hast deceiv'd so many with thy vows?
Return, return, and make thy love amends.
For me,—by this pale queen of night I swear,
I am so far from granting thy request.

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit

;

And by and by intend to chide myself.

Even for this time 1 spend in talking to <hee.

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady

;

But .she is dead.

Jul. ^Twere false, if I should speak it

;

For, I am sure, she is not buried. (Aside.)

Sil. Say, that she be
;
yet Valentine, thy friend.

Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness,

I am betroth'd : and art thou not asham'd
To wrong him with thy iniportunacy ?

Pro. I likewise hear, that Valentine is dead.
Sif. And so, suppose am I ; for in his gra\ c.

Assure thyself, my love is buried.

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth.

Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers thence

;

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thiue.

.Tul. He heard not that. (Aside.)

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate.
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love.

The picture that is hanging in your chamber

;

To that ril speak, to that I'll sigh and weep :

For, since the snbstnuce of your perfect self

Is else devoted, I am but a shadow

;

And to your shadow I will make true love. (it,

Jul. If 'twere a substance, you would sure deceive
And make it but a shadow, as 1 am. (Aside.)

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir

:

But, since your falsehood .shall become you well
To worship shadows, and adore false shapes.

Send to me in the morning, and I'll send it:

And so, good rest.

Pro. As wretches have o'er-night,

That wait for execution in the morn.
(Exeunt Proteus ; and Silvia,from above.)
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Jul. Host, will you go ?

Host. By my hallidom, I was fast asleep.

Jill. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus ?

Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I think,

'tis almost day.

Jul. Not so ; but it hath been tlie longest night

That e'er I watch'd, and the most heaviest. {Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Enter Eglamour.

Eyl. This is the hour that madam Silvia

Entreated me to call, and know her mind
;

There's some great matter she'd employ me in.

—

Madam, madam I

Silvia appears above, at her ivindow.

S«7. Who calls?

E'jl. Your servant, and your friend

;

One that attends your ladyship's command.
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good-morrow.

Eyl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself.

According to yoar ladyship's impose,

I am thus early come, to know what service

It is your pleasure to command me in.

Sil. O Eglamour, thoii art a gentleman,
(Think not, I flatter, for, I swear, I do not,)

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish'd.

Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will

I bear unto the bauish'd Valentine
;

Nor how my father would enforce me marry
V^ain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd.

Thyself hast lov'd ; and I have heard thee say.

No grief did ever come so near thy heart.

As when thy lady and thy true love died.

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity.

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, ^
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode

;

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,

I do desire thy worthy company,
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.

Urge not my father's anger, Eglamour,
But think upon my grief, a lady's grief:

And on the justice of my flying hence.

To keep me from a most unholy match.
Which heaven and fortune still reward with plagues.

I do desire thee, even from a heart

As full of sorrows as the sea of sands.

To bear me company, and go with me :

If not, to hide wnat I have said to thee.

That I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances

;

Which since I know they virtuously are placed,
I give consent to go along with you

;

Recking as little what betideth me,
As much I wish all good befortune you.

When will you go ?

Sil. This evening coming.
Eyl. Where shall I meet you ?

Sil. At friar Patrick's cell.

Where I intend holy confession.

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship :

Good-morrow, gentle lady.

Sil. Good-morrow, kind sir Eglamour. {Exeunt.)

Scene IV.

—

The same.

Enter Lacnce, with his dog.

WTien a man's servant shall play the cur with
him, look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up
of a puppy ; one that I saved from drowning, when
three or four of his blind brothers and sisters went
to it i I have taught him—even as one would say
precisely. Thus I would teach a dog. I was sent
to deUver hirn, as a present to mistress Silvia, from
my master ; and I came no sooner into the dining-

chamber, but he steps me to her trencher, and steals
her capon's leg. O, 'tis a foul thing, when a cur
cannot keep himself in all companies ! I would
have, as one should say, one that takes upon him
to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all

thmga. If I had not had more wit than he, to
lake a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he

had been hanged for't ; sure as I live he had suf-

fered for't : you shall judge. He thrusts me him-
self into the company of three or four gentleman-
like dogs, under the duke's table : he had not been
there (bless the mark) a pissing while, but all the

chamber smelt him. Out with the dog, says one;
What cur is that ! says another ; Wliip him out,

says the third ; Hang him up, says the duke. I,

having been acquainted with the smell before,

knew it was Crab ; and goes me to the fellow that

whips the dogs : Friend, quoth I, you mean to whip
the dog '! Ay, marry, do I, quoth he. You do hun
the more wrong, quoth I ; 'ttvas I did the thing you
wot of. He makes me no more ado, but whips me
out of the chamber. How many masters would
do this for their servant? Nay, I'll be sworn, I

have sat on the stocks for puddings he hath stolen,

otherwise he had been executed : I have stood on
the pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had
suffered for't : thou think'st not of this now !—Nay,
I remember the trick you served me, when I took
my leave of madam Silvia ; did not I bid thee still

mark me,^^ do as I do ? When did'st thou see
me heav^q) my leg, and make water against a
gentlewoman's farthingale ? didst thou ever see me
dc^uch a trick ?

Enter Proteus and Julu.

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well,
And will employ thee in some service presently.

Jul. In what you please ;—I will do what I can.
Pro. I hope thou wilt.—How now, you whoreson

peasant ? {To Launce.)
Where have you been these two days loitering ?

Laun. Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the dog
you bade me.

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel?
Laun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur ; and

tells yon, currish thanks is good enough for such a
Pro. But she received my dog ? [present.
Latin, yio, indeed, she did not: here have I

brought him back again.

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me ?

Laun. Ay sir ; the other squirrel was stolen from
me by the hangman's boys in the market-place : and
then I offered her mine own ; who is a dog as big as
ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater.

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again.

Or ne'er return again into my sight.

Away, I say : stay'st thou to vex me here ?

A slave, that, still an end, turns me to shame.
[Exit Launce.

Sebastian, I have entertained thee.

Partly, that I have need of such a youth.

That can with some discretion do my business.

For 'tis no trusting to yon foolish lowt

;

But, chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour

;

Which (if my augury deceive me not)

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth :

Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee.

Go presently, and take this ring with thee.

Deliver it to madam Silvia :

She loved me well, deliver'd it to me. [token
;

Jul. It seems you loved her not, to leave her
She's dead, belike.

Pro. Not so ; I think, she lives.

Jul. Alas

!

Pro. Why dost thou cry, alas ?

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her.

Pro. Wherefore should'st thou pity her ?

Jul. Because, methinks that she loved you as well

As you do love your lady Silvia

:

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love
;

You dote on her, that cares not for your love.

'Tis pity, love should be so contrary

;

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas !

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and therewithal

This letter ;—that's her chamber.—Tell my lady,

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture.

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber.
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Where thou shall fiuii me sad and solitary.[jE.f. Pro.

Jul. How many women would do such a message ?

Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertained

A for, to be the shepherd of tiiy Iambs

:

Alas ,
poor fool ! why do I pity him

That with his very heart despiselh me ?

Because he loves her, he despiseth me
;

Because I love him, I must pity him.

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me,
To bind him to remember my good will :

And now am I (unhappy messenger)
To plead for that, which I would not obtain

;

To carry that which I would have refus'd

;

To praise his faith, which I would have dispiais'd.

I am my master's true confirmed love
;

But cannot be true servant to my master.
Unless I prove false traitor to myself.

Yet I will woo for him ; but yet so coldly,

As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed.

Enter Silvia, attended.

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean
To bring me where to speak with mad^fcSilvia.

Sil. What would you with her, if tharT be she ?

Jul. If you be she, 1 do entreat your patience
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. ^ •

Sil. From whom ?

Jitl. From my master, sir Proteus, madam.
Sil. O !—he sends you for a picture ?

Jul. Ay, madam.
Sil. Ursula, bring ray picture there.

(Picture brought.)
Go, give your master this : tell him from me.
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget.

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow.
Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvis'd

Delivered you a paper that I should not

;

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be
;
good madam, pardon me.

Sil. There, hold

1 will not look upon your master's lines :

I know they are stuff'd with protestations,

And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break,
As easily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring.

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me
;

For, I have heard him say a thousand times.

His Julia gave it him at his departure

:

Though his false finger hath profan'd the ring,

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong.
Jid. She thanks you.

Sil. What say'st thou ?

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her

:

Poor gentlewoman .' my master vvrongs her much.
Sil. Dost thou know her?
Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself:

To think upon her woes , I do protest,

That I have wept an hundred several times. [her.

Sil. Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath forsook

Jul. I think she doth, and that's her cause of
Sil. Is she not passing fair ? [sorrow.

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is :

When she did think my master lov'd her well,

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you
;

But since she did neglect her looking-glass.

And threw her sun-expelling mask away,
The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks,
And pinch'd the lily-tincture of her face,

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she ?

Jid. About my stature : for, at Pentecost,
When all our pageants of delight were play'd.
Our youth got me to play the woman's part.
And I was trimm'd in madam Julia's gown

;

Which served me as fit, by all men's judgment.
As if the garment had been made for me :

Therefore, I know she is about ray height.
And, at that time, I made her weep a-good.

For I did play a lamentable part;
Madam, tv.as Ariadne, passioning
For Theseus' perjury, and unjust flight;

Which I so lively acted with my tears.

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal.
Wept bitterly

; and, would I might be dead.
If I in thought felt not her very sorrow.

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !

—

Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left !

—

I weep myself, to think upon thy words.
Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this
For thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov'sther.
Farewell. [Exit Silvia.

Jul. And she shall thank you for't, if e'er you
know her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful.

I hope my master's suit will be but cold.
Since she respects my mistress' love so much.
Alas, how love can trifle with itself!

Here is her picture : let me see ; I think.

If I had such a tire, this face of mine
Were full as lovely as is this of hers

:

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little.

Unless I flatter with myself too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow :

If that be all the difference in his love,

I'll get me such a colour'd periwig.
Her eyes are grey as glass , and so are mine

:

Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine's as high.

What should it be, that he respects in her.

But I can make respective in myself.
If this fond love were not a blinded god '?

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up,
For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form,
Thou«shalt be worshipp'd, kiss'd, lov'd, and ador'd

,

And, were there sense in this idolatry.

My substance should be statue in thy stead.
I'll use thee kindly for thy mistress' sake.
That us'd me so ; or else, by Jove, I vow
I should have scratch'd out your unseeing eyes.
To make my master out of love with thee. [Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

The same. An Abbey.

Enter Eglamour.
Egl The sun begins to gild the western sky

;

And now, it is about the very hour
That Silvia, at Patrick's cell, should meet me.
She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours.
Unless it be to come before their time

;

So much they spur their expedition.

Enter Silvia.

See where she comes : Lady, a happy evening !

Sil. Amen, amen! go on, good Eglamour!
Out at the postern by the abbey-wall;
I fear I am attended by some spies.

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues ofl';

If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. An Apartment in the
Duke's Palace.

Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia.

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ?

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was
;

And yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. What, that my leg is too long V

Pro. No ; that it is too little. [rounder.

Thu. I'll wear a boot, to make it somewhat
Pro. But love will not be spurr'd to what it loaths.

Thti. What says she to my face ?

Pro. She says, it is a fair one.

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is black.

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is.

Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes.

Jul. 'Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies' eyes

;

For I had rather wink than look on them. CAside.)
Thu. How likes she my discourse?

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war.
(
peace ?

Thu. But well, wliea I discourse of love and



Scene 4. TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 31

Jul. But better, indeed, when you hold your
peace. (Aside.)

Thu. \Yhat says she to my valour ?

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it cowardice.

(Aside.)
Thu. What says she to ray birth ?

Pro. That you are well deriv'd.

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool. (Aside.)

Thu. Considers she my possessions ?

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them.

Thu Wherefore?
Jul. That such an ass should owe them. (Aside.J
Pro. That they are out by lease.

Jul. Here comes the duke.

Enter DuKE.

Duke. How now, sir Protens ! how now, Thario !

Which of you saw sir Eglamour of late ?

Thu. Not I.

Pro. Nor I.

Duke. Saw you my daughter ?

Pro. Neither.

Duke. Why, then she's fled unto that peasant
And Eglamour is in her company. [Valentine

;

'Tis true ; for friar Laurence met them both.

As he in penance wander'd through the forest

:

Him he knew well, and guess'd^hat it was she
;

But, being mask d, he was not sure of it

:

Besides, she did intend confession

At Patrick's cell this even ; and there she was not

:

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence.
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse.

But mount you presently ; and meet wdth me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot

That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled.

Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. {^Exif.

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl,

That flies her fortune when it follows her :

I'll after, more to be reveng'd on Eglamour,
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit.

Pro. And I will follow more for Silvia's love.

Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [Exit.

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love,

Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit.

Scene HI.

—

Frontiers of Mantua. The Forest.

Enter Silvia and Outlaws.

1 Out. Come, come ;

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain.

Sil. A thousand more mischances than this one

Have leam"d me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.
1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was vrith her ?

3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run us.

But Moyses, and Valerius, follow him.

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood,
There is our captain : we'll follow him that's fled :

The thicket is beset, he cannot 'scape. [cave :

1 Out. Come, I must bring you to our captain's

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind.
And will not use a woman lawlessly.

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee. lExeu7it.

Scene IV.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Valentine.

V(d. How use doth breed a habit in a man

!

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns :

Here can I sit alone, unseen oi any,

And, to the nightingale's complaining notes.

Tune mj distresses, and record my woes.
O thou that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not the mansion so long tenantiess
;

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall.

And leave no memory of what it was !

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia
;

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain !

WTiat hallooing, and what stir, is this to-day ?

These are my mates, that make their wills their law,

Have some unhappy passenger in chase:
They love me well : yet 1 have much to do.
To keep them from uncivil outrages.
Withdraw thee, Valentine ; who's this comes here ?

iSteps aside.

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia.

Pro. Madam, this service I have done for yon,
(Though you respect not aught your servant doth,)
To hazard life, and rescue you from him
That would have forc'd your honour and your love.

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look
;

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg,
And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give.

Val. How like a dream is this I see and hear

!

Love, lend me patience to forbear a wliile. (Aside.)
Sil. O miserable, unhappy that I am !

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came

;

But, by my coming, I have made you happy.
Sil. By thy approach tliou mak'st me most unhappy.
Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your pre-

sence. (Aside.)
Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion,

I would have been a breakfast for the beast,
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me.
O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine,
Whose life's as tender to me as my soul

;

And full as much, (for more there cannot be,)

I do detest false perjur'd Proteus :

Therefore%e gone, solicit me no more.
Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death,

Would I not undergo for one calm look ?

O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv'd,
When women cannot love where they're belov'd.

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he's belov'd.
Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love.
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths
Descended into perjury, to love me.
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou had'st two.
And that's far worse than none ; better have none
Than plural faith, which is too much by one

:

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend .'

Pro. In love.

Who respects friends ?

Sil. All men but Proteus.
Pro. Nay, ifthe gentle spirit of moving words

Can no way change you to a milder form,
I'll woo you like a soldier, at arms' end

;

And love you 'gainst the nature of love, force you.
Sil. O heaven

!

Pro. I'll force thee yield to my desire.

Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch

;

Thou friend of an ill fashion

!

Pro. Valentine ! [love

;

Val. Thou common friend, that's without faith or

(For such is a friend now,) treacherous man !

Thou hast beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye

Could have persuaded me : now I dare not say,

I have one friend alive ; thou would'st disprove me.'
Who should be trusted now, when one's right hand
Is perjur'd to the bosom? Proteus,

I am sorry 1 must never trust thee more.

But count the world a stranger for thy sake.

The private wound is deepest : O time, most curst

!

'Mongst all foes, that a friend should be the worst!

Pro. My shame and guilt, confound me.

—

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow

Be a sufficient ransom for offence,

I tender it here ; I do as truly suffer.

As e'er I did commit.
Val. Then I am paid

;

And once again I do receive thee honest •—
]

Who by repentance is not satisfied.

Is not of heaven, nor earth; for these arepleasd
;

By penitence the Eternal's wrath's appeas'd :

—

And, that my love may appear plain and free.

All that was mine in Silvia I give thee.

/«/. O me, unhappy ! (Faints.)

Pro. Look to the Doy.
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Val Why, boy! why, wag ! how now? what is

Look up ; speak. [the matter ?

Jul. O good sir, my master charg'd me
To deliver a ring to madam Silvia

;

^Vhicl^, out of my neglect, was never done.

Pro. Where is that ring, boy ?

Jul. Here 'tis ; this is it. [Gives a ring.)

Pro. How I let me see
;

Why this is the ring I ga^e to Julia.

Jill. O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook.

This is the ring you sent to Silvia.

(Sketvs another ring.)

Pro. But how cam'st thou by this ring? at my
[ gave it unto Julia. [depart,

//(/. And Julia herself did give it me
;

And Julia herself hath brought it hither.

Pro. How I Julia !

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths.

And entertain'd them deeply iu her heart

:

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root?

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush

;

Be thou asham'd, that I have took upon me
Such an immodest raiment; if shame live

In a disguise of love

:

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, [minds.

Women to change their .shapes, than men their

Pro. Than men their minds ! "tis true ; O heaven

!

were man
But constant, he were perfect : that one error [sins

:

Fills him with faults ; makes him run fcrough all

Inconstancy falls otf, ere it begins :

Wliat is in Silvia's face, but I may spy
More fresh in Julia's witli a constant eye ?

Val. Come, come, a hand from either :

Let me be blest to make this happy close

;

'Twere pity two such friends should be long foes.

Pro. Bear witness, heaven, I have my wish for

Jul. And I have mine. [ever.

Enf6r Outlatvs, with Duke and Thurio.

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize !

Val. Forbear, I say : it is my lord the duke.

Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac'd,

Banish'd Valentine.

Dulce. Sir Valentine !

Thu. Yonder is Silvia ; and Silvia's mine.

Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death ;

Come not within the measure ofmy wrath :

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again,

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands.

Take but possession of her with a touch ;

—

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.

—

Thu. Sir Valentine, 1 care not for her, I

;

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger
His body for a girl, tliat loves liim not

:

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine.

Dulce. The more degenerate and base art thou.
To make such means for her as thou hast done.
And leave her on such slight conditions.

—

Now, by the honour ofmy ancestry,

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine,

And think thee wortliy of an empress' love.

Know, then, I here forget all former griefs.

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.

—

Plead a new state in thy unrivall'd merit,

To which I thus subscribe,—sir Valentine,

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd

;

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv'd her.

Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me
happy.

I now beseecli you, for your daughter's sake.

To grant one boon that I shall ask of yon.

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate'er it be.

Val. These banish'd men, that I have kept withal,

Are men, endued with worthy qualities;

Forgive them what ftiey have committed here.

And let them be recall'd from their exile :

They are reformed, civil, full of good.

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. [thee ;

Dulce. Thou hast prevail'd : I pardon them and
Dispose of them, as thou know'st their deserts.

Come, let us go ; we will include all jars

With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity.

Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smile :

What think you of this page, my lord ? [blushes.

Dulce. I think the boy hath grace in nim ; he
Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy.

Duke. What mean you by that saying ?

Val. Please you, I'll tell you as we pass along,

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

—

Come, Proteus ; 'tis your penance, but to hear

The story of your loves discovered :

Tliat done, our day of marriage shall be yours :

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. [Exeunt.



MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.
Of this play there is a tradition preserved by Mr. Rowe, that it was written at the command of Queen Elizabeth,

who was so delighted with the character of Falstalf, that she wished it to be ditfused through move plays ; but suspectinK
that it might pall by continued uniformity, directed the poet to diversify his manner, oy shewing him in love. No
task is harder than that of writing to the ideas of another. Shakspeare knew what the queen, if the story be true,
seems not to have known, that by any real passion of tenderness, the selfish craft, (he careless jollity, and the lazy
luxury of FalstafF must have suffered so much abatement, that little of his former cast would have remained. Fal.staff

could not love, but by ceasing to be Falstalf. He could only counterfeit love, and his professions could be prompted,
not by the hope of pleasure, but of money. Thus the poet approached as near as he could to the work enioined
him ; yet having perhaps in the former plas's completed his own idea, seems not to have been able to give FalstafT
all his former power of entertainment.
This comedy is remarkable for the variety and number of the personages, who exhibit more characters appropri-

ated and discriminated, than perhaps can be found in any other play.

Whether Shakspeare was the first that produced upon the English stage the effect of language distorted and depraved
by provincial or foreign pronunciation, I cannot certainly decide. This mode of forming ridiculous characters can
confer praise only on him who originally discovered it, for it requires not much of either wit or judgment; its

success must be derived almost wholly from the player, but its power in a skilful mouth, even he that despises it

is unable to resist.

The conduct of this drama is deficient; the action begins and ends often, before the conclusion, and the different
parts might change places without inconvenience ; hut its general power, that power by which all works of genius shall

finally be tried, is such, that perhaps it never yet had reader or spectator who did not think it too soon at the end.
Johnson.
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Scene,— Windsor, and the Parts adjacent.

ACT I.

Scene I.— Windsor. Before Page's House.

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh
Evans.

Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not ; I will make
a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were twenty sir

.lohn FalstafFs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow,
esquire.

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace,
and coram.

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender and Cust-alorum.
Slen. Ay, and ratolortim too ; and a gentleman

born, master parson ; who writes h.\mse\i armigero ;

in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armi-
gero.

Shal. Ay, that we do ; and have done any time
these three hundred years.

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, have
done't ; and all his ancestors, that come after him,
may : they may give the dozen white luces in their

Shal. It is an old coat. [coat.

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old
coat well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar

beast to man, and signifies—love.

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is

an old coat.

Slen. I may quarter, coz ?
Shal. You may, by marrying.
Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it.

Sltul. Not a whit.

Eva. Yes, py'r-lady ; if he has a quarter of your
coat, there is but three skirts for j'ourself, in" my
simple conjectures : but this is all one : if sir John
PalstalT have committed disparagements unto you,
I am of the church, and will be glad to do my be-
nevolence, to make atonements and compromises
between you.

Shal. The Council shall hear it : it is a riot.

£«a. It is not meet the Council hear a riot;
there is no fear of Got in a riot : the Council, look
you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not
to hear a riot ; take your vizaments in that.

Shal. Ha ! o' my life, if I were yoong again, the
sword should end it.

Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword, and
end it . and there is another device in my prain,
which, peradventure, prings goot discretions with
it : there is Anne Page, which is daughter to

master George Page, which is pretty virginity.

Slen. Mistress Anne Page ? She has brown hair,

and speaks small like a woman.
Eva. It is that fery verson for all the 'orld, as

just as you wll desire ; and seven hundred pounds
of monies, and gold, and silver, is her grandsire,

upon his death's-bed, ( Got deliver to a joyful

resurrections!) give, when she is able to o\ertake
seventeen years old : it were a goot motion, if we
leave our pribbles and prabbles, and desire a
marriage between master Abraham, and mistress

Anne Page. [pound ?

Shal. Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred
Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny.
Shal. I know the young gentlewoman ; she has

good gifts.

Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and possibilities,

is good gifts.

Shal. Well, let us see honest master Page : is

Falstaff there ?

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar,

as I do despise one that is false ; or, as I despise

one that is not true. The knight, sir John, is

there ; and I beseech you, be ruled by your well-

willers. I will peat the door [knocks] for master

Page. What, hoa I Got pless your house here !

Enter Page.

Page. Who's there ?

Eva. Here is Got's plessing, and yonr friend, and
justice Shallow : and here young master Slender-

that, peradventures, shall tell you another tale, ii

matters grow to your likings.

Page. I am glad to see your worships well : I

thank you for my venison, master Shallow.

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you ; ranch

good do it your good heart ! 1 wished your venison

better; it was ill killed :—How doth good mistress

Pa^e ?—and I love you always with my heart, la
;

Page. Sir, I thank you. fwith ray heart

Shal. Sir, I thank you ; by yea anU no, I do.

c
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Page. I am glad to see you, good master Slender.

Slen. How does your tallow greyhound, sir? I

lieard say, he was out-run on Cotsale.

Page. It eould not be judged, sir.

Slen. You'll not confess, you'll not confe.ss.

Shal. That he svill not ;
—

'tis your fault, 'tis your
fault :

—
'tis a good dog.

Page. A cur, sir.

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog ; can
there be more said i he is good, and fair.—Is sir

John FalstafiF here '?

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do
a good otfice between you.

Eva. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak.
Shal. He hath wrong'd me, master Page.
Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Shal. If it be confess'd, it is not redress'd; is not
that so, master Page? He hath wrong'd me ; in-

deed, he hath ;—at a word he hath ;—believe me ;

—

Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wrong'd.
Page. Here conies sir John.

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nym, and
Pistol.

Fal. Now, master Shallow; you'll complain of
me to the king !

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed

ray deer, and broke open my lodge.

Fal. But not kiss'd your keeper's daughter?
Shal. Tut, a pin ! this shall be answer'd.
Fal. I will answer it straight ;—I have done all

this :—that isjnow answer'd.
Shal. The Council shall know this.

Fal. 'Twere better for you, if it were known in

counsel : you'll be laiigh'd at.

Eva. Pauca verba, sir John, goot worts.

Fal. Good worts ! good cabbage.—Slender, I

broke your head ; what matter have you against me ?

Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against

you ; and against your coney-catching rascals, Bar-
dolph, Nym, and Pistol. They carried me to the
tavern, and made me drunk, and afterwards picked
my pocket.

Bard. You Banbury cheese !

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Pist. How now, Mephostopbilas ?

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.
Ny/n. Slice, I say ! pauca, paiica ; slice ! that's

my humour. [cousin?
Slen. Where's Simple, my man ?—can you tell,

Eva. Peace : I pray you ! Now let us under-
stand : there is three umpires in this matter, as I

understand : that is—master P3ige,Jidelicet, master
Page; and there is myself, Jidelicet, myself; and
the three party is, lastly and finally, mine host of
the Garter. [them.
Page. We three, to hear it, and end it between
Eva. Ferry goot : I will make a prief of it in my

note-book; and we will afterwards 'ork upon the
cause, with as great discreetly as we can.

Fal. Pistol,—
Pist. He liears with ears.

Eva. The tevil and his tarn ! what phrase is this.

He hears with ears ? Why, it is affectations,

Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slender's purse ?

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would I

might never come in mine own great chamber again
els^) of seven groats in mill sixpences, and two
Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two shilling and
two pence a-piece of Yead Miller, by these gloves.

Fal. Is this true. Pistol ?

Eva. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse.
Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner I—Sir John and

master mine,
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo :

Word of denial in thy labras here
;

Word of denial : froth and scum, thou liest.

Slen. By these gloves, then 'twas he.
Nym. Be advis'd, sir, and pass good humours; I

will say, marry (rap, with you, if you run the nut-

hook's humour on me ; that is the very note of it.

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it

:

for though I cannot remember what I did when you
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass .

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John ?

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, 1 say, the gentle-

man had drunk himself out of his five sentences,

Eva. It is his five senses : fie, what the ignorance is

!

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, ca-

shier'd ; and so conclusions pass'd the careires.

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too ; but 'tis

no matter : I'll ne'er be drunk whilst I live again,

but in honest, civil, godly company, for this trick :

if I be drunk, I'll be drunk with tho.se that have
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves.

Eva. So God 'udge me, that is a virtuous mind.

Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentle-

men
;
you hear it.

Enter Mistress AimE Page, ivith wine ; Mistress
Ford a7id Mistress Page following.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we'll

drink within. [Exit Anne Page.
Slen. O heaven ! this is mistress Anne Page.

Page. How now, mistress Ford ?

Fal. Mistress Ford, by ray troth, you are very well

met : by your leave, good mistress. (^Aissiw^ her.)

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome :

—

Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; come,
gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down all unkind-

ness. [Exeunt all but Shal. Slen. and Evans.
Slen. I had rather than forty shillings, I had my

book of Songs and Sonnets here :

—

Enter Simple,

How now. Simple ! Where have you been ? I must
wait on myself, must I ? You have not The Booh
of Riddles about you, have you?

Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you not lend it

to Alice Shortcake upon Allhallowmas last, a fort-

night afore Michaelmas J

S/mI. Come, coz ; come, coz ; we stay for you,

A word with you, coz : marry, this, coz : there is,

as 'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off

by sir Hugh here ;—do you understand me ?

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if it

be so, I shall do that that is reason.

Shal. Nay, but understand me.

Slen. So 1 do, sir.

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender : I

will description the matter to you, if you be capacity

of it.

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says

:

I pray you, pardon me ; he's a justice of peace in

his country, simple though I stand here.

Eva. But this is not tiie question ; the question

is concerning your marriage.

Shal. Ay, there's the point, sir.

Eva. Marry, is it; the very point of it , to mistress

Anne Page.
Sle7i. Why, if it be so, I will marry her, upon

any reasonable demands,
Eva. But can you atrectioD the 'oraan ? Let us

command to know that of yo'ir mouth, or of your

lips ; for divers philosophers hold, that the lips is

parcel of the mouth ;—therefore, precisely, can
you carry your good will to the maid ?

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love her?
Slen. I hope, sir,—I will do, as it shall become

one that would do reason.

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you must
speak possitable, if you can carry her your desires

towards her,

Shal. That you must : will you, upon good
dowry, marry her ?

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon
your request, cousin, in any reason.

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet
coz ; what I do, is to pleasure you, coz : can you
love the maid ?
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Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but
if there be no great love in the beginning, yet hea-
ven may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when
we are married, and have more occasion to know one
another : I hope, upon familiarity will grow more
contempt; but if you say, marrij her, I will marry
her, that I am freely dissolved, and dissolutely.

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the
fanl' is in the "ort dissolutely : the 'ort is, according
to our meaning, resolutely ;—his meaning is good.

Skal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well.

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la.

Re-enter Anne Page.

Shal. Here comes fair mistress Anne :—Would
I were young, for your sake, mistress Anne!
Anne. The dinner is on the taole ; my father

desires your worships' company.
Shal. I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne.
Eva. Od's plessed will ! I will not be absence at

the grace. [Exeunt Shal. and Sir H. Evans.
Anne. Will't please your worship to come in, sir?
Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am
Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. [very well.'

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forsooth.
Go, sirrah, for all yon are my man, go, wait upon
ray cousin Shallow: [Exit Simple.] A justice of
peace sometime may be beholden to his friend for
a man:—I keep bnt three men and a boy yet, till

my mother be d^ad : but what though ? yet I live
like a poor gentleman born.
Anne. I may not go in without your worship:

they would not sit till you come.
Slen. I'faith, I'll eat nothing : I thank you as

much as though I did.

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in.

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you; I
bruised my shin the other day with playing at sword
and dagger with a master of fence, three veneys
for a dish of stewed prunes; and, by my troth, I

cannot abide the smell of hot meat since. Why do
your dogs bark so ? be there bears i' the town ? [of
Anne. I think there are, sir; I heard them talked
Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon

quarrel at it, as any man in England :—you are
afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not?
Anne. Ay, indeed, sir.

Slen. TJiat's meat and drink to me now : I have
seen Sackerson loose, twenty times ; and have taken
him by the chain : but, I warrant you, the women
have so cried and shriek'd at it, that it pass'd :—but
women, indeed, cannot abide 'em; they are very ill-

favoured rough things.

Re-enter Page.
Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we

stay for you.

Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, sir.

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose,
sir : come, come.

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way.
Page. Come on, sir.

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first.
Amie. Not I, sir

;
pray you, keep on.

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la : I will
not do you that wrong.
Anne. I pray you, sir.

Slen. ril rather be unmannerly than troublesome •

you do yourself wrong, indeed, la. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—T^g same.
Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius'
house which IS the way : and there dwells one mi.s-
tress Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse
or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, his
washer, and his wringer.

Simp. Well, sir.

f,.5r' ^^^' '^ '? P®"^"" y^* =—?»ve her this letter
;lor It IS a Oman that altogether's acquaintance with

mistress Anne Page : and tlie letter is to desire and
require her to solicit your master's desires to mis-
tress Anne Page : I pray you, begone : I will make
an end of my dinner; there's pippins and cheese to

come.
[ Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolph, Nym, Pistol,
and Robin.

Fal Mine host of the Garter,—
Host. What says my bully-rook ? Speak scho-

larly, and wisely. [of ray followers.
Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away .some
Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let them

wag ; trot, trot.

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week.
Host. Thou'rt an emperor, Caisar, Keisar, and

Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw,
he .shall tap : said I well, bully Hector?

Fal. Do so, good mine host.

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow : let me .see

thee froth, and lime : I am at a word ; follow.

[Exit Host.
Fal. Bardolph, follow him ; a tapster is a good

trade : an old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered
serving-man, a fresh tapster : go ; adieu.
Bard. It is a life that I have desired; I will

thrive. [Exit Bard.
Pist. O base Gongarian wight! wilt thou the

spigot wield ?

Nym. He was gotten in drink : is not the humour
conceited ? His mind is not heroic, and there's the
humour of it

Fal. I am glad, I am so acquit of this tinder-
box

;
his thefts were too open ; his filching was like

an unskilful singer, he kept not time. [rest.

Nym. The good humour is, to .steal at a minutes
Pis. Convey, the wise it call : steal ! foh ; a fico

for the phrase !

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels.
Pist. Why then, let kibes ensue.
Fal. There is no remedy; I must coney-catch;

1 must shift.

Pist. Young ravens must have food.

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town?
Pist. I ken the wight; he is of substance good.
Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am
Pist. Two yards, and more. [about.
Fal. No quips now. Pistol : indeed I am in the

waist two yards about : but I am now about no waste;
I am about thrift Briefly, I do mean to make love
to Ford's wife ; I spy entertainment in her ; she dis-

courses, she carves, she gives the leer of invitation ;

I can construe the action of her familiar style ; and
the hardest voice of her behaviour, to be English'd
rightly, is, 1 am sir John Falstaff's.

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated

her well ; out of honesty into English. [pass?
Nytn. The anchor is deep : will that humour
Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule

of her husband's purse; she hath legions of angels.

Pist. As many devils entertain ; and. To her, boy,

say I. [me the angels.

Nym. The humour rises ; it is good : humour
Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her : and

here another to Page's wife ; who even now gave
me good eyes too, examin'd my parts with most
judicious eyelids : sometimes the beam of her view
gilded my foot, sometimes my portly belly.

Pist. Then did the sun on dung-hill shine.

Nytn. I thank thee for that humour.

Fal. O, she did so course o'er ray exteriors with

such a greedy intention, that the appetite of her
eye did seem to scorch me up like a burning glass

!

Here's another letter to her: she bears the purse
too ; she is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty.
I will be cheater to them both, and they shall be
exchequers to me ; they shall be my East and VVest
Indies, and 1 will trade to them both. Go, bear
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thou tliis letter to mistress Page ; and thou this to

mistress Ford : we will tliri\'e, lads, we will thrive.

Pist. Shall 1 sir Pandarus of Troy become.

And by my side wear steel? then, Liiciftr take all

!

Nyni. I will run no base humour : here, take the

humour letter ; I will keep the 'ha\ iour of reputation.

Fal. Hold, sirrah, {to Rob.) bear you these let-

ters tightly

;

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.

—

Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hail-stones, go ;

Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; seek shelter, pack I

Falstaff will learn the humour of this age,

French thrift, you rogues ; myself, and skirted page.

VExeunt Fal. and Robin.
Pist. Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd and

fullam holds.

And high and low beguile the rich and poor

:

Tester Pll have in pouch, when thou shalt lack,

Base Phrygian Turk !

Nym. 1 have operations in my head, which be
humours of revenge.

Pist. Wilt thou revenge ?

Nym. By welkin, and her star

!

Pist. With wit, or steel?
Nym. With both the humours, I

:

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page.
Pist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold,

How Falstaff, varlet vile.

His dove will pro\ e, his gold will hold.

And his soil couch defile.

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will incense
Page to deal with poison ; I will possess him with
yellowness, for the revolt of mien is dangerous : that
is my true humour.

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents : I se-
cond thee ; troop on. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Rootn in Dr. Caius' House.

Enter Mistress Quickly, Simple, and Rugby.
Quick. What: John Rugby!—I pray thee, go

to the casement, and see if you can see my master,
master Doctor Caius, coming : if he do, i'faith, and
find any body in the house, here will be an old
abusing of God's patience, and the king's English.
Ru^. I'll go watch. [E.vit Rugby.
Quick. Go; and we'll have a posset for't soon at

night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire.

An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant
shall come in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no
tell-tale, nor no breed-bate ; his worst fault is, that
he is given to prayer ; he is something peevish that
way : but nobody but has his fault ;—but let that
pass. Peter Simple, you say your name is ?

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quick. And master Slender's your master ?

Sim. Ay, forsooth.

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard,
like a glover's paring knife ?

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee face,
with a little yellow beard ; a Cain -coloured beard.

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not?
Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of his

hands, as any is between this and his head ; he hath
fought with a warrener.

Quick. How say you ?—O, I should remember
him ? Does he not hold up his head, as it were? and
•strut in his gait?

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he.

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse
fortune ! Tell master parson Evans, I will do what
1 can for your master : Anne is a good girl, and I
wish

—

Re-enter Rugby.

fiwjr. Out, alas I here comp-j my master.
Quick. We shall all be shent : rim in here, good

young man; go into this closet. {Shuts Simple in
the closet) He will not stay long.—What, John
Rugby

! John, what, John, I say !—Go, John, go
enquire for my master ; I doubt, he be not well.

that he comes not home :

—

and down, doivn, adotvn-
a, &c. {Sings.)

Enter Doctor Caius.

Caius. Vat is you sing ? I do not like dese toys

;

Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet mi boitier
verd; a box, a green-a box; do intend vat I speak?
a green-a box.

Quick. Ay, forsooth, I'll fetch it you. I am glad
he went not in himself: if he had found the young
man, he would have been horn-mad. {Aside.)

Caius. Fe,fe fe,fe! mafoi, ilfait fort chaud.
Je trien vais a la Cour,—la grande affairs.

Quick. Is it this, sir?

Caius. Ouy : niette le au mon pocket ; depeche
quickly :—Vere is dat knave Rugby?

Quick. What, John Rugby ! John

!

Rug. Here, sir.

Cams. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack
Rugby : come, take-a your rapier, and come after

my heel to de court.

Rug. 'Tis ready, sir, here in the porch.
Cams. By my trot, I tarry too long :—Od's me !

Quay foublie ! dere is some simples in my closet,

dat 1 will not for the varld I shall leave behind.
Quick. Ah me ! he'll find the young man there,

and be mad

!

Caius. O diable, diable ! vat is in my closet?

—

Villainy ! larron ! {Pulling Simple out.) Rugby, my
Quick. Good master, be content. [rapier.

Caius. Verefore shall I be content-a ?

Quick. The young man is an honest man.
Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ?

dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet.

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic ; hear
the truth of it : he came of an errand tb me from

Caius. Veil. [parson Hugh.
Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to

—

Quick. Peace, I pray you.
Caius. Peace-a your tongue :—Speak-a your tale.

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your
maid, to speak a good word to Mrs. Anne Page for
my master, in the way of marriage.

Quick. This is all, indeed, la ; but I'll ne'er' put
ray finger in the fire, and need not.

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you?—Rugby, baillez
me some paper : tarry you a little-a while.

(
TT rites.)

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been
thoroughly moved, you should have heard him so
loud, and so melancholy ;—but notwithstanding,
man, I'll do your master what good I can : and the
very yea and the no is, the French doctor, my mas-
ter,—I may call him my master, look you, for I
keep his house ; and I vvash, wring, brew, bake,
scour, dress meat and drink, make the beds, and
do all myself:

—

[hand.
Sini. 'Tis a great charge, to come under one body's
Quick. Are you avis'd o' that ? you shall find it a

g^eat charge : and to be up early and do\. u late ;

—

but notwithstanding, (to tell you in your ear; I

would have no words of it;) my master himself is

in love with mistress Anne Page : but notwithstand-
ing that,—I know Anne's mind,—that's neither

here nor there.

Caius. You jack'nape : give-a dis letter to sir

Hugh ; by gar, it is a shallenge : I will cut his troat

in de park ; and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape

priest to meddle or make :—you may be gone ; it is

not good you tarry here ;—by gar, I will cut all his

two stones ; by gar, he shall not have a stone to trow
at his dog. ^Exit Simple.

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend.

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat;—do not you
tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself?

—

by gar, I vill kill de Jack Priest ; and I have ap-

pointed mine host of de Jarterre to measure our

weapon :—by gar, J vill myself have Anne Page.
Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be

well : we must give folks leave to prate : what, the
good-jer .'
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Cams. Rugby, come to de court vit me :—By
gar if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head
out of my door :—Follow ray heels, Rugby.

[Exeunt Caius and Rugby.
Quick. You shall have An fools-head of your own.

No, I knovv Anne's mind for that : never a woman in

Windsor knows more of Anne's mind than I do
;

nor can do more than I do with her, I thank heaven.

Pent. (Within.) Who's within there, ho?
Quick. Who's there, I trow? Come near the

house, I pray you.

Enter Fenton.

Fen. How now, good woman ; how dost thou ?

Quick. The better, that it pleases your good
worship to ask. [Anne ?

Fen. What news? how does pretty mistress

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest,

and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell

you tnat by the way ; I praise heaven for it.

Fenf. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou? Shall^

I not lose my suit ?

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but
notwithstanding, master Fenton, I'll be sworn on a
book, she loves you :—have not your worship a
wart above your eye ?

Fent. \ es, marry, have I ; what of that ?

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ;—good faith,

it is such another Nan :—but, I detest, an honest
maid as ever broke bread :—we had an hour's talk
of that wart :—I shall never laugh but in that
maid's company ! But, indeed, she is given too
much to allicholly, and musing : but for you

—

Well, go to.

Fenf. Well, I shall see her to-day; hold, there's

money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf:
if thou seest her before me, commend me

—

Quick. Will I? i'faith, that we will; and 1 will

tell your worship more of the wart, the next time
we have confidence; and of other wooers.

Fent. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste now.
[Exit.

Quick. Farewell to your worship.—Truly, an
honest gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; for I

know Anne's mind as well as another does :—out
upon't ! what have I forgot ? [Exit.

ACT II. Scene I.

—

Before Page's House.

Enter Mistv'ss Page, with a letter.

Mrs. Page. What ! have I 'scap'd love-letters in

the holy-day time of my beauty, and am I now a
subject for them ? Let me see : (Reads.)
Ask ?ne no reason why Hove you;for though love

use reasonfor his precisian, he admits him notfor
his counsellor : you are not young, no more am I

;

go to then, there's sympathy : you are merry, so am
I ; Ha ! ha ! then there's more sympathy : you love
sack, and so do I ; ivould you desire better sympa-
thy ? Let it suffice thee, tnistress Page,(at the least,

if the love ofa soldier can suffice), that Hove thee.

I will not say, pity me, tis not a soldier-like

phrase ; but I say, love me. By me.

Thine own true knight,
By day or night.
Or any kind of light.

With all his might
For thee to fight, John Falstaff.

What a Herod of Jewiy is this !—O wicked, wicked
world !—one that is well nigh worn to pieces with
age, to show himself a young gallant! What an
unweighed behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard
picked (with the devil's name) out of my conver-
sation, that he dares in this manner assay me ?

Why, he hath not been thrice in my company I

—

Wliat should I say to him ?—I was then frugal of
my .mirth :—heaven forgive me !—Why, I'll exhibit
a bill in the parliament for the putting down of men.
How shall I be revenged on him? for revenged I

will be, as sure as his guts are made f'f puddings.

Enter Mistress Ford.
Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me, I was going

to your house.

Mrs. Page. A.nA, trust me, I was coming to you.
You look very ill. [show to the contrary.
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that ; I have to

Mrs. Page. 'Faith, but you do, in my mind.
Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then

;
yet, I say, I could

show you to the contrary : O, mistress Page, give
me some counsel

!

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ?

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one
trifling respect, I could come to such honour !

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the
honour : what is it ?—dispense with trifles ;

—

what is it ?

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eter-

nal moment, or so, I could be knighted.
ilrs. Page. What ? thou liest !—Sir Alice Ford

!

—These knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst
not alter the article of thy gentry.

Mrs. Ford. We burn daylight :—here, read,
read ;—perceive how I might be knighted.—I shall

think the worse of fat men, as long as I have an
eye to make difference of men's liking : and yet

he would not swear
;

praised women's modesty :

and gave such orderly and well-behaved reproof to

all uncomeliness, that I would have sworn liis dis-

Eosition would have gone to the truth of his words :

ut they do no more adhere and keep place together
than the hundredth Psalm to the tune of Green
Sleeves. What tempest, I trow, threw this whale,
with so many tons of oil in his belly, ashore at

Windsor ? How shall I be revenged on him ? I
think the best way were to entertain him with hope,
till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in nis

own grease.—Did you ever hear the like ?

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name
of Page and Ford differs !—To thy great comfort
in this mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin-bro-
ther of thy letter : but let thine inherit first ; for, [

protest, mine never shall. I warrant, he hath a
thousand of these letters, writ with blank space for

different names (sure more), and these are of the
second edition : he will pnnt them out of doubt

;

for he cares not what he puts into the press when
he would put us two. I had rather be a giantess, and
lie under mount Pelion. Well, I will find you
twenty lascivious turtles, ere one chaste man.
Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the very

hand, the very words : what doth he think of us?
Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not : it makes me al-

most ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I'll

entertain myself like cue, that I am not acquainted
withal ; for, sure, unless he know some strain in me,
that I know not myself, he would never have board-
ed me in this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it ? I'll be sure
to keep him above deck.
Mrs. Page. So will I ; if he come under my

hatches, I'll never to sea again. Let's be reveng'd
on him : let's appoint him a meeting

;
give him a

show of comfort m his suit ; and lead him on with

a fine baited delay, till he hath pawn'd his horses to

mine host of the Garter.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any vil-

lany against him, that may not sully the chariness

of our honesty. O, that my husband saw this letter

!

it would give eternal food to his jealousy.

Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes ; and
my good man too : he's as far from jealousy, as I

am from giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is an

unmeasurable distance.

Mrs. Ford. You are the h.appier womai..

Mrs. Page. Let's consult together against this

greasy knight : come hither. [They retire.

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nym.
Ford Well, I hope, it be not so.

Pist. Hope is a cmtail dog in some affairs ;

Sir John aflccts thy wife.
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Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. (poor,

Pist. He wooes botli high and low, both rich and

Both young aud old, one witii another. Ford
;

He loves thy gally-maufry ; Ford, perpend.

Ford. Love uiy wife ? [thou,

Pist. W^ith liver burning hot : prevent, or go

Like sir Acteon, with Ringwood at thy heels :

—

O, odious is the name !

Ford. What name, sir ?

Pist. The horn, I say : farewell. [night

:

Take heed ; have open eye , for thieves do foot by
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo birds do
Away, sir corporal Nym. [sing.

—

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit Pistol.

Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this.

Nym. And this is true
;

{to Page.) I like not

the humour of lying. He hath wronged me in

some humours ; I should have borne the humoured
letter to her: but I have a sWord, and it shall bite

upon my necessity. He loves your wife ; there's
(he short and the long. My name is corporal
Nym ; I speak, and I avouch. 'Tis true :—my
name is Nym, and Falstafl" loves your wife.—Adieu !

I love not the humour of bread and cheese ; and
there's the humour of' it. Adieu. [Exit Nym.

Page. The humour of it, quoth'a! here's a fellow

frights humour out of his wits.

Ford. I will seek out FalstaiT. [rogne.

Page- I never heard such a drawling, afiiecting

Ford. If I do find it, well.

Page. I will not believe such a Catalan, though the

priest o' the town commended him for a true man.
Ford. 'Twas a good sensible fellow : well.

Page. How now, Meg? [you.

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George ?—Hark
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ? why art

thou melancholy ?

Ford. I melancholy ? I am not melancholy.

—

Get you home, go.

Mrs. Ford. 'Faith, thou hast some crotchets in

thy head now.—Will you go, mistress Page ?

Mrs. Page. Have with you.—You'll come to

dinner, George ? Look, who comes yonder : she
shall be our messenger to this paltry knight. {Aside
io Mrs. Ford.)

Enter Mistress Quickly.

Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her: she'll fit it.

Mrs. Page. You are come to see my daughter
Anne ? [good mistress Anne ?

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how does
Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and see : we have an

hour's talk with you.

[Exeimt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Quickly.
Page. How now, master Ford 'i*

Ford. You have heard what this knave told me
;

flid you not ? [me ?

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ?

Page. Haug 'em, slaves; I do not think the
knight would otfer it : but these that accuse him in

his intent towards our wives, are a yoke of his

discarded men : very rogues, now they be out of
Ford. Were they his men ? [service.

Page. Marry, were they.

Ford. I like it ne^ er the better for that.—Does
he lie at the Garter?
Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend

this voyage towards my wife, I would turn her
loose to him ; and what he gets more of her than
sharp words, let it lie on my head.

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife but I would
be loath to turn them together : a man may be too
confident

: 1 would have nothing lie on my head

:

1 cannot be thus satisfied.

Pa^e. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter
romes

:
there is either liquor in his pate, or money

in his purse, when he looks so merrily.—How now,
mine host ;

Enter Host and Siullovv.

Host. How now, bully-rook ? thou'rt a gentle
man : cavalero-justice, I say.

S/ial. I follow, mine host, I follow.—Good even,
and twenty, good master Page ! Master Page, will
you go with us ? we have sport in hand. [rook.

Host. Tell him, cavalero-justice ; tell him, bully-
S/utl. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between

sir Hugh the Welch priest, and Caius the French
doctor. [you.

Ford. Good mine host o'the Garter, a word with
Host. What say'st thou, bully-rook? {They go

aside.)

Shal. Win you {to Page) go with us to behold
it ? My merry host hath had the measuring of their

weapons; and, I think, he hatli appointed them
contrary places : for, believe me, I hear, the parson
is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what our sport
shall be. [guest-cavalier?

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my
Ford. None, I protest : but I'll give you a pottle

of burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell

him my name is Brook ; only for a jest.

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress anA
regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be Brook:
it IS a merry knight.—Will you go on, hearts ?

Shal. Have with you, mine host.

Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good
skill in his rapier.

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more : in

these times you stand on distance, your passes,

stoccadoes, and I know not what: 'tis the heart,

master Page ; 'tis here, 'tis here. I have seen the
time, with my long sword, I would have made you
four tall fellows skip like rats.

Host. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag?
Page. Have with you :—I had rather hear them

scold than fight. [Exeunt Host, Shalloiv and Page.
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands

so firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put oft"

my opinion so easily : she was in his company at

Page's house ; and, what they made there, I know
not. Well, I will look further into't : and I have a
disguise to sound Falstafl": if I find her honest,
I lose not my labour ; if she be otherwise, 'tis labour
well bestowed. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstafp and Pistol.

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny.
Pist. Why, then the world's mine oyster,

Which I with sword will open.

—

I will retort the sum in equipage.

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you
should lay my countenance to pawn : I have grated
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you and
your coach-fellow, Nym; or else you had looked
through the grate, like a gerainy of baboons. I am
damned in hell, for swearing to gentlemen luy friends,

you were good soldiers, aud tall fellows: and when
mistress Bridget lost the handle of her fan, I took't
upon mine honour, thou hadst it not.

Pist. Didst thou not share? hadst thou not fif-

teen pence ?

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : think'st thou
I'll endanger my soul, gratis? At a word, hang
no more aoout me, I am no gibbet for you:—go.

—

A short knife and a throng;—to your manor of
Pickt-hatch,go.—You'll not bear a letter for me,
you rogue !— You stand upon your honour!—Why,
thou unconfinable baseness, it is as much as I can
do to keep the terms of my honour jirecise. I, I,

I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of heaven on
the left hand, and hiding mine honour in my neces-
sity, ani fain to shuiUe, to hedge, and to lurch

; and
yet you, rogue, will esconce your rags, your cat-
anioiintain looks, your red-lattice phrases, and
your bold beating oaths, under the shelter of your
honour ! You will not do it, you?
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Pisl. I do relent; What vvonld'st thou more of

Enter Robin. [man?

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would speak with you.

Fal. Let her approach.

E?iter Mistress Quickly.

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow.
Fal. Good-morrow, good wife.

Quick. Not so, an't please your worship.

Fal. Good maid, then.

Quick. I'll be sworn ; as my mother was, the first

hour I was born.

Fal. 1 do believe the swearer : what with me ?

Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word
or two ?

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman ; and I'll vouch-
safe thee the hearing.

Quick. There is one mistress Ford, sir ;—I pray,

come a little nearer this ways :— I myself dwell
with master doctor Caius.

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say,

Quick. Your worship says very true : I pray
your worship, come a little nearer this ways.

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears;—mine own
people, mine own people.

Quick. Are they so? Heaven bless them, and
make them bis servants

!

Fal. Well: Mistress Ford ;—what of her?
Quick. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord,

lord ! your worship's a wanton : well, heaven for-

give yoD, and all of us, I pray !

Fal. Mistress Ford ;—come, mistress Ford,

—

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of

it; you have brought her into such a canaries, as

'tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all, when
the court lay at Windsor, could never have brought

her to such a canary. Yet there has been knights,

and lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches ; I

warrant you, coach after coach, letter after letter,

gift after gift ; smelling so sweetly, ( all musk,) and
so rushling, I warrant you, in silk and gold; and
in such alligant terms ; and in such wine and sugar

of the best, and the fairest, that would have won
any woman's heart ; and, I warrant you, they could

never get an eye-wink of her.—I had myself twenty
angels given me this morning : but I defy all an-

gels, ( in any such sort, as they say,) but in the way
of honesty : —and, I warrant j'ou, tney could never
get her so much as sip on a cup with the proudest

of them all : and yet there has been earls, nay,

which is more, pensioners ; but, I warrant you, all

is one with her. f good she Mercury.
Fal. But what says she to me ? be brief, my
Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter ; for

the which she thanks you a thousand times : and
she gives you to notify, that her husband will be
absence from his house between ten and eleven.

Fal. Ten and eleven?
Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come

and see the picture, she says, that you wot of;

—

master Ford, her husband, will be from home.
Alas ! the sweet woman leads an ill life with him

;

he's a very jealousy man : she leads a very fram-

pold life with him, good heart.

Fal. Ten and eleven : woman, commend me to

her : I will not fail her.

Quick. WTiy, you say well : but I have another

messenger to your worship : Mistress Page hath

her hearty commendations to you too ;—and let

me tell you in your ear, she's as fartuous a civil

modest wife, and one ( I tell you ) that will not miss
you morning nor evening prayer, as any is in

Windsor, whoe'er be the other : and she bade me
tell your worship, that her husband is seldom from
home ; but, she hopes, there will come a time. I

never knew a woman so dote upon a man ; surely,
I think you have charms, la ;

yes, ia truth.

Fal. Not 1, 1 assure thee ; setting the attraction
of my good parts aside, I have no other charms.

Quick. Blessing on your heart for't!

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's

wife, and Page's wife, acquainted each other how
they love me ?

Quick. That were a jest, indeed !—they have not

so little grace, I hope :—that were a trick, indeed !

But mistress Page would desire you to send her

your little page, of all loves; her husband has a
marvellous infection to the little, page : and, truly,

master Page is au honest man. Never a wife in

Windsor leads a better life than she does ; do what
she will, say what she will, take all, pay all, go to

bed when she list, rise when she list, all is as she

will ; and, truly, she deserves it : for if there be a

kind woman in Windsor, she is one. You must

send her your page ; no remedy.
Fal. Why, I will.

Quick. Nay, but do so then: and look you, he

may come and go between you both ; and, in any

case, have a nayword, that you may know one

another's mind, and the boy never need to under-

stand any thing; for 'tis not good that children

.should know any wickedness : old folks, you know,

have discretion, as they say, and know the world.

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both :

there's my purse ; I am yet thy debtor.—Boy, go

along with this woman. This news distracts me !

[Exeunt Quickly and Robiii.

Pist. This punk is one of Cupid's carriers :

Clap on more sails
;
pursue, up with your fights

;

Give fire ; she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all

!

{Exit Pistol.

Fal. Say'st thou so, old Jack? go thy ways; I'll

make more of thy old body than I have done. Will

they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the

expence of so much money, be now a gainer?

Good body, I thank thee : let them say, 'tis grossly

done ; so it be fairly done, no matter.

Enter Babdolph.

Bard. Sir John, there's one master Brook below

would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with

vou; and hath sent your worship a mornings

Fal. Brook, is his name ? [draught of sack.

Bard. Ay, sir.

Fal. Call him in. [Exit Bardolph.] Such Brooks

are welcome to me, that o'erflow such liquor. Ah !

ha ! mistress Ford and inistress Page, have I en-

compassed you ? go to ; via !

Re-enter Bardolph, ivith Ford disguised.

Ford. Bless you, sir.

Fal. And you, sir : would you speak with me ?

Ford. I make bold to press with so little pre-

paration upon you.
_

Fal. You're welcome : what's your will ?—Give

us leave, drawer. [ E.vit Bardolph.

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent

much ; my name is Brook.

Fal. Good master Brook, I desire more ac-

quaintance of you.

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours : not to

charge you; for I must let you understand, I think

myself in better plight for a lender than you are;

the which hath something emboldened me to this

imseasoned intrusion : for they say, if money go

before, all ways do lie open.

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on.

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here

troubles me : if you will help me to bear it, sir

John, take all, or half, for easing me of the carriage.

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be

yonr porter. .„
[hearing.

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if yon will give me the

Fal. Speak, good master Brook ; I shall be glad

to be your servant.

Ford. Sir, 1 hear you are a scholar,— I will be

brief with you, and you have been a man long

known to me, though I had never so good means,

as desire, to make myself acquainted with you. I
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shall discover a thing to you, wherein I must very

much lay open mine own imperfection : but, good

sir John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as

yon hear them unfolded, turn another into the re-

gister of your own : that I may pass with a reproof

the easier, sith, you yourself know, how easy it is

to be such an otFender.

Fal. Very well, sir
;
proceed.

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her

husband's name is Ford.

Fal. Well, sir.

Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest to

you, bestowed much on her: followed her with a

doting observance ; engrossed opportunities to meet
her ; fee'd every slight occasion, that could but

niggardly gi^ e me sight of her ; not only bought

many presents to give her, but have given largely

to many, to know what she would have given :

briefly, I have pursued her, as love hath pursued

me ; which hath been, on the wing of all occasions.

But whatsoever I have merited, either in my mind
or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have received

none ; unless experience be a jewel ; that I have

purchased at an infinite rate ; and that hath taught

me to say this : [ sues

;

Love like a shadow flies, token substance lovepur-
Pursuing that that flies, andflying what pursues.

Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfac-

tion at her hands ?

Ford. Never.
Fal. Have you importuned her to such a purpose ?

Ford. Never.
Fal. Of what quality was your love then ?

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another man's

ground ; so that I have lost my edifice, by mistak-

ing the place where I erected it. [ me ?

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this to

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told

yon all. Some say, that, though she appear honest

io me, yet, in other places, she enlargeth her mirth

so far, that there is shrewd construction made of

her. Now, sir John, here is the heart of my pur-

pose : you are a gentleman of excellent breeding,

admirable discourse, of great admittance, authen-

tic in your place and person, generally allowed for

your many war-like, court-like, and learned pre-

parations.

Fal. O, sir!

Ford. Believe it, for you know it:— There is

money; spend it, spend it; spend more ; spend all

I have ; only give me so much of your time in ex-

change of it, as to lay an amiable siege to the ho-

nesty of this Ford's wife : use your art of wooing,

win her to consent to you ; if any man may, you
may as soon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of

your affection, that I should win what you would
enjoy? Methinks, you prescribe to yourself very

preposterously.

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so

securely on the excellency of her honour, that the

folly of my soul dares not present itself; she is too

bright io be looked against. Now, could I corae to

her with any detection in my hand, my desires had
instance and argument to commend themselves ; I

could dri\e her then from the ward of her purity,

her reputation, her marriage vow, and ;i thousand
other her defences, which now are too strongly em-
buttled against me : what say you to't, sir John ?

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with
your money ; next, give me your hand ; and last,

as I amagentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy

Ford's wife.

Ford. O, good sir !

Fal. Master Brook, I say you shall. [none.

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want
Fal. Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you

•shall want none. I shall be with her, ( I may tell

you ), by her own appointment ; even as you came
in to me, her assistant, or go-between, patted from

me : I say, I shall be with her between ten and
eleven ; for at that time the jealous rascally knave,
her husband, will be forth. Come you to me at

night ; vou shall know how I speed.

Ford.. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you
know Ford, sir?

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I know
him not : — yet I wrong him to call him poor ; they
say, the jealous wittolly knave hath masses of mo-
ney : for the which his wife seems to me well-fa-

voured. I will use her as the key of the cuckoldly
rogue's coffer ; and there's my harvest-home.
Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir; that you

might avoid him, if you saw him.
Fal. Hang him, mechaiiical salt-butter rogue

!

I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him
with my cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor
o'er tlie cuckold's horns : master Brook, thou shalt

know, I will predominate o'er the peasant, and thou
shalt lie with his wife.—Come to me soon at night :

—
Ford's a knave^ and I will aggravate his stile ; thou,

master Brook, shalt know him for a knave and
cuckold : — come to me soon at night. [Exit.

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this

!

—My heart is ready to crack with impatience.

—

Who says, this is improvident jealousy ? My wife

hath sent to him, the hour is fixed, the match is

made. Would any man have thought this?—See
the hell of having a fal.se woman ! my bed shall be
abused, my coffers ransacked, my reputation gnawn
at ; and I shall not only receive this villanous

wrong, but stand under the adoption of abominable
terms, and by him that does me this wrong.
Terms ! names ! Amaimon sounds well ; Luci-
fer, well; Barbason, well; yet they are devils' ad-
ditions, the names of fiends : but cuckold ! wittol-

cuckold ! the devil himself hath not such a name.
Page is an ass, a secure ass ; he will trust his wife,

he will not be jealous : I will rather trust a Fleming
with my butter, parson Hugh the Welchman with
my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua-vitae bottle,

or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife

with herself: then she plots, then she ruminates,

then she devises : and what they think in their

hearts they may effect, they will break their hearts

but they will effect. Heaven be praised for my
jealousy ! — Eleven o'clock the hour ;

— I will pre-

vent this, detect my wife, be revenged on FalstafT,

and laugh at Page. I will about it ; better three

hours too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie !

cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold

!

\.E.vit.

Scene HI.

—

Windsor Park.

Filter C.-uus and Rugby.

Caius. Jack Rugby.
Hug. Sir.

Cams. Vat is de clock. Jack ?

Hug. 'Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh pro-

mised to meet.

Cuius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no

come ; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he \? no come :

by gar. Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be

come.
Rug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship would

kill him if he came.
_

_

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill

kill him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you

how I vill kill him.

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence.

Caius. Villany, take your rapier.

Rug. Forbear ; here's company.

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page.

Host. 'Bless thee, bully doctor.

Shal. Save you, master doctor Caius.

Page. Now, good master doctor

!

Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir.

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come
for?

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see
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thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; to

see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy

distance, thy Djontant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian ?

is he dead, my Francisco ? ha, bully ! \VTiat says my
Esciilapius? my Galeu ? my heart of elder? ha! is

he dead, bully Stale ? is he dead ?

Cuius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of the
vorJd ; he is not show his face.

Host. Thou art a Castiliaa king, Urinal ! Hector
of Greece, my boy !

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness dat me have stay

six or seven, two or tree hoars for him, and he is no
come.

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is

a curer ot" souls, aud you a curer of bodies; if you
should fight, you go against the hair of your profes-

sion ; is it not true, master Page?
Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a

great fighter, though now a man of peace.
Shal. Bodykins, master Page, though I now be

old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger

itches to make one : though we are justices, and
doctors, and churchmen, master Page, we have some
salt of our youth in us; we are the sons of women,
master Page.
Page. 'Tis true, master Shallow.
ShaJ. It will be found so, master Page, blaster

doctor Caius, I am come to fetch yon home. I am
sworn of iiie peace

;
you have showed yourself a

wise physician, aud sir Hugh hath shown himself a
wise aud patient churchman : you must go with me,
master doctor.

Host. Pardon, guest justice :—A word, monsieur
Muck-water.
Caius. Muck-vather! vat is dat?
Host. Muck -water, in our English tongue, is

valour, bully.

Cains. By gar, then I have as much mnck-vater

as deEnglishman.^—Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar,

me vill cut his ears.

Host. He will clapper-claw thee, tightly, bully.

Cains. Clapper-de-claw? vat is dat?

Host. That is, he will make thee amends.

Cains. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de-

claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it.

Host. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag.

Caitis. Me tank you for dat.

Host. And moreover, bully. — But first, master

guest, and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender,

go you through the town to Frogmore. ( Aside to

tliem.

)

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ?

Host. He is there ; see what humour he is in ; and
I will bring the doctor about by the fields : will it

do well ?

Shal. We will do it.

Page, Shal. and Sleii. Adieu, good master doctor.

[^Exeunt Page, Shalloiv, and Slender.

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest ; for he

speak for a jack-au-ape to -\nne Page.

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy impa-

tience ; throw cold water on thy choler : go about

the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will bring

thee where mistress Anne Page is, at a farmhouse,

a-feasting : and thou shalt woo her : Cry'd game,
said I well?

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I

. love you ; and I shall procure-a you de good guest,

de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my
patients. •

Host. For the which ^vill be thy adversary

towards -\une Page ; said Wvell ?

Caius. By gar, tis good ; veil said.

Host. Let us wag then.

Caius. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Field near Frogmore.
Enter Sir HuGH Evans and Simple.

Eva. I pray you now, good master Slenders ser-

ving-man, and friend Simple by your name, which
vvay have you looked for master Caius, that calls
himself X>oc^or of Physic?

Sim. MaiTy, sir, the city-ward, the park-ward,
every way ; old Windsor way, and every way but
the town way.
Eva. I most feheraently desire you, you will also

look that way.
Sim. I will, sir.

Eva. 'Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am,
and trempling of mind ! —I shall be glad, if he have
deceived me : — how melancolies I am ! — I will

knog his urinals about his knave's costard, vvhen I

have good opportunities for the 'ork — 'pless my
soul !

(
Sings.

)

To shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing 7uadrigals

;

There icill tee make our peds of roses.

And a thousand vagrant posies.

To shallow—
'Mercy on me ! 1 have a great dispositions to cry.

Melodious birds sing madrigals :

Wheyi as I sat in Pabylon,—
And a thousand vagrain posies.

To shallow—
Sim. Yonder he is coming, this vvay, sir Hugh.
Eva. He's welcome :

—

To shallotv rivers, to whose falls—
Heaven prosper the right !—W hat weapons is he ?

Si)n. No weapons, sir : there comes my master,

master Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog-

more, over the stile, this way.
Eva. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else keep

it in your arms.
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Shal. How now, master parson? Good-morrow,
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice,

and a good student from his book, and it is won-
Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! [derful.

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh !

Eva. 'Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you !

Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! do you
study them both, master parson ?

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and
hose, this raw rheumatic day ?

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it.

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office,

master parson?
Eva. Fery well : what is it ?

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who,

belike, having received wrong by some person, is at

most odds with his own gravity and patience, that

ever you saw.
Shal. I have lived fourscore years, and upwards

;

I never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learn-

ing so wide of his own respect.

Eva. W^hat is he ?

Page. I think you know him ; master doctor

Cains, the renowned French physician.

Eva. Got's will, and his passion of my heart ! I

had as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge.

Page. Why ?

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates

and Galen,—and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly

knave, as you would desires to be acquainted withal.

Page. I warrant you, he's the man should fight

with him.

Sle}i. O, sweet Anne Page !

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons :—Keep tliem

asunder ;—here comes doctor Caius.

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby.

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. (weapon.

Host. Disarm them, aud let them question; let

them keep their limbs whole, and hack our English.

Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vityour

ear: verefore vill you notmeet-a me?
Eva. Pray you, use your patience : in good time.
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Cuius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog,

John ape.

Eva. Pray yon, let us not be langhing-stogs to

other men's humours ; I desire you in friendship, and
I will one way or other make you amends :—I will

knog your urinals about your knave's cogscomb, for

missing your meetings and appointments.
Caius. Diable ! — Jack Rugby, — mine Hosl de

Jarterre, have I not stay for him, to kill him ? have
I not, at de place 1 did appoint?
Eva. As I am a Christian's soul, now, look you,

this is the place appointed ; I'll be judgment by mine
host of die Garter.

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul, French
and Welch ; soul-curer and body-curer.

Caius. Ay, dat is very good ! excellent

!

Host. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the Garter.
Am I politic "? am I subtle ? am I a Machiavel ?

Sliall I lose my doctor '? no ; he gives me the potions,
and the motions. Shall I lose my parson? my priest?
my sir Hugh ? no ; he gives me the proverbs, and the
no-verbs.—Give me thy hand, terrestrial ; so :—Give
me thy hand, celestial ; so. Boys of art, I have
deceived you both ; I have directed you to wrong
places : your hearts are mighty, your skins are
whole, and let burnt sack be the issue.— Come, lay
their swords to pawn : — Follow me, lad of peace

;

follow, follow, follow.

S/ia/. Trust me, a mad host : — Follow, gentle-
men, follow.

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page !

[Exeunt Shallow^ Slender, Page and Host.
Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat? have you make -a

de sot of us ? ha, ha !

Eva. This is well ; he has made us his vlouting-
stog. I desire you, that we may be friends, and let

us knog our prains together, to be revenge on this

.same scall, scurvy, cogging companion, the host of
the Garter.

Caius. By gar, vit all my heart; he promise to

bring me vere is Anne Page : by gar, he deceive me
too.

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles : —Pray you,
follow. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Street in Windsor.

Enter Mistress Page and Robin.

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant;
you were wont to be a follower, but now you are a
leader : whether had you rather, lead mine eyes,
or eye your master's heels ?

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like a
man, than follow him like a dwarf.
Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy ; now, I

see, you'll be a caurtier.

Enter Ford.

Ford. Well met, mistress Page : whither go yon ?

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife : is she
•it home ?

Ford. Ay : and as idle as she may hang together,

for want of company : I think, if your husbands
were dead, you two would marry.
Mrs. Page. Be sure of that,—two other husbands.
Ford. Where had you tiiis pretty weathercock ?

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his

name is my husband had him of : what do you call

vour knight's name, sirrah?
Rob. Sir John FalstaflF.

Ford. Sir John Falstaff!
Mrs. Page. He, he ; I can never hit on's name.—^There is such a league between my good man and

he !—Is your wife at home, indeed ?

Ford. Indeed, she is.

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir;—I am .sick, till

I see her. [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin.
Ford. Has Page any brains ? hath he any eyes ?

hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep: he hath

no use of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter

twenty miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-

blank twelve score. He pieces out his wife's incli-

nation ; he gives her folly motion, and advantage .

and now she's going to ray wife, and Falstaff's boy
with her. A man may hear this shower sing in the
wind I—and Falstaffs boy with her !—Good plots !

—they are laid ; and our revolted wives share dam-
nation together. Well; I will take him, then torture

my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modesty from
the so seeming Mrs. Page, divulge Page him.self for

a secure and wilful Action ; and to these violent

proceedings all my neighbours shall cry aim. {Clock
strikes.) The clock gives me my cue, and my as-

surance bids me search ; there I shall find FalstafF :

I shall be rather praised for this, than mocked : for

it is as positive as the earth is firm, that Falstaft' is

there : I will go.

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh
Ev.^j^s, Caius, and Rugby.

Shal. Page, §Cc. Well met, master Ford.
Ford. Trust me, a good knot : I have good cheer

at home ; and, I pray you, all go with me.
Shal. I must excuse myself, master Ford.

Slen. And so must I, sir ; we have appointed to

dine with mistress Anne, and I would not break
with her for more money than I'll speak of.

.

Shal. We have lingered about a matcli between
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we
shall have our answer.

Slen. I hope, I have your good will, father Page.
Page. You have, master Slender; I stand wholly

for you :—but my wife, master doctor, is for you
altogether.

Caius. Ay, by gar ; and de maid is love-a me ; my
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush.

Host. What say you to young master Fenton ? he
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes
verses, he speaks holyday, he smells April and May •

he will carry't, he will carry't; 'tis in his buttons
he will carry't.

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. The
gentleman is of no having : he kept company with
the wild Prince and Poins ; he is of too liigh a re-

fion, he knows too much. No, he shall not knit a
not in his fortunes with the finger of my substance :

if he take her, let him take her simply ; the wealth-

J

have waits on my consent, and my consent goes not
that way.
Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go

home with me to dinner; besides your cheer, you
shall have s[.'ort; I will shew you a monster.

—

Master doctor, you shall go ;—so shall you, master
Page ;—and you, sir Hugh.

Shal. Well, fare you well :—we shall have the
freer wooing at master Page's.

[Exeunt Shalloiv and Slender.
Caius. Go home, John Rugby ; I come anon.

[Exit Rugby.
Host. Farewell, my hearts : I will to i.iy honest

knight Falstair, and drink canary with him.

[Exit Host.
Ford. {Aside.) I think, I shall drink in pipewine

first with him ; I'll make him dance. W ill you go,

gentles ?

All. Have with you, to see this monster. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Ford's house.

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress Page.
Mrs. Ford. What, John ! what, Robert ! ,

Mrs. Page. Quickl^quickly ! Is the buck bas-

ket—
Mrs. Ford. I warrant :—What, Robin, I say.

Enter Servants, with a basket.

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. [be brief.

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we must
Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told yon before, John,
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and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-

house ; and, when I suddenly call you, come forth,

and (without any pause, or staggering), take this

basket on your shoulders : that done, trudge with it

ill all haste, and carry it among the whitsters in

Datchet mead, and there empty it in the muddy
ditch, close by the Thames side.

Mrs. Page. You w ill do it ?

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over ; they

lack no direction : be gone, and come when you are

called. [Exeunt Servants.

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin.

Ihiter Robin.

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-fflusket? what
news with you?
Rob. My master, sur John, is come in a(! your back-

door, mistress Ford ; and requests your company.

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been
true to us ?

Rob. Ay, I'll be sworn : ray master knows not of

your being here; and hath threatened to put me
into everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it; for, he
swears, he'll turn me away.
Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good boy ; this secrecy of

thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee

a new doublet and hose.—I'll go hide me.
Mrs. Ford Do so :—Go tell thy master, I am

alone. Mrs. Page, remember you your cue.

iExit Robin.
o not act it,

hiss me. [Exit Mrs. Page.
Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; we'll use this unwhole-

some humidity, this gross watery pumpion ;—we'll

teach him how to know turtles from jays.

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel!
\Vhy, now let me die, for I have lived long enough ;

this is the period of my ambition : O this blessed

hour

!

Mrs. Ford. O sweet Sir John I

Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate,

mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : I

would thy husband were dead ; I'll speak it before
the best lord, I would make thee my lady.

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, sir John ! alas, I should
be a pitiful lady.

Fal. Let the court of France show me such an-
other; I see how thine eye would emulate the dia-
inoud .- thou hast the right arched bent of the brow,
that becomes the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any
tire of Venetian admittance.
Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John ; my brows

become nothing else ; nor that well neither.

Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou would'st
make an absolute courtier; and the firm fixture of
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gait,

in a semi-circled farthingale. I see what thou wert,
if fortune thy foe were not ; nature is thy friend :

come, thou canst not hide it. [me.
Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no such thing in
Fal. \\ hat made me love thee ? let that persuade

thee, there's something extraordinary in thee. Come,
I cannot cog, and say, thou art this and that, like a
many of these lisping hawthorn buds, that come like
women in men s apparel, and smell like Buckler's-
bury in simple-time : I cannot : but I love thee ; none
but thee ; and thou deservest it.

Mrs. Ford. Do not l}€tray me, sir ; I fear, you
love mistress Page.

Fal. Thou mighfst as well say, I love to walk by
the Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to me as the
reek of a lime-kiln.

Mrs. Furd. Well, heaven knows, how I love
you

; and you shall one day find it.

Pal. Keep in that mind; I'll deserve it.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or
else I could not be in that miud.

Rob. [within.) Mistress Ford, mistress Ford 1

here's mistress Page at the door, ssveating, and
blowing, and looking wildly, and would needs speak
with you presently. [behind the arras.

Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce me
Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she's a very tattling

woman.

—

[Falstaffhides himself^)

Enter Mistress Page and Robin.

What's the matter ? how now ?

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you
done ? You're shamed, you are overthrown, you are

undone for ever. [Page ?

Mrs. Ford. W^hat's the matter, good mistress

Mrs. Page. O well-aday, mistress Ford ! having
an honest man to your husband, to give him such
cause of suspicion I

Mrs. Ford. W hat cause of suspicion ?

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion ?—Out up-
on you ! how am I mistook in you !

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what's the matter?
Mrs. Page. Your husband's coming hither, wo-

man, with all the otficers in Windsor, to search for

a gentleman, that, he says, is here now in the house,

by your consent, to take an ill advantage of his ab-

sence. You are undone. [so, I hope.

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder.

—

[Aside)—T\s not

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you
have such a man here ; but 'tis most certain, your
husband's coming with half Wind.sor at his heels, to

search for such a one. I come before to tell you ;

if you know yourself clear, why I am glad of it:

but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him
out. Be not amazed ; call all your senses to you ;

defend your reputation, or bid farewell to your good
life for ever.

Mrs. Ford. W' hat shall I do ?—Tliere is a gentle-
man, my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own
shame, so much as his peril : I had rather than a
thousand pound, he were out of the house.
Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand you had ra-

ther, and you had rather ; your husband's here at
hand, bethink you of some conveyance : in the
house you cannot hide him.—O, how have you de-
ceived me !—Look, here is a basket ; if he be of
any reasonable stature, he may creep in here ; and
throw foul linen upon him, as if it were going to

bucking: or, it is whiting-time, send him by your
two men to Datchet mead. [shall I do ?

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there : what

Re-enter Falstaff.

Fal. Let me see't, let me see't! O let me see't!

I'll in, I'll in ;—follow your friend's counsel ;— I'll in.

Mrs. Page. What! Sir John Falstafl'! Are these

your letters, knight ?

Fal. I love thee, and none but thee ; help me
away : let me creep in here ; I'll never

—

[He goes into the basket ; they cover him tvith

foul linen.)

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy: call

your men, mistress Ford :—You dissembling knight!

Mrs. Ford. W^hat, John, Robert, John ! [Exit
Robin. Re-enter Servants.] Go take up these

clothes here, quickly; where's the cowl-stalf? look,

how you drurable : carry them to the laundress iu

Datchet mead : quickly, come.
Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.

Ford. Pray you, come near : if 1 suspect without

cause, why then make sport at me, then let me be
your jest; I deserve it.—How now? whither bear

you this ?

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth.

Mrs. Furd.Why, what have you to do whither they
bear it? you were best meddle with buck-washing.

Ford. Buck ? I would I could wash myself ol

the buck! Buck, buck, buck? ay, buck! I war^
rant you, buck; and of the season too; it shall ap-

pear. [Exeunt Servants with the basket.] Gentle-
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men, I have dreamed to-night; I'll tell you my
dream. Here, here, here be my keys : ascend my
chambers, search, seek, find out : I'll warrant we'll

unkennel the fox :—Let me stop this way first :

—

8o, DOW nncape.

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you

wrong yourself too much.
Ford True, master Page.—^Up, Gentlemen ; you

shall see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. [Exit.

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, and jea-

lousies.

Caius. By gar, 'tis no de fashion of France : it is

not jealous in France.

Pai/e. Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see the issue

of his search. lExeunt Evans, Page, and Caius.

Mrs.Page. Is there not a double excellency in this?

Mrs. Furd. I know not which pleases me better,

tliat my husband is deceived, or sir John.

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your
husband asked who was in the basket

!

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of

washing ; so throwing him into the water will do him
a benefit.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I would
all of thp same strain were in the same distress.

Mrs. Ford. I think, my husband hath some special

suspicion of FalstafF's being here, for I never saw
him so gross in his jealousy till now.
Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that : and we

will yet have more tricks with Falstalf: his disso-

lute disease will scarce obey this medicine.

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion,

mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his tlirowing

into the water ; and give him another hope, to be-

tray him to another punishment ?

Mrs. Page. We'll do it ; let him be sent for to-

morrow eight o'clock, to have amends.

Re-enter FoRD, F.^iGE, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
Ford. I cannot find him : may be, the knave

bragged of that he could not compass.

Mrs. Page. Heard you that ?

Mrs. Ford. Ay, ay, peace :—you use me well,

master Ford, do you?
Ford. Ay, I do sa [thoughts

!

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your
Ford. Amen. Iter Ford.
Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, mas-
Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it.

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the

chambers, and in the cofters, and in the presses,

heaven forgive my sins at the day ofjudgment

!

Caiiis. By gar, nor f too ; dere is no bodies.

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford ! are you not ashamed?
What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination ?

I would not have your distemper in this kind, for

the wealth of Windsor Castle.

Ford. 'Tis my fault, master Page : I suffer for it.

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscieuce : your \v\{\'

is as honest a 'omans, as 1 will desires among five

thousand, and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I see 'tis an honest woman.
Ford. Well ;—I promised you a dinner :—Come,

come, walk in the park : I pray you, pardon me ; 1

will hereafter make known to you, why I have done
this.— Come, wife;—come, mistress Page; I pray
you, pardon me

;
pray heartily, pardon me.

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, we'll

mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to

my hoiiss to breakfast; after, we'll a-birding toge-
ther ; I have a fine hawk for the bush : shall it be so ?

Ford. Any thing. [company.
Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the
Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a dc
Eva. In your teeth : for shame. [turd.
Ford. Fray you go, master Page.
Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow

on the lousy knave, mine host.
Caitts. l)at is good ; by gar, vit all my heart.
Eva. A lousy knave ; to have his gibes, and his

mockeries. [E.veun/.

Scene IV. A Room in Page's House.

Enter Fenton and Mistress Anne Page.

Fe7it. I see, I cannot get thy father's love

;

Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan.
Anne. Alas ! how then ?

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself.

He doth object, I am too great of birth;

And that, my state being gall'd with my expence,
I seek to heal it only by his wealth :

Besides these, other bars he lays before me,
My riots past, my wild societies

;

And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible

I should love thee, but as a jiroperty.

A7ine. May be, he tells you true.

Fent. No^ fleaven so speed me in my time to come!

Albeit, I w^l confess, thy father's wealth

Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne

;

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags •,

And 'tis the very riches of thyself

That now I aim at.

Anne. Gentle master Fenton,

Yet seek my father's love : still seek it, sir

:

If opportunity and humblest suit

Cannot attain it, why then—Hark you hither.

{They converse apart.)

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. Quickly.

SIml. Break their talk, mistress Quickly ; my
kinsman shall speak for himself.

Slen. I'll make a shaft or a bolt on't : slid, 'tis but

venturing.

Shal. Be not dismay'd.

Slen. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not
for that,—but that I am afeard.

Quick. Hark ye ; master Slender would speak a
word with you.

Anne. I come to him.—^This is my father's choice.

O, what a world of vile ili-favour'd faults

Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-year .'

(Aside.)
Quick. And how does good master Fenton ? Pray

you, a word with you.

SAal. She's coming; to her, coz. O boy, thou
hadst a father

!

Slefi. I had a father, mistress Anne ;—my uncle
can tell you good jests of him :—Pray you, uncle,
tell mistress Anne the jest, how ray father stole two
geese out of a pen, good uncle.

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you.
Slen. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any woman

in Gloucestershire.

Shal. tie will maintain you like a gentlewoman.
Sle7i. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, un-

der the degree of a 'squire.

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty

pounds jointure. [himselfl

Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for

that good com(brt.—She calls you, coz : I'll leave you.

Anne. Now, master Slender.

Slen. Now, good IMistress Anne.
Anne. What is your will?

Slen. My will? 'od's heartlings, that's a pretty

jest, indeed ! I ne'er made my will yet, I thank
heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give
heaven praise. fwith me ?

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you
Sle7i. Truly, for mine own part, I would little or

nothing with you : your father, and my uncle, have
made motions: if it be my luck, so; if not, happy
man be his dole ! They can tell you how things go,
better than I can : you may ask your father ; here
he comes.

E/iter Page and Mistress Page.

Page. Now, master Slender :—Love him, daugh-
ter Anne.

—

Why, how now ! What does master Fenton here?
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Yoa wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt ray house :

I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of.

Fent. Nay, master Page, be not impatient.

Mrs. Page. Good master FentoDj come not to my
Page. She is no match for yon. [child.

Fent. Sir, will you hear me ?

Page. ' No, good master Fenton.

Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender ; in :

—

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton.

{Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Quick. Speak, to mistress Page. [daughter

Fent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your
In such a righteous fashion as I do,

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners,
I must advance the colours of my love.

And not retire let me have your good will.

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond'

fool. [husband.

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better

Quick. That's my master, master doctor.

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i' the earth.

And bowl'd to death with turnips.

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself : good
master Fenton,

I will not be your friend, nor enemy

:

My daughter will I question how she loves you.

And as I find her, so am I affected
;

'Till then, farewell, sir :-^She must needs go in

;

Her father will be angry.

[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne.
Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; farewell. Nan.
Quick. This is my doing now ;—Nay, said I, will

you cast away your child on a fool, and a physician ?

look on master Fenton :—this is ray doing,

Fent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to-night

Give my sweet Nan this ring : there's for thy pains.

[Exit.

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A
kind heart he hath : a woman would run through fire

and water for such a kind heart. But yet, I would
my master had mistress Anne ; or I would master

Slender had her ; or, in sooth, I would master Fenton
had her : I will do what I can for them all three ; for

so I have promised, and I'll be as good as my word

;

but speciously for master Fenton. Well, I must of

another errand to sir John Falstaff from my two mis-

tresses ; what a beast am I to slack it

!

[Exit.

Scene V.

—

A Room in tkr. Garter Inn.

Enter Falst.ajjP and B.uidolph.

Fal. Bardolph, I say,

—

Bard. Here, sir.

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in't.

[Exit Bard.'\ Have I lived to be carried in a basket,
like a barrow of butcher's otfal ; and to be thrown
into the Thames? Well, if I be served such another
trick, I'll have my breiins ta'en out, and butter'd, and
give them to a dog for a new year's gift. The rogues
slighted me into the river with as little remorse as
they would have drowned a bitch's blind puppies,
fifteen i' the litter : and you may know by my size,

that I have a kind of alacrity in sinking ; if the bot-
tom were as deep as hell, I should down. 1 had
been drowned, but that the shore was shelvy and
shallow ; a death that I abhor ; for the water swells
a man ; and svhat a thing should I have been, when
I had been swelled ! I should have been a mountain
of mummy.

Re-enter Bardolph, with the wine.

Bard. Here's mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with
you.

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the
Thames water; for my belly's as cold, as if I had
swallowed snow- balls for pills to cool the reins. Call

Bard. Come in, woman. [her in,

Enter Mistress Quickly.
Quick. By your leave ; I cry yon mercy : give

your worship good-morrow.

Fal. Take away these chalices : go brew me a
pottle of sack finely.

Bard. With eggs, sir?

Fal. Simple of itself; I'll no pullet-sperm in my
brewag.e.

—

[Exit Bardolph.]—How now?
Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from

mistress Ford.
Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough : I

was thrown into the ford : I have my belly full of foro.
Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her

fault : she does so take on with her men ; they mistook
their erection. [man's promise.

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish wo-
Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would

yearn your heart to see it. Her Imsband goes this

morning a-birding; she desires you once more to

come to her between eight aud nine : I must carry
her word quickly : she'll make you amends, I warrant
you.

Fal. Well, I will visit her : tell her so : and bid
her tliiuk what a man is : let her consider his frailty,

and then judge of my merit.

Quick. I will tell her.
' Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, say'stthon?

Quick. Eight and nine, sir !

Fal. Weil, be gone : I will not miss her.

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit.
Fal. I marvel, I hear not of master Brook : he

sent me word to stay within : I like his money well.

O, here he comes.

Enter FoRD.

Ford. Bless you, sir

!

Fal. Now, master Brook ? you come to know
what hath passed between me and Ford's wife ?

Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business.
Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you ; I was at

her house the hour she appointed me.
Ford. And how sped yon, sir?

Fal. Very ill-favourediy, master Brook.
Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her deter-

mination ?

Fal. No, m^ter Brook ; but the peaking cornuto,
her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual
'larum of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our
encounter, after we had embraced, kissed, protested,

and, as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy
;

and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither

provoked and instigated by his distemper, and, for-

sooth, to search his house for his wife's love.

Ford. What, while you were there ?

Fal. While I was there.

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not
find you ?

Fal. You shall hear. As good luck would have it,

comes in one mistress Page
;
gives intelligence of

Ford's approach ; and, by her invention and Ford's
wife's distraction, they conveyed me into a buck-
Ford. A buck-basket

!

[basket.

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed me in

with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul 'stockings,

and greasy napkins ; that, master Brook, there was
the rankest compound of villanous smell, that ever
ofl'ended nostril.

Ford. And how long lay you there ?

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I

have suflered to bring this woman to evil for your
good. Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple
of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were called forth by
their mistress, to carry me in the name offoul clothes

to Datchet-lane : tliey took me on their shoulders
;

met the jealous knave their master in the door, who
asked them once or twice what they had in their

basket : I quaked for fear, lest the lunatic knave
would have searched it ; but fate, ordaining he should

be a cuckold, held his hand. Well : on went he for

a search, and away went I for foul clothes. But
mark the sequel, master Brook : I sufl'ered the pangs
of three several deaths : first, an intolerable fright,

to be detected with a jealous rotten bell-wether : next

,



MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. Act IV.

to be compassed, like a good bilbo, in the circum-

ference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to head : and

then, to be stopped in, like a strong distillation, with

stinking clothes, that fretted in their own grease :

think of that,—a man of my kidney,—think of that

;

that am as subject to heat, as butter ; a man of con-

tinual dissolution and thaw; it was a miracle to

'scape sutfocation. And in the height of this bath,

when I was more than half stewed in grease, like a

Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and
cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse-shoe

;

think of that,—hissing hot,—think of that, master
Brook.

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my
sake you have suffered all this. My suit then is

desperate
;
you'll undertake her no more.

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into Etna,
as I have b^en into Thames, ere I will leave her thus.

Her husband is this morning gone a-birding : I have
received from her another embassy ofmeeting ; "twixt

eight and niue is the hour, master Brook.
Ford. 'Tis past eight already, sir.

Fal. Is it? I will then address me to my appoint-

ment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, and
yon shall know how I speed; and the conclusion

shall be crowned with your enjoying her : adieu.

You shall have her, master Brook ; master Brook,
you shall cuckold Ford. [Exit.

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ?

do I sleep? Master Ford, awake; awake, master
Ford ; there's a hole made in your best coat, master
Ford. This 'tis to be married ! this "tis to have linen

and buck-baskets !—Well, I will proclaim myself
what I am : I will now take the lecher; he is at my
house : he cannot 'scape me ; 'tis impossible he
should ; he cannot creep into a halfpenny purse, nor

into a pepper-box ; but, lest the devil that guides

him should aid him, I will search impossible places.

Though what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I

would not, shall not make me tame ; if I have horns

to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, I'll

be horn-mad. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—The Street.

Enter Mistress Page, Mistress Quickly, and
William.

Mrs. Page. Is he at master Ford's already, think'st

thou?
Quiclc. Sure he is by this, or will be presently

;

but truly he is very courageous mad, about his

throwing into the water. Mistress Ford desires you
to come suddenly.
Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by; I'll but

bring my j'oung man here to school. Look, where his

master comes; 'tis a playing-day, I see.

E7iter Sir HuGH Ev.\NS.

How now, sir Hugh? no school to-day

?

[play.

Eva. No ; master Slender is let the boys leave to

Quick. Blessing of his heart

!

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says, my son
profits nothing in the world at his book ; I pray
you, ask him some questions in his accidence.
Eva. Come hither, William; hold up your head;

come.
Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah : hold np your head

;

answer your master, be not afraid.

Eva. William, how many numbers is in nonns ?

Will. Two.
Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one num-

ber more ; because they say, od"s nouns.
Eva. Peace your tattlings.—What is fair, \Vi\-
Will. Pulcher. [liam?
Quick. Poulcats ! there are fairer things than

poulcats, sure.

Ev. You are a very simplicity 'oman; I pray
you, peace.—What is lapis, William?

Will. A stone.

Eva. And what is a stone, William ?

Will. A pebble. [your prain.

Era. No, it is lapis; I pray you remember in

f^rm. Lapis.
Eva. That is good, William. What is he, Wil-

liam, that does lend articles ?

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun; and
be thus declined, Singulariter, nominative, hie,

h<sc, hoc.

Ev. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog;—pray you
mark

; genetivo hiijits : well, what is your accusa-
tive case?

Will. Accusative, kino.

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child :

Accusative, king, hang, hog. [you.

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant
Eva. Leave vour prabbles, 'oman. VVhat is the

focative case, William ?

Will. O—vocative, O.
Eva. Remember, W'illiam, focative is caret.

Quick. And that's a good root.

Eva. 'Oman, forbear.

Mrs. Page. Peace.
Ev. What is your genitive caseplural, William ?

Will. Genitive case ?

Eva. Ay.
Will. Genitive,—horum, harum, horum.
Quick. 'Vengeance of Jenny's case ! fie on her I

—never name her, child, if she be a whore.
Eva. For shame, 'oman.

Quick. Yon do ill to teach the child such words:
he teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll

do fast enough of themselves, and to call horum :

—

fie upon you

!

Eva. 'Oman, art thou lunatics? bast thou no
understandings for thy cases, and the numbers of
the genders ? Thou art as foolish christian crea-

tures as I would desires.

Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace.

Eva. Shew me now, William, some declensions
of your pronouns.

PFill. Forsooth, I have forgot.

Eva. It is ki, kte, cod; it you forget your kies,

your kas, and your cods, you must be preeches.
Go your ways, and play, go. [he was.
Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar, than I thought

Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Farewell,
mistress Page.
Mrs. Page. Adieu, good sir Hugh. [Exit Sir

Hugh.] Get you home, boy.—Come, we slay too

long. [Exeunt.

ScEN'E II.

—

A Room in Ford's House.

Enter Falstaff and Mistress Ford.

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten tip my
sufferance : I see, you are obsequious in your love,

and I profess requital to a hair's breadth ; not only,

mistress Ford, iu the simple office of love, but in all

the accoutrement, complement, and ceremony of it.

But are you sure of your husband now ?

Mrs. Ford. He's a-birding, sweet sir John.

Mrs. Page. (
Within.) W'hat hoa, gossip Ford I

what hoa

!

Mrs. Ford- Step into the chamber, sir John.

[Exit Falstaff.

Enter Mistress Page

Mrs, Page. How now, sweetheart? who's at

home beside yourself?

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people.

Mrs. Page. Indeed?
Mrs. Ford. No, certainly :—speak louder. [Aside.)

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody
Mrs. Ford. W'hy? [here.

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his

old lunes again: he so takes on yonder with my
husband ; so rails against all married mankind ; so

curses all Eve's daughters, of what complexion

soever ; and so buffets himself on the forehead,

crying Peer-out, peir-eut ! that any madness, I ever
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yet beheld, seemed but lameness, civility, and pa-

tience, to this his distemper he is in now : I am glad

the fat knight is not here.

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ?

Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears, he

was carried out, the last time he searched for him,

in a basket : protests to my husband, he is now here
;

and hath drawn him and the rest of their company
from their sport, to make another experiment of his

suspicion ; but I am glad the knight is not here ; now
he shall see his own i'oolery.

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, mistress Page ?

Mrs. Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he \vill be

here anon.

Mrs. Ford. I am undone !—the knight is here.

Mrs. Page. W^hy, then vou are utterly shamed,
and he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ?

—Away with him, away with him ; better shame
than murder.
Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how siiould

I bestow him ? Sliall I put him into the basket again ?

Re-enter Falstaff.

Fal. No, I'll come no more i' the basket. May I

not go out, ere he come ?

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford's brothers

,
watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue

out ; otherwise you might slip away ere he came.
But what make you here? [chiolney.

Fal. What shall I do?—I'll creep up into the

Mrs. Ford. There they always used to discharge

their birding-pieces: creep into the kiln-hole.

Fal. Where is it?

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word.
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, vfeW, vault, but

he hath an abstract for the remembrance of such
places, and goes to them by his note : ^here is no

hiding you in the house.

Fal. I'll go out then.

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own semblance,

yon die, sir John. Unless you go out disguised,

—

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him?
Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There is

no woman's gown big enough for him ; otherwise,

he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and
so escape.

Fal. Good hearts, devise something: any extre-

mity, rather than a mischief.

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aimt, the fat woman of

Brentford, has a gown above.

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ; she's

as big as he is ; and there's her thrum'd hat, and her
muffler too : run up, sir John.

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress Page
and I will look some linen for your head.

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we'll come dress you
straight : put on the gowa the while. [Exit Falstaff.
Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would meet

him in this shape : he cannot abide the old woman of
Brentford ; he swears, she's a witch ; forbade her
my house, and hath threatened to beat her.

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband's
cudgel ; and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards !

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming?
Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and

talks of the basket too, howsoever he hath had in-

telligence.

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that: for I'll appoint my
men to carry the basket again, to meet him at the
door with it, as they did last time.

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here presently :

let's go dress him like the witch of Brentford.
Mrs. Ford. Ill first direct my men, what they

shall do with the basket. Go up, I'll bring linen
for him straight. [Exit.
Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we can-

not misuse him enough.

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do.
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too

:

We do not act, that often jest and laugh
;

'Tis old but true, Still stoine eat all the dra.aff.
Ex[Exit.

Re-enter Mistress FoRD, tvith tivo Servants.
Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your

shoulders
;
your master is hard at door ; if he bid you

set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. lExit.
1 Serv. Come, come, take it up. [again.

2 Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of the knight
1 Serv. I hope not; I had as Uef bear so much

lead.

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir
Hugh Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page,
have you any way then to unfool me again?—Set
down the basket, villain :—Somebody call my wife :

Vou, youth in a basket, come out here !—O,
you panderly rascals ! there's a knot, a ging, a pack,
a conspiracy against me : now shall the devil be
shamed. What ! wife, I say ! come, come forth

;

behold what honest clothes you send forth to the

bleaching.

Page. Why, this passes ; Master Ford, yon are

not to go loose any longer
;
you must be pinioned.

Eva. Why this is lunatics ! this is mad as a mad
dog

!

_
[deed.

Skal. Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; in-

Enter Mistress FoRD.
Ford. So say I too, sir.—Come hither, mistress

Ford ; mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest
wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool

to her husband I I suspect without cause, mistress,

do I ?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you
suspect me in any dishonesty.

Ford. Well said, brazen-face ; hold it out.^—
Come forth, sirrah.

[Pulls the clothes out of the basket.
Page. This passes

!

[alone.

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed ? let the clothes

Ford. I shall find you anon.

Eva. 'Tis unreasonable ! Will you take up your
wife's clothes ? Come away.
Ford. Empty the basket, I say.

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why

—

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket

:

why may not he be there again ? In my house I

am sure he is :, my intelligence is true ; my jealousy

is reasonable : pluck me out all the linen.

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die

a flea's death.

Page. Here's no man.
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford

;

this wrongs you.

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not fol-

low the imaginations of your own heart: this is

jealousies.

Ford. Well, he's not here I seek for.

Page. No, nor no where else, but in your brain.

Ford. Help to .search ray house this one time : if

I find not what I seek, show no colour for my ex-

tremity, let me for ever be your table-sport; let

them say of me. As jealous as Ford, that searched

a hollow walnut for his wife's lenian. Satisfy me
once more ; once more search with me.

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page ! come yon,

and the old woman, down ; my husband will come
into the chamber.

Ford. Old woman I What old woman's that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maids aunt of Brent-

ford.

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean!

Have I not forbid her my house ? She comes of

errands, does she ? We are simple men ; we do not

know what's brought to pass under the profession

of fortune-telling. She works by charms, by spells,

by the figure, and such daubery as this is ; beyond

our element: we know nothing.—Come down, you

witch, you hag you ; come down, I say.
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Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ;—good
gentlemen, let liiin not strike the old woman.

Enter Falstaff in women's clothes, ledhy Mistress
Page.

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me
your hand.
Ford. I'll prat her :- -Out of my door, you

witch [heats him), you rag, you baggage, yon pole-

cat, yon ronyon ! out ! out ! I'll conjure you, I'll for-

tmietell you. [Exit Falstaff.

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed ? I think, you
ha\ e killed the poor woman.
Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it:

—
'Tis a goodly

credit for you.

Ford. Hang her, witch !

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the 'oman is a witch
indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a great peard

;

I spy a great peard under her muffler.

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech
you, follow ; see but the issue of my jealousy : if I

try out thus upon no trail, never trust me when I

open again. [come, gentlemen.

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further :

[Exeunt Page, Ford, Shallow, and Evans.

Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully-

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not

;

he beat him most unpitifuUy, methought.

Mrs. Page. Ill have the cudgel hallowed, and
hung o'er the altar; it hath done meritorious service.

Mrs. Ford. ^Vhat think you ? May we, with the

warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good
conscience, pursue him with any farther revenge?
Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure,

scared out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee-

simple, with fine and recovery, he will never, I think,

in tlie way of waste, attempt us again.

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we
have served him ?

Mrs. Page. Yes, by a. means; if it be but to

scrape the figures out of your husband's brains. If

they can find in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous fat

knight shall be any further afflicted, we two will still

be the ministers.

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant, they'll have him publicly

shamed ; and, methinks, there would be no period to

the jest, should he not be publicly shamed.
Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, shape

it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of

your horses : the duke himself will be to-morrow at

court, and they are going to meet him.

Host. What duke should that be, comes so se-

cretly? I hear not of him in the court: let me speak
with the gentlemen ; they speak English ? i

Bard. Ay, sir ; I'll call tliem to you.

Host. They shall have my horses ; but I'll make
them pay, I'll sauce them : they have had my house
a week at command; I have turned away my other

guests: they must come olT; I'll .sauce them: come.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Ford's House,

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, Mistress Ford,
and Sir Hugh Evans.

Eva. 'Tis one of the pest discretions of a 'oman as
ever I did look upon. [an instant?
Page. And did he send you both these letters at

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour.
Ford. Pardon me, wife : henceforth do what thou

1 rather will suspect the sun with cold, [wilt

;

Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy honour
In him, that was ol' late an heretic, [stand.
As firm as faith.

Page. 'Tis well, 'tis well ; uo more.
Be not a.s extreme in submission.

As in ofl'ence

;

But let our plot go forward : let our wives
\ et once again, to ninke us public sport.

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow.

Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it.

Ford. There is no better way than that they
spoke of.

Page. How ! to send him word they'll meet him
in the park at midniiiht ! fie, fie ; he'll never come.
Eva. You say, he has been thrown into the rivers

;

and has been grievously peaten, as an old 'oman

;

methinks, there should be terrors in him, that he
should not come ; methinks, his flesh is punished, he
shall have no desires.

Page. So think I too. [he comes,
Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you'll use him when

And let un two devise to bring him thither.

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Heme
the hunter.

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest,

Doth all the winter time, at still midnight.
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns

;

And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle
;

And makes niilch-kine yield blood, and shakes a
In a most hideous and dreadful manner

:

[chain
You have heard of such a spirit; and well you know.
The superstitious idle-headed eld
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age.
This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth.

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do
In deep of night to walk by this Heme's oak : [fear

But what of this?
Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device

;

That Falstaif at that oak shall meet with us.

Disguised like Heme, with huge horns on his head.
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come.

And in this shape : when you have brought him
tWther,

What shall be done with him ? what is yonr plot ?

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought upon,
and thus

:

Nan Page, my daughter, and my little son.

And three or four more of their growth, we'll dress
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white.

With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads.
And rattles in their hands ; upon a sudden.
As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met.
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once
With some diffused song ; upon their sight.

We two in great amazedness will fly

:

Then let them all encircle him about.

And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight

;

And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel,

In their so secret paths he dares to tread.

In sliape profane.

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth.

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound.

And burn him with their tapers.

Mrs. Page. The truth bein^ known.
We'll all present ourselves ; dis-horn the spirit.

And mock him home to Windsor.
Ford. The children must

Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't.

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours
;

and I will be like a jack-a-napes also, to burn the

knisjht with my taber. [vizards.

Ford. That will be excellent. I'll go buy them
Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all the

Finely attired in a robe of white. [fairies,

Page. That silk will I go buy :—and in that time

Shall master Slender steal my Nan away, (Aside.)

And marry her at Eton. C!o, send to Falstaff

straight.

Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of Brook
He'll tell me ail his purpose : sure, he'll come.

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that : go, get us pro-

And tricking for our fairies. [perties,

Eva. Let us about it : it is admirable pleasures,

and very honest knaveries.

[Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans.
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Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. Fonl,

Seud quickly to Sir John, to itnow his mind.
[Exit Mrs. Furd.

I'll to the doctor ; he hath ray good will.

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot

;

And he my husband best of all affects :

The doctor is well money'd, and his friends

Potent at court; he, none but he, shall have her.

Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her.

[Exit.

Scene V.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and SniPLE.

Host. What would'st thou have, boor? what,

thick-skin ? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short,

quick, snap.

Siin. Marry, sir, I come to speak with sir John
Falstaff from my master Slender.

Host. There's his chamber, his house, his castle,

- his standing-bed, and truckle-bed ; 'tis painted

about with the story of the prodigal, fresh and new :

ho, knock and call; he'll speak, like an ^w^/iro/)0-

phaginian unto thee : knock, I say.

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone
up into his chamber ; I'll be so bold as stay, sir,

till she come down : I come to speak with her.

indeed.

Host. Ha! a fat woman I the knight may be
robbed: I'll call.—Bully knight! Bully sir John!
speak from thy lungs military : art thou there ? it

is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls.

¥al. [Above.) How now, mine host?
Host. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the com-

ing down ofthy fat woman : let her descend, bully,

let her descend ; my chambers are honourable : fye !

privacy ? fye I

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman even
now with me ; but she's gone. [Brentford ?

Sim. Pray you, sir, was't not the wise woman of

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell : what would
you with her ?

Sim. My master, sir, my master Slender, sent to

her, seeing her go through the streets, to know,
sir, whether oneNym, sir, that beguiled him of a

chain, had the chain, or no.

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it.

6'iw. And what says she, 1 pray, sir?

Fal. Marry, she says, that the very same man,
that beguiled master Slender of his chain, cozened
him of it.

Siin. I would I could have spoken witii the wo-
man herself; I had other things to have spoken with
her too, from him.

Fal. What are they ? let ns know.
Host. Ay, come

;
quick.

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir.

Fal. Conceal them, or thou diest.

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about mis-

tress Ann Page ; to know if it were my master's

fortune to have her, or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his fortune.

iSJOT. What, sir? [told me so.

Fal. To have her,—or no: go; I say the woman
Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir ?

Fal. Ay, sir Tike ; who more bold ?

Sim. I thank your worship : I shall make my
master glad with these tidings. [Exit Simple.

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John.
Was there a wise woman with thee ?

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, that

hath taught me more wit than ever I learned before
in my life : and I paid nothing for it neither, but
was paid for my learning.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Out, ala.s, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage !

Host. Where be my horses ? speak well of them,
varletto.

J

Bard. Run away with the cozeners : for so soon
as I came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from
behind one of them, in a slough of mire: and .stt

spurs, and away, like three German devils, three
Doctor Faustuses.

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, vil-
lain : do not say, they be fled ; Germaas are honest
men.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

Eva. Where is mine host ?
Host. What is the matter, sir ?

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments: there
is a friend of mine come to town, tells me, there is

three cousin Germai^s, that has cozened all the
hosts of Reading, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook,
of horses and money. I tell you for good-will,
look you : you are wise, and full of gibes and
\ louting-stogs ; and 'tis not convenient yon should
be cozened : fare you well. {_Exit.

Enter Dr. Caius.

Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarterre ?

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity, and
doubtful dilemma.

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-a

me, dat you make grand preparation for a duke
de Jarmany : by my trot, dere is no duke, dat de
court is know to come ; I tell you for good vill

:

adieu. \_Exit.

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go :—assist me, knight

;

[ am undone :—fly, run, hue and cry, villain, I am
undone ! [Exeunt Host and Bardolph.

Fal. I would all the world might be cozened : for

I have been cozened and beaten too. If it should
come to the ear of the court, how I have been
transformed, and how my transformation hath been
washed and cudgeled, they would melt me out of
my fat, drop by dro(), and liquor fishermen's boots
with me ; I warrant they would whip me with their

fine wits till I were as crest-fallen as a dried pear.

£ never prospered since I forswore mys€i(^iprimero.
Well, if my wind were but long enough to say my
prayers, I would repent.-^

Enter Mistress Qcickly.

Now ! whence come you ?

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth.

Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the

other, and so they shall be both bestowed ! I have
suffered more for their sakes, more, than the villanous

inconstancy of man's disposition is able to beai.

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Yes, I war-
rant ; speciously one of them ; mi^ress Ford, good

heart, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot see

a white spot about her.

Fal. What tell'st thou me of black and blue ? I

was beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow ;

and I was hke to be apprehended for the witch of

Brentford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit,

my counterfeiting the action of an old woman, de-

hvered me, the knave constable had set me i' the

stocks, i' the common stocks, for a witch.

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your cham-

ber : you shall hear how things go ; and, I warrant,

(o your content. Here is a letter will say some-

what. Good hearts, what a do here is to bring you

together ! Sure, one of you does not serve heaven

well, that you are so crossed.

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt.

Scene YL—Another Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Fenton arid Host.

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me ; my mind

is heavv, I will give over all.

Feiit. Yet hear me speak : assist me in my pur-

pose,

.\nd, as I am a gentleman, I'll give thee

A hundred pounds in gold, more than yonr loss.

D
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Host. I will hear you, master Fenton ; aud I

will, at the least, keep your counsel.

Fent. From time to time 1 have acquainted you

With the dear love 1 bear to fair Anne Page
;

Who, uuitually, hath answer'd my afl'ection

(So Ikr forth as herself might be her chooser,)

Even to my wish : I have a letter from her

Of such contents as you will wonder at;

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter.

That neither, singly, can be manifested.

Without the show of both ;—wherein fat Falstafl'

Hath a great scene : the image of the jest

(Shoiving the letter.)

I'll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host

:

To-night at Heme's oak, just 'twixt twelve and one,

Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen :

The purpose why, is here; in which disguise.

While other jests are something rank on foot,

Her father hath commanded her to slip

Away with Slender, and with him to Eton
Immediately to marry : she hath consented :

Now, sir.

Her mother, even strong against that match.
And firm for doctor Caius, hath appointed
That he shall likewise shuffle her away,
While other sports are tasking of their minds.
And at the deanery, where a priest attends.

Straight marry her : to this her mother's plot

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath

Made promise to the doctor ;—Now, thus it rests :

Her father means she shall be all in white
;

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time
To take her by the hand, and bid her go.

She shall go with him :—her mother hath intended.
The better to denote her to the doctor,

(For they must all be mask'd and vizarded,)

That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrob'd.

With ribbands pendant, flaring 'bout her head
;

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe.

To pinch her by the hand, aud, on that token,

The maid hath given consent to go with him.

Host. Which means she to deceive? father or

mother ?

Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with me :

And here it rests,—that ycu'U procure the vicar

To stay for me at church, 'twixt twelve and one.

And, in the lawful name of marrying.

To give our hearts united ceremony. [vicar;

Host. Well, husband your device ; I'll to the
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest.

Fent. So shall I ever more be bound to thee

;

Besides, I'll make a present recompense. lExeunt.

ACT V.

—

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Quickly.

Fal. Pr'ythee, no more pratt'ling ;—go I'll

hold : this is the third time ; I hope, good luck
lies in odd numbers. Away, go ; they say, there is

divinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, chance,
or death.—Away.

Quick. I'll provide you a chain ; and I'll do what
I can to get you a pair of horns.

Fal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up your head,
and mince. [Exit Mrs. Quickly.

Enter FoRD.

How now, master Brook ? Master Brook, the matter
will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the

Park about midnight, at Heme's oak, and you shall

see wonders.
Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you

told me you had appointed ?

Eal. 1 went to her, master Brook, as you see,
like a poor old man : but I came from her, master
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave,
her husband, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy
in him, master Brook, that ever governed frenzy.
I yvill tell you.—He beat me grievously, in the shape
of a woman ; for in the shape of man, master Brook,
I fear not Goliah with a weaver's beam ; because I

know also, life is a shuttle. I am in haste
;
go along

with me ; I'll tell you all, master Brook. Since 1
pluck'd geese, playd truant, and whip'd top, 1 knew
not what it was to be beaten, till lately. Follow me :

I'll tell you .strange things of this knave Ford : on
vvhom to-night I will be revenged, and I will deliver
his wife into your hand.—Follow : strange things in
hand, master Brook ! follow. [Exetint

Scene II.

—

Windsor Park.

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.
Page. Come, come : we'll couch i' the castle-

ditch, till we see the light of our fairies.—Remem-
ber, son Slender, my daughter. »

Slen. Ay, forsooth ; 1 iiave spoke with her, aud
we have a nay-word, how to know one another. 1

come to her in white, and cry, mum ; she cries,

budget; and by that we know one another.

Shal. That's good too : but what needs either your
mum, or her budget ! the white will decipher her
well enough.—It hath struck ten o'clock.

Page. The night is dark; light and spirits will

become it well. Heaven prosper our sport ! No man
means evil but tlie devil, and we shall know him by
his horns. Let's away ; follow me. ..Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The Street in Windsor.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Dr. Caius.

Mrs Page. Master Doctor, my daughter is in

green : when you see your time, take her by the

hand, away with her to the deanery, and despatch
it quickly : go before into the park ; we two riiiist

go together.

Cains. I know vat I have to do ; adieu.

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. [Exit Caius.
My husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse of
Falstatr, as he will chafe at the doctor's marrying my
daughter : but 'tis no matter ; better a little chiding,

than a great deal of heart-break.

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of
fairies ? and the Welch devil, Hugh ?

Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit hard by
Heme's oak, with obscure lights ; which at the very
instant of Falstafl''s and our meeting, they will at

once disj)lay to the night.

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him.
Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed, he will be

mocked ; if he be amazed, he will every way be
mocked.
Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. [lecht ry,

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and tlieir

Those that betray them do no treachery.

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on ; to the oak, to

the oak I {Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Windsor Park.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, ajid Fairies.

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies ; come ; and remember
your parts : be pold, I pray you : follow me into the

pit ; and when I give you the watch-'ords, do as I

pid you ; come, come ; trib, trib. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Another part oftJie Park.

Enter Falstaff disguised, ivith a buck's head on.

Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve : the

minute draws on ; now, the hot-blooded gods assist

me :—Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy
Europa ; love set on thy horns.—O, powerful love !

that, in some respects, makes a beast a man ; in

some other, a man a beast.—You were also, Jupjter,

a swan, for the love of Leda :—O, omnipotent love !

how near the god drew to the complexion of a goose

—A fault done first in the form of a beast ;—O. Jove,
a beastly fault ! and then another fault in the sem-
blance of a fowl ; think on't, Jove ; a foul fault.

—

When gods have hot backs, what shall poor men do?
For me, I am here a Windsor stag, and the fattest,

1 think, i' the forest : send me a cool rut-time, Jove,

or who can blame me to piss my tallow?—Who
comes here? my doe?
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Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Pace.

Mrs. Ford. Sir Johu ? art thou there, my deer,
my male deer ?

Fal. My doe with the black scut ?—Let the sky
rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of Green
Sleeves ; hail kissing- comfits, and snow eringoes ; let

there come a tempest of provocation, I will shelter
me here. {Embracing herl)
Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me,

sweetheart.

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch :

I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeath to your
husbands. Am I a woodman ? ha ! Speak I like

Heme the hunter?—Why, now is Cupid a child of

conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true
spirit, welcome 1 (Noise ivithin.)

Mrs. Page. Alas ! what noise ?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins I

Fal. What should this be ?

Mrl'.Page. ]
Away, away. {They run off.)

Fal. I think the devil will not have me damned^
lest the oil that is in me should set hell on fire ; he
would never else cross me thus.

Enter Sir High Evans, like a satyr; Mrs.
Quickly, and Pistol ; Akne Page, as the Fairy
Queen, attended by her brother and others,
dressed like fairies, ivitk waxen tapers on their
heads.

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white.
You moonshine revellers, and shades of night.
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny.

Attend your office, and your quality.

—

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. [toys:

Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you airy
Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap

;

Where fires thou find'st unrak'd, and hearts unswept.
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry

:

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery.

Fal. They are fairies; he that speaks to them^
shall die

:

I'll wink and couch : no man their works mnst eye.
{Lies doion upon hisface.)

Eva. Where's Pedef—Go you, and where you
find a maid,

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said.

Raise up the organs of her fantasy.

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy

;

But those as sleep, and think not on their sins.

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and
Quick. About, about

;

[shins.

Search Windsor-castle, elves, within and out

:

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room
;

That it may stand till the perpetual doom.
In state as wholesome, as in state 'tis fit

;

Worthy the owner, and the owner it.

The several chairs of order look you scour
With juice of balm, and every precious flower :

Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest.

With loyal blazon, evermore be blest

!

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing.

Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring

:

The expressure that it bears, green let it be.

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see

;

And, Ho?iy soit qui mal y pense, \vrite.

In emerald tuffs, flowers purple, blue, and white :

Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, \

Buckled below fair knighthood's bending knee : i

Fairies use flowers for their charactery. J

Away : disperse : but, till 'tis one o'clock.

Our dance of custom, round about the oak
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget.

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand
; yourselves in

order set

:

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be.
To guide our measure round about the tree.

But, stay ; I smell a man of middle earth.

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch fairy

!

Lest he transform me to a piece of cheese .'

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o'er-look'd even in
thy birth.

Quick. With trial- fire touch me his finger-end:
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend,
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start,
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart.

Pist. A trial, come.
Eva. Come, will this wood take fire ?

{They burn him tvith their taperaS
Fal. Oh, oh, oh :

'

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire !

About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme :

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time.
Eva. It is right ; indeed he is full of lecheries and

iniquity.

SONG.
Fie on sinfulfantasy

!

Fie on lust and luxury I

Liist is but a bloody fire.
Kindled tvith unchaste desire,
Fed in heart; luhose flames aspire.
As tJwughts dobloiv them, higher and higher
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ;

Pinch him for his villany ;

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about.
Till candles, and starlight, and moonshine be out.

During this song, the fairies pinch Falstaff.
Doctor Caius comes one way, and steals aivay
a fairy in green; Sletider another tvay, and
takes off a fairy in white; and Fenton comes,
and steals atvay Mrs. Anne Page. A noise of
hunting is made tuithin. All the fairies run
away. Falstaffpullsoffhis buck's head, and rises.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, and Mrs. Ford.
They lay hold of him.

Page. Nay, do not fly; I think, we ha^e watch'd
you now :

Will none but Heme the hunter ser^e your turn

?

Mrs. Page. I pray you, come ; hold up the jest no
higher:

—

Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor wives ?
See you these, husband? do not these fair j'okes
Become the forest better than the town ?

Ford. Now, sir, who's a cuckold now?—Master
Brook, Falstaffs a knave, acuckoldly knave; here
are his horas, master Brook ; and, master Brook, he
hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's but his buck-basket,
his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money; which
must be paid to Master Brook ; his horses are
arrested for it, master Brook.
Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we

could never meet. I will never take you for my
love again, but I will always count you my deer.

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass.

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs are
extant.

Fal. And these are not fairies ? I was three of
four times in the thought, they were not fairies : and
yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise
of my povvers, drove the grossness of the foppery
into a received belief, in despite of the teeth of afl

rhyme and reason, that they were fairies. See now
how wit may be made a Jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon
ill employment .'

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave yoar
desires, and fairies will not pinse you.

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. [you.
Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray
Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till

thou art able to woo her in good English.

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried
it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross o"er-

reaching as this? Am I ridden with a Welch goat
too? Shall I have a coxcomb of frize? 'Tis time
I were choked with a piece of toasted cheese.

D*
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Eva. Seese is not good to give putter
;
your pelly

Fal. Sepse and putter ! have I lived to stand at

the taunt of one that makes fritters of English ? This

is enough to be the decay of lust and late-walking,

through the realm. „ . , ^, ,

Mrs. Page. Why, sir John, do you think, though

we would have thrust virtue out of onr hearts by the

head and shoulders, and have given ourselves without

scruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made

you our delight?

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax {

Mrs. Page. A pufted man? [trails?

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable en-

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ?

Page. And as poor as Job ?

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ?

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns,

and sack, and wine, and metheglins, and todrinkiugs,

and swearings, and starings, pribbles, and prabbles?

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start

of me : I am dejected ; I am not able to answer the

Welch flannel : ignorance itself is a plummet o'er

me ; use me as you will.

Ford. Marry, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, to

one master Brook, that yon have cozened of money,

to whom you should have been a pander : over and

above that you have sufi"ered, I think, to repay that

money will be a biting afiliction.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make
amends

:

Forgive that sum, and so we'll all be friends.

Ford. Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven at last.

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a

posset to-night at my house ; where I will desire thee

to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : tell

her, master Slender hath married her daughter.

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that: if Anne Page be

my daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius' wife.

(Aside.)

Enter Si,E?fDER.

Slen. Whoo, ho ! ho! father Page !

Page. Son ! how now ? how now, son ? have you

despatched ?

Slen. Despatched !—I'll make the best in Gloces-

tershire know on't; would I were hanged, la, else.

Page. Of what, son ?

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress

Anne Page, and she's a great lubberly boy : if it had

not been i' tiie church, I would have swinged hini,

or he should liave swinged me. If I did not think it

had been Anne Page, would I might never stir, and

'tis a post-master's Iioy.

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong.

Slen. What need you tell me that? I think so,

when I took a hoy for a girl : if I had been married

to him, for all he was in woman's apparel, I would

not have had him.

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell

you, how you should know my daughter by her gar-

ments ?

Slen. I went to her in white, and cry'd ?niini and
she cried budget, as Anne and I had appointed ; and
yet it was not Anne, but a post-master's boy.

Eva. Jeshu ! Master Slender, cannot you see but

marry boys ?

Page. O, I am vexed at heart: what shall I do?
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew

of your purpose ; turned my daughter into green

;

and, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the

deanery, and there married.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Vere is mistress Page? By gar, I am
cozened; I ha' married ^w^ gargon, a boy; unpay-
san, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page : by gar, I

am cozened.
Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green"

Caius. Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy : be gar, I'll raise

all Windsor. [Exit Caius.

Ford. This is strange : who hath got the right

Anne'.'

Page. My heart misgives me : here comes master
Fenton.

Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, master Fenton ? [pardon

!

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good ray mother.
Page. Now, mistress ! how chance you went not

with master Slender ?

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master doc-
tor, maid ?

Fent. You do amaze her; hear the truth of it.

You would have married her most shamefully.

Where there was no proportion held in love.

The truth is. She and I, long since contracted.

Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us.

The olTence is holy, that she hath committed
;

.And this deceit loses the name of craft.

Of disobedience, or unduteous title :

Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, [her.

Which forced marriage would have brought upon
Ford. Stand not amazed : here is no remedy :

—

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state;

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.

Fal. I am glad, though you have ta'en a special
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced.
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give

thee joy

!

What cannot be eschew'd, must be embrac'd
Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are

chas'd.

Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your wedding.
Mrs, Page. Well, I will muse no further .

—

Master Fenton,
Heaven give you many, many merry days!

—

Good husband, let us every one go dome.
And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire ;

Sir John and all.

Ford. Let it be so :— Sir John,
To master Brook you yet shall hold your './ord

;

For he, to-nipht, shall lie with Mrs. Ford. {Exeunt^
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ACT 1.

Scene I.

—

Au Apartment in the Duhe's Palace.

Enter Dckb, Curio, Lords ; Musicians attending.

Duke. If Diusic be the food of love, play on.

Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting;

The appetite may sicken, and so die.

That strain again;—it had a dying fall;

O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south.

That breathes upon a bank of violets.

Stealing, and giving odour.—Enough: no more,

'Tis not so sweet now, as it was before.

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou!

That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there,

Of what validity and pitch soever.

But falls into abatement and low price.

Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy.

That it alone is high-fantastical.

Ctir. Will you go hunt, my lord?

Duke. What. Curio?

Cur. The hart.

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have ;

O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first,

Methought she purged the air of pestilence :

That instant was I turu'd into a hart

;

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds.

E'er since pursue me.—How now ? what news from
her?

Enter Valentine.

Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted.
But from her handmaid do return this answer :

The element itself, till seven years heat.

Shall not behold her face at ample view!
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk.
And water once a-day her chamber round
With eye oflFending brine : all this, to season
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh.

And lasting, iu her sad remembrance.
Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame.

To pay this debt of love but to a brother.

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft

Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else

That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart,

These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill'd,

( Her sweet perfections ) with one self king !

—

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers
;

Love-thoi^hts lie rich, when canopied with bowers.

[ Exeunt.

Scene U.—The Sea-coast.'

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors.

Vio. What country, friends, is this ?

Cap. Illyria, lady

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria ?

My brother he is in Elysium. [sailors

?

Perchance he is not drown'd :—What think you.

Cap. It is perchance, that you yourselfwere saved.

Vio. O my poor brother! and so, perchance,

may he be. [chance.
Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with

Assure yourself, after our ship did split.

When you, and that poor number saved with you.
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother.

Most provident in peril, bind himself

''Courage and hope both teaching him the practice i

To a strong mast that lived upon the sea ;

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back,
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves.
So long as I could see.

Vio. For saying so, there's gold :

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope.

Whereto thy speech serves for authority,

The like of him. Know'st thou this country?

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and boru

Not three hours' travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here
"^

Cap. A noble duke, in nature,

As in his name.
Vio. What is his name ?

Cap. Orsino.

Vio. Orsino ! I have heard my father name him :

He was a bachelor then.

Cap. And so is now.

Or was so very late : for but a month
Ago I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh

In murmur, ( as, you know, what great ones do.

The less will prattle of,) that he did seek

The love of fair Olivia.

Vio. WTiafs she ?

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count.

That died some twelve month since ; then leaving her

In the protection of his son, her brother.

Who shortly also died : for whose dear love.

They say, she hath abjured the company
And sight of men.

Vio. O, that I served that lady :

\ud might not be delivered to the world.

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow,

What my estate is.

Qap. That were hard to compass •

Because she will admit no kmd of suit,

No, not the duke's.

Vio. There is a fair behaviour m thee, captam ..

And though that nature with a beauteous wall

Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee

I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits
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With this thy fair and ontward character.

I pray thee, and 111 pay thee bounteously.

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid

For such disguise as, haply, shall become

The form of ray intent. I'll serve this duke
;

Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him,

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing.

And speak to him in many sorts of music.

That will allow me very worth his service.

What else may hap, to time Iwill commit;
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit.

Cap. Be you his ennnch, and your mute I'll be :

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see !

Vio. I thank thee : lead me on. [ Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Olivia's house.

Enter Sir Toby Belch a7id Maria.

Sir T. What a plague means my niece, to take

the death of her brother thus ? I am sure, care's an
enemy to life.

Mar. By my troth. Sir Toby, you must come in

earlier o'nights
;
your cousin, my lady, takes great

exceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted.
Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within

the modest limits of order.

Sir To. Confine ! I'll confine myself no finer than

I am : these clothes are good enough to drink in,

and so be these boots too ! an they be not, let them
hang themselves in their own straps.

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you :

I heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a

foolish knight, that you brought in one night here

to be her wooer.
Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek

?

Mar. Ay, he.

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria.

Mar. What's that to the purpose ?

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a-year.

Mar. Ay ; but he'll have but a year in all these

ducats ; he's a very fool, and a prodigal.^ '

Sir To. Fye, that you'll say so ! he plays o'the

viol-de-gambo, and speaks three or four languages
word for word without book, and hath all the good
gifts of nature.

Mar. He hath, indeed,—almost natural : for, be-

sides that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; and,

but that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the

gust he hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the

prudent, he would quickly have the gift of a grave.

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels, and
substractors, that say so of him. Who are they ?

Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly

in your company.
Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece ; I'll

drink to her, as long as there is a passage in my
throat, and drink in Illyria : he's a coward, and a
coystril, that will not drink to my niece, till his
brains turn o' the toe like a parish top. What,
wench? Castillano vulgo; for here comes sir An-
drew Ague-face.

Enter Sir Andrew Acue-cheek.

Sir A. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, sir Toby Belch ?

Sir To. Sweet sir Andrew!
Sir And. Bless yon, fair shrew.
Mar. And you too, sir.

Sir To. Accost, sir Andrew, accost.
Sir And. What's that?
Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid.
Sir And. Good mistress Accost, I desire better ac-
Mar. My name is Mary, sir. [quaintance.
Sir And. Good mistress Mary Accost
Sir To. You mistake, knight; accost, is, front

her, board her, woo her, assail her.
Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her

in this company. Is that the meaning ofaccost?
Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen.

Sir To. An thoa let part so, sir Andrew, 'would
thou might'st never draw sword again.

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would I

might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you
think you have fools in hand ?

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand.

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have : and here's

my hand.

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free : I pray you, bring

your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink.

Sir And. Wherefore, sweet heart ? what's your
Mar. It's dry, sir. [metaphor?
Sir And. Why, I think so ; I am not such an ass,

but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jest ?

Mar. A dry jest, sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them?
Mar. Ay, sir; I have them at my fingers' ends :

marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren.

[Exit Maria.

Sir To. O knight, thon lack'st a cup of canary
when did I see thee so put down?

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless you
see canary put me down : methinks, sometimes I

have no more wit than a Christian, or an ordinary

man has : but I am a great eater of beef, and, I be-

lieve, that does harm to my wit.

Sir To. No question.

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forswear it. I'll

ride home to-morrow, sir Toby.
Sir To. Ponrquoy, my dear knight

!

Sir And. What is pourquoy? do or not do? I

would I had bestowed that time in the tongues, that

I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O, had
I but followed the arts ! [of hair.

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head
Sir ^nrf.Why, would that have mended my hair ?

Sir To. Past question ; for thou seest, it will not

curl by nature. [not ?

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, aoes't

Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like flax on a distafl":

and I hope to see a housewife take thee between her
legs, and spin it off.

Sir And. 'Faith, I'll home to-morrow, sir Toby :

your niece will not be seen ; or, if she be, it's four

to one she'll none of me : the count himself, here
hard by, wooes her.

Sir To. She'll none o' the count ; she'll not match
above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit

:

I have heard her swear it. Tut, there's life in't, ;nan.

Sir And. I'll stay a month longer. I am a fellow
o' the strangest mind i' the world ; I delight in

masques and revels sometimes altogether.

Sir To. Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight?

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he
be, under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will

not compare with an old man.
jS/r jfo.What is thy excellence in a gallinrd, knight?

Sir And. 'Faith, I can cut a caper.

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't.

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back- trick,

simply as strong as any man in Illyria.

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid? where-
fore have these gifts a curtain before them ? are

they like to take dust, like mistress Mall's pic-

ture ? why dost thon not go to church in a ealliard ?

and come home in a coranto? My very walk should
be a jig ! 1 would not so much as make water, but

in a sink-a-pace. What dost thou mean? is it a
world to hide virtues in ? I did think, by the excel-

lent constitution of thy leg, it was formed under the

star of a galliard.

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does 'udifTerent

well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about
some revels ? (.under Taurus ?

Sir To.What shall we do else? were we not born
Sir And. Taurus? that's sides and heart.

Sir To. No sir ; it is legs and thighs. Let me
see thee caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha !—excellent

!

[Exeunt.
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Scene IV.

—

A Room in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Valentine, and \iohA in man's attire.

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards
you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced

:

he hath known you but three days, and already you
are no stranger.

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negli-

gence, that you call in question the continuance of

his love : is he inconstant, sir, in his favours ?

Val. No, believe me.

Enter Duke. Curio, and Attendants.

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count.

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ?

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here.

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario,

Thou know'st no less but all : I have unclasp'd

To thee the book even of my secret soul

:

Therefore, good youth,addressthy gait unto her;
Be not deny'd access, stand at her doors.

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow,
Till thou have audience.

Vio. Sure, my noble lord.

If she be so abandon'd to her sorrow
As it is spoke, she never will admit me.
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,

Rather than mate unprofited return.

Vio. Say, I do speak with her, my lord ; what then?
Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love,

Surprise her with discourse ofmy dear faith

:

It shall become thee well to act my woes

;

She will attend it better in thy youth.

Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect.

Vio. I think not so, my lord.

Duke. Dear lad, believe it

;

For they shall yet beVe thy haj py years.

That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe

Is as the maiden's organ, shrill, and sound.

And all is semblative a woman's part.

I know, thy constellation is right apt

For this aflair :—Some four, or five, att«nd him

;

All, if you will ; for I myself am best.

When least in company :—Prosper well in this,

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord.

To call his fortunes thine.

Via. I'll do my best.

To woo your lady : yet [Aside.) a barful strife !

Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Olivia's house.

Enter Maria and Clovm.

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been,
or I will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may
enter, in way of thy excuse : my lady will hang thee
for thy absence.

Clo. Let her hang me ! he, that is well hanged in

this world, needs to fear no colours.

Mar. Make that good.
Clo. He shall see none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten answer. I can tell thee where
that saying was born, of Ifear no colours.

Clo. Where, good mistress Mary ?

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold to say
in your foolery. «

C/o. Well, God give them wisdom, that have it;

and those that are fools, let them use their talents.
Mar. Yet you will be hanged, for being so long

absent : or, to be turned away, is not that as good as
a hanging to you ?

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad mar-
iiage

; and for turning away, let summer bear it out.
Mar. You are resolute then {"

Clo. Not so neither ; but I am resolved on two
points.

Mar. That, if one break, the other will hold ; or, if
l)oth break, your'gaskins fall.
• Clo. Apt, in good faith^ very apt! Well, go thy
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way
;
ifsir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as

witty a piece of Eve's flesh as any in Illyria.
Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that; here

comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, you were
^^'i-

[Exit.

Enter Olivia and Malvouo.
Clo. Wit, an't be thy will, put me into good

toohng
! Those wits, that think they have thee, do

very oft prove fools; and I, that am sure I lack thee,
may pass for a wise man : for what says Quinapalus ?
Better a witty fool, than a foolish wit. God bless
thee, lady !

OH. Take the fool away. [lady.
Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the
Oh. Go to, you're a dry fool ; I'll no more of you :

besides, you grow dishonest.
Clo. Two iaults, madonna, that drink and good

counsel will amend; for give the dry fool drink,
then IS the fool not dry ; bid the dishonest man
mend himself; if he mend, he is no longer disho-
nest; if he cannot, let the botcher mend him: any
thing, that's mended, is but fjatched : virtue, that
transgresses, is but patched with sin ; and sin, that
amends, is but patched with virtue : if that this
simple syllogism will serve, so ; if it will not, what
remedy ? As there is no true cuckold but calamity,
so beauty's a flower :—the lady bade take away the
fool ; therefore, I say again, take her away.
OH. Sir, I bade them take away you.
Clo. Misprision in the highest degree ! — Lady,

Cuculhis non facit monacum ,- that's as much as
to say, I wear not motley in my brain. Good ma-
donna, give me leave to prove you a fool.
OH. Can you do it ?

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna.
OH. Make your proof.
Clo. I must catechise you for it, madonna

; good
my mouse of virtue, answer me.
OH. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll 'bide

your proof.

Clo. Good madonna, why mourn'st thou ?
OH. Good fool, for my brother's death.
Clo. I think, his soul is in hell, madonna.,
OH. I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

Clo. The more fool you, madonna, to mourn Ibr
your brother's soul being in heaven.—Take away the
fool, gentlemen.
OH. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? doth

he not mend ?

Mai. Yes; and shall do, till the pangs of death
shake him : infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever
make the better fool.

C/o. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the
better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be sworn,
that I am no fox ; but he will not pass his word for
two-{3ence that you are no fool.

OH. How say you to that, Malvolio ?

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such
a barren rascal ; I saw him put down the other day
with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a
stone. Look you now, he's out of his guard already;
unless you laugh and minister occasion to him, he is

gagged. I protest, I take these wise men, that crow
so at these set kind of fools, no better than the fools'

zanies.

OH. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and
taste with a distempered appetite. To be generous,

guiltless, and of free disposition, is to take those

things for bird-bolts, that you deem cannon-bullets:

there is no slander in an allowed fool, though he do
nothing but rail ; nor no railing in a known discreet

man, though he do nothing but repro\'e.

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, for

thou speakest well oi fools.

Re-tnter Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gjite a young gen
tleniau, much desires to speak witii you.

OH. From the count Orsiuo, is it ?
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Mar. I know not, madam ; 'tis a fair young man,

null well attended. ,,,,,. . , , „

on. Who of my people hold him in delay .'

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.

0/i. Fetch him otT, 1 pray you ; he speaks nothing

<)iit madman: fie on him! lEx'it Maria.] Go you,

.Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, 1 am sick,

or not at home ; what you will, to dismiss it. ^Exct

Malvolio. ] Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows

old, and people dislike it.

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy

eldest son should be a fool ; whose skull Jove cram

with brains, for here he comes, one of thy kin, has

a most weak pia mater.

Enter Sir ToBY Belch.

on. By mine honour, half drunk.-What is he at

the gate, cousin ?

Sir To. A gentleman.

OH. A gentleman ? What gentleman "

Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman here—A plague o' these

pickle-herrings !—How now, sot ?

Clo. Good Sir Toby,
OH. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early

by this lethargy? [the gate.

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lecherj' : there's one at

Oli. Ay, marry ; what is he ?

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care

not ;
give me faith, say I. Wei), it's all-one. lExit.

0/i. What's a drunken man like, fool ?

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman :

one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the second

mads him ; and a third drowns him.

Oli. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let him sit

o' my coz ; for he's in the third degree of drink, lies

drown'd : go, look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool

shall look to the madman. lExit Clown.

Re-enter Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, yond' young fellow swears he will

speak with you. I told him you were .sick : he takes

on him to understand so much, and therefore comes
to speak vfith you : I told him you were asleep ; he

seems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and
therefore comes to speak with you. What is to be

said to him, lady? he's fortified against any denial

Oli. Tell him, he shall not speak with me.

Mai. He has been told sy ; and he says, he'll stand

at your door like a sherilFs post, and be the sup-

porter of a bench, but he'll speak with you.

OH. What kind of man is he ?

Mai. Why, of man kind.

Oli. What manner of man?
Mai. Of very ill manner ; he'll speak with you,

will you, or no.

OH. Of what personage, and years, is he ?

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young
enough for a boy ; as a squash is before 'tis a peas-
cod, or a codling when 'tis almost an apple : 'tis with
him e'en standing water, between boy and man. He
is very well-favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly

;

one would think, his mother's milk were scarce out
of him.

Oli. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman.
Mai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit.

Re-enter Maria.

Oliv. Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my
face ; we'll once more hear Orsino's embassy.

Enter Viola.

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which is

»he? [will?
OH. Speak to me, I shall answer for her

;
your

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable
beauty,—I pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of

the house, for I never saw her : I would be loath to
cast away my speech

; for, besides that it is excel-
lently well penn'd, I have taken great pains to con

it. Good beauties, let rae sustain no scorn : I am
very comptible, even to the least sinister usage.

OH. Whence came you, sir?

Vio. I can say little more than I have studied,

and that questions out of my part. Good gentle

one, give me modest assurance, if you be the lady of

the house, that I may proceed in my speech.

OH. Are you a comedian ?

Vio. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the very

fangs of malice, I swear, I am not that I play. Are
you the lady of the house ?

Oli. If I do not usurp myself, I am.
Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp

yourself; for what is yours to bestow, is not yours to

reserve. But this is from my commission : I will on
with my speech in your praise, and then shew you
the heart of my message.

Oli. Come to what is important in't : I forgive you
tiie praise. fpoetical.

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tis

OH. It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you,

keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates, and
allowed your approach, rather to wonder at yon than

to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you
have reason, be brief: 'tis not that time of moon with

me, to make one in so skipping a dialogue.

Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your way.
Vio. No, good swabber ; I am to hull here a little

longer.—Some mollification for your giant, sweet
OH. Tell me your mind. [lady.

Vio. I am a messenger.
OH. Sure, you have some hideous matter to de-

liver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak
your office.

Via. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no
overture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the

olive in my hand ; my words are as full of peace as

matter.

OH. Yet you began rudely. What are you ? wiiat

would you ?

Vio. The rudeness, that hath appeared in me,
have I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am,
and what I would, are as secret as maidenhead : to

your ears, divinity ; to any other's, profanation.

OH. Give us the place alone : we will hear th's

divinity. lExit Maria.] Now, sir, what is your test ?
Vio. Most sweet lady,

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be
said of it. Where lies your text ?

Vio. In Orsino's bosom.
Oli. In his bosom? In what chapter of his bosom?
Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of his

heart. [more to say ?

Oli. O, I have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no
Vio. Good madam, let nie see your i&ce.

OH. Have you any commission from your lord to

negociate with my face ? you are now out of your
text : but we will draw the curtain, and shew you
the picture. Look you, sir, such a one us I was
this present : is't not well done ? {Unveilinj/.}

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. Lvveather.

Oli. 'Tis iu grain, sir ; 'twill endure wind and
Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and wliite

Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on :

Lady, your are the cruel'st she alive.

If you lead these graces to the grave.

And leave the world no copy.

OH. O, sir, 1 will not be so hard-hearted ; I will

give out divers schedules of my beauty : it shall

be inventoried ; and every particle, and utensil,

labelled to my will : as, item, two lips indifferent

red ; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ; item,

one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you sent

hither to 'praise me ?

Vio. I see you what you are : you sire too proud

;

But, if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and master loves you ; O, such love

Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown 'd

The nonpareil of beauty !

' OH. How does he love me ''
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Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears.

With groans tliat thunder love, with sighs of fire.

Oft. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love

him:
Yet I sbppose him virtuous, know him noble.

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth
;

In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant,

And, in dimension, and the shape of nature,

A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him

;

He might have took his answer long ago.

Vio. If I did love you in my master's dame.
With such a suftering, such a deadly life.

In your denial I would find no sense,

I would not understand it.

OIL
,

Why, what would yon ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate,

And call upon my soul within the house

;

Write loyal cantons of contemned love;

And sing them loud even in the dead of night

;

Holla your name to the reverberate hills,

And make the babbling gossip of the air

Cry out, OUvia ! O, you should not rest

Between the elements of air and earth,

But you should pity me. [age ?

Oli. You might do much : what is your parent-

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well

:

I am a gentleman.
Oli. Get you to your lord

;

I cannot love him : let him send no more ;

Lnless, perchance^ you come to me again,
Tc tell me how he takes it. Fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me.
Vio. 1 am no fee'd post, lady ; keep your purse

;

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love

;

And let your fervour, like my master's, be

Plac'J in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exit
Oli. What is your parentage ?

Above my fortunes, yet my state is well

;

I am a yentleman. I'll be sworn thou art

;

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, Emd spirit.

Do give thee five-fold blazon :—Not too fast :—soft

!

soft!

L^nless the master were the man.—How now ?

Even so quickly may one catch the plague ?

Methinks, I feel this yoath's perfections.

With an invisible ana subtle stealth,

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.

—

What, ho, Malvolio

!

Re-enter Malvouo.

Mat, Here, madam, at your service.

Oli. Run after that same peevish messenger.

The county's man : he left this ring behind him,

Would I, or not ; tell him, I'll none of it.

Desire him not to flatter with his lord.

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him

:

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,
I'll give him reasons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Oli. I do I know not what ; and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.
Fate, shew thy force : ourselves we do not owe

;

What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! [Exit.

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

The Sea-coast.

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

Ant. Will you stay no longer ? nor will yon not
that I go with you '?

8eb. By your patience, no : my stars shine darkly
over me ; the mahgnancy of my fate might, per-

haps, distemper yours ; therefore 1 shall crave of you
your leave, that I may bear my evils alone : it were
a bad recompense for your love, to lay any of them
on you. [bound.

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are
Seb. No, 'sooth, sir ; my determinate voyajre is

mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so ex-

cellent a touch of modesty, that you will not extort
from me what I am willing to keep in ; therefore it

charges me in manners the rather to express my-
self. You must know of me, then, Antonio, my
name is Sebastian, which I called Roderigo ; my
father was that Sebastian of Messaliue, whom, 1

know, you have heard of: he left behind him, my.
self, and a sister, both born in an hour. If the hea-
vens had been pleased, 'would we had so ended .'

but, you, sir, altered that ; for, some hour before you
took me from the breach of the sea, was my sister

Ant. Alas, the day! [drown'd.
Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much re-

sembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful;

but, though I could not, with such estimable won-
der, overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly

publish her, she bore a mind that envy could not

but call fair : she is drowned already, sir, with salt

water, though I seem to drown her remembrance
again with more.
Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment.

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble.

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, let

me be your servant.

Seb. If you will not undo what yon have done,
that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it

not. Fare ye well at once : my bosom is full of
kindness ; and I am yet so near the manners of my
mother, that upon the least occasion more, mine
eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the count
Orsino's court : farewell. [ Exit.
Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee !

I have many enemies in Orsino's court.

Else would I very shortly see thee there :

But, come what may, I do adore thee so.

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Street.

Enter Viola ; Malvolio folloiuiny.

Mai. Were not you even now with the countess
Olivia ?

Vio. Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I have
since arrived but hither.

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir
;
you might

have saved me my pains, to have taken it away
yourself She adds moreover, that you should put
yonr lord into a desperate assurance she will none
of him : and one thing more ; that you be never so
hardy to come again in his affairs, unless it be to

report your lord's taking of this. Receive it so.

Vio. She took the ring of me : I'll none of it.

Mai. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her;
and her will is, it should be so returned : if it be
worth stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not,

be it his that finds it. [Exit.

Vio. I left no ring with her : what means this

lady ?

Fortune forbid, my outside have not chami'd her

!

She made good view of me ; indeed, so much.
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her tongue.

For she did speak in starts distractedly.

She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion

Invites me in this churhsh messenger.

None of my lord's ring ! why, he sent her none.

I am the man;—if it be so (as 'tis),

Poor lady, she were better love a dream.
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness.
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How easy is it for the proper-false

In women's waxen hearts to set their forms !

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we
;

For, such as we are made of, such we be.

How will this fadge ? My master loves her dearly

;

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him
;

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me :

What will become of this ? As I am man.
My state is desperate for my master's love i

As I am womau, now alas the day !

What thriftless siglissliall poorOlivia breathe ?
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O time, thou must untangle this, not I;

It b too hard a knot for ine to untie. [ Exit.

Scene HI.

—

A Room in Olivia's house.

Enter Sir Toby Belch mid Sir Andrew Ag0e-
CHEEK.

Sir To. Approach, sir Andrew : not to be a-bed
after midnigiit, is to be up betimes; and diluculo
surgere, thou iinow'st,

—

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I
know, to be np late, is to be up late.

Sir To. A false conclusion; I hate it as an un-
filled can : to be np after midnight, and to go to bed
then, is early : so that, to go to bed after midnight,
is to go to bed betimes. Do not our lives consist of
the four elements ?

Sir And. 'Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it rather
consists of eating and drinking.

Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore eat
and drink.—Marian, I say ! a stoop ofwine

!

Enter Clown.

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i'faith.

Clo. How now, my hearts ? Did you never see
the picture of we three ?

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let's have a catch.
Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent

breast. I had rather than forty shillings I had such
a leg ; and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has.
In sooth, thou wast in \ ery gracious fooling last
night, when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the
Vapians passing the equinoctial of Queubus ; 'twas
very good, i'faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy
leman : hadst it ?

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity; for Malvolio's
nose is no whi])stock : my lady has a white hand,
and the myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses.

Sir Aiid. Excellent ! Why, this is the best fool-
ing, when all is done. Now, a song.

Sir To. Come on ; there is sixpence for you : let's

have a song.

Sir And. There's a testril of me too : ifone knight
give a [good life ?

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song of
Sir To. A love-song, a love-song.
Sir And. Ay, ay ; t care not for good life.

SONG.
Clo. O mistress mine, tvhere are you roaming ?

0, stay, and hear ; your true love's coming.
That can sing both high and low :

Trip no further, pretty sweeting

;

Journeys end in lovers' meeting.
Every tvise man's son doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith !

Sir To. Good, good.
Clo. What is love '! 'tis not hereafter;

Present mirth hath present laughter

;

What's to come, is still unsure :

In delay there lies no plenty ;

Then come kiss me, sweet-and-tw&nty.
Youth's a stuff tvill not endure.

SirAnd. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight.
Sir To. A contagious breath.
SirAnd. Very sweet and contagious, i'faith.
Str To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in

contagion. But shall we make tiie welkin dance
mdeed ? Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch,
that will draw three souls out of one weaver? shall
we do that? fa catch.

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't : I am a dog at
Clo. By'r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well.
Str And. Most certain : let our catch be. Thou

knave.
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight ? I shall

be constrain'd iu't to call thee knave, knight.
StrAiid. Tis not the first time I have constrain'd

one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold
thy peace.

Clo. I shall never begin, if I hold my peace.

Sir And. Good, i'faith! Come, begin. [They sing
a catch.)

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here
If my lady have not called up her steward, Mai-
volio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never
trust me.

Sir To. My lady's a Cataian, we are politicians

;

Malvolio's a Peg-a-Ramsay, and Three merry men
be tve. Am not I consanguineous'? am I not of her
blood? Tilly vally, lady ! There dwelt a man in

Babylon, lady, lady ! [Singing.) [fooling.

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight's in admirable
Sir And. Ay, he does well eno«gh, if he be dis-

posed, and so do I too; he does it with a better
grace, hut I do it more natural.

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December,—
[Singing.)

Mar. For the love o' God, peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My masters, are you mad ? or what are you?
Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble
like tinkers at this time of night? Do ye make an
alehouse of my lady's house, that ye squeak out
your coziers' catches without any mitigation or

remorse of voice ? Is there no respect of place,

persons, nor time, in yon ? [Sneck up !

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches.

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours ynu
as her kinsman, she's notliing allied to your disorders.

Ifyon can separate yourself and your misdemeanors,
you are welcome to the house ; if not, an it would
please you to take leave of her, she is very willing

to bid you farewell. [needs be gone.
Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since I must
Mar. Nay, good sir Toby.
Clo. His eyes do shexv his days are almost done,
Mai. Is't even so ?

Sir To. But I will never die

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Mai. This is much credit to you.
Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? [Singing.)
Clo. T'Fhat an if you do f

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not ?

Clo. no, no, no, no, you dare not.
Sir To. Out o' time ? sir, ye lie.—Art any more

than a steward ? Dost thou think, because thou art
virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale ?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be hot
i' the mouth too.

Sir To. Thou'rt i'the right.—Go, sir, rub your
chain with cruras :—A stoop of wine, Maria.'
Mai. Mistress Mary, if you priz'd my lady's fa-

vour at any thing more than contempt, -jm would
not give means for this uncivil rule ; she shall know
of it, by this hand. \JLxit.
Mar. Go shake your ears.

Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when
a man's a-hungry, to challenge him to the field ; and
then to break promise with him, and make a fool

of him.

Sir To. Do't, knight ; I'll write thee a challenge
;

or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of
month.
Mar. Sweet sir Toby, be patient for to-night

;

since the youth of the count's was to-day with my
lady, she is much out of quiet. For monsieur Mal-
yolio, let me alone with him : if I do not gull him
into a nayvvord, and make him a common recreation,
do not think I have wit enough io lie straight in my
bed : I know, 1 can do't.

Sir To. Possess us, possess us ; tell us something
of him.

Mar. Many, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Pu-
ritan, [dog.

Sir And. O, if I thouj;ht that, I'd beat him like a
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Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exqui-

site reason, dear knight?

Sfr And. I ha\ e no exquisite reason for't, but I

have reason good enough.

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any
thin^ constantly but a time pleaser; an affectioned

ass, that cons state without book, and utters it by
great swarths : the best persuaded of himself, so

crammed, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is

his ground of faith, that all, that look on him, love

him ; and on that vice in him will my revenge find

notable cause to work.
Sir To. What wilt thou do ?

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles

of love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the

shape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expres-
sureofhis eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall

find himself most feelingly personated : I can write

very like my lady, your niece ; on a forgotten matter
we can hardly malie distinction of our hands.

Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device.

Sir And. I have't in my nose too.

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and that

she is in love with him. [colour.

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that

Sir And. And your horse now could make him
Mar. Ass, J doubt not. [an ass.

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable.
Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my

physic will work with him. I will plant you two,
and let the fool make a third, where he shall hud the

letter; observe his construction of it. For this night,

to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. [Exit.

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea.

Sir And. Before me, she's a good wench.
Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that

adores me ; what o'that?

Sir And. I was adored once too.

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight.—Thou hadst need
send for more money.
Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a

foul way out.

Sir To. Send for money, knight ; if thou hast her

not in the end, call me Cut. [you will.

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it how
Sir To. Come, come ; I'll so bum some sack,

'tis too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come,
knight {Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in the Duke's Palace.

Enter DuKE, Viola, Curio, cuid others.

Duke. Give me some music :—Now, good mor-
row, friends :

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song.
That old and antique song we heard last night

;

Methought it did reheve my passion much
;

More than light airs and recollected terms.
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times :

Come, but one verse. [should sing it.

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, that
Duke. Who was it ?

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool that the
lady Olivia's father took much delight in : he is

about the house.

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

[Exit Curio.—Music.
Come hither, boy; if ever thou shaltlove.
In the sweet pangs of it remember me :

For, such as I am, all true lovers are
;

IJnstaid and skittish in all motions else.

Save, in the constant image of the creature
That is belov'd.—How dost thou like this tune?

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat
Where love is thron'd.

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly

:

My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves ;

Hath it not, boy?
' *<'• A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind of woman is't ?

Vio. Of your complexion.

Duke. She is not worth thee tlien. What jears,

Vio. About your years, ray lord. [i'faith ?

Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman
An elder than herself; so wears she to him, [take

So sways she level in her husband's heart.

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves.

Our fancies are more giddy and ubfirm,

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn

,

Than women's are.

Vio. I think it well, my lord.

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself.

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent

:

For women are as roses ; whose fair flower.

Being once displa}''d, doth fall that very hour.

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are so;

To die, even when they to perfection grow

!

Re-enter CuRio, and Clotvn.

Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last

Mark it, Cesario; it is old, and plain: [night:

—

I The spinsters and the knitters in the sim.

And the free maids, that wea\ e their thread with
Do use to chaunt it ; it is silly sooth, [bones.

And dallies with the innocence of love,

Like the old age.

Clo. Are you ready, sir ?

Duke. Ay
;
pr'ythee, sing. {Music.)

SONG.
Clo. Come aivay, come away, death,

And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly aivay, fly aivay, breath

;

I am slain by afair cruel maid.
My shroud of ichite, stuck all with yew,

O ,prepare it

;

My part of death no one so true
Did share it.

Not aflotver, not afloicer sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown ;
Not afriend, not a friend greet ithroivn;

My poor corpse, v^here my bones shall be
A thousand thotisand sighs to save,

Lay me, 0, where
Sad true lover ne'er find my grave.

To weep there.

Duke. There's for thy pains.

Clo. No pains, sir ; I take pleasure in singing, sir.

Duke. I'll pay thy pleasure then.

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one
time or another.

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; and
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata,

for thy mind is a very opal !—I would ha\e men of
such constancy put to sea, that their business might
be eveiy thing, and their intent every where ; for

that's it, that always makes a good voyage of no-
thing.—Farewell. [Exit Clown.
Duke. Let all the rest give place.

\.Exeu7it Curio and Attendants.
Once more^ Cesario,

Get thee to yon' same sovereign cruelty :

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world.
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands :

The parts, that fortune hath bestow'd upon her.

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune

;

But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems.
That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul.

Vio. But, if she cannot love you, sir ?

Duke. I cannot be so answer'd.

Vio. 'Sooth, but you must.
Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is.

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her;
You tell her so : must she not then be answer'd ?
Duke. There is no woman's sides.

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart
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So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention.

Alas, their love may be called appetite,—

No motion of the liver, but the palate,—

That sillier surfeit, cloyment, and revolt

;

But mine is all as hungry as the sea,

And can digest as much : make no compare
Between that love a woman can bear me.
And that I owe Olivia.

Vio. Ay, but I know,

—

Dulce. What dost thou know ?

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe :

In faith, they are as true of heart as we.

My father had a daughter loved a man.
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman,
I should your lordship.

J)uke. And what's her historj' ?

Vio. A blank, ray lord : She never told her love,

But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud,

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought

;

And, with a green and yellow melancholy.

She sat like patience on a monument.
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ?

We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed.

Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove

Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ?

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father's house.

And all the brothers too ;—and yet I know not.

—

Sir, shall I to this lady ?

Duke. Ay, that's the theme.

To her in haste
;
give her this jewel ; say.

My love can give no place, bide no delay. [_Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Olivia's Garden.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir AndrewAgue cheek,
and Fabian.

Sir To. Come thy ways, signior Fabian.

Fab. Nay, I'll come; if I lose a scruple of this

sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy.

Sir To. Would'st thou not be glad to have the

niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable

shame ?

Fal). I would extilt, man : yon know, he brought

me out of favour %vith my lady, about a bear-baiting

here.

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again

;

and we will fool him black and blue:—Shall we
not. Sir Andrew ? >

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives.

Enter Mx^iK.

-HowSir To. Here comes the little villain

now, my nettle of India?
Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree : Mal-

volio's coming down this walk ; he has been yonder
i' the sun, practising behaviour to his own shadow,
this half hour : observe him, for the love of mockery

;

for, 1 know, this letter will make a contemplative

idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting ! {The
men hide themselves.) Lie thou there

;
(throws

down a letter) for here comes the trout that must
be caught with tickling. iExit Maria.

Enter Malvolio,

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria
once told me, she did affect me : and I have heard
herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it

should be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses

me with a more exalted respect, than any one else

that follows her. What should I think on't?

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue

!

Fab. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare

turkey-cock of him ; how he jets under his advanced
plumes !

Sir And. 'Slight, I could so beat the rogue !

—

Sir To. Peace, I say.
Mai. To be Count Malvolio !—
Sir To. Ah, rogue !

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him.
Sir To. Peace, peace !

Mai. There is example for't; the lady of the'

strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe.
Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel

'

-

Fab. O, peace ! now be's deeply in; look, Wv/
imagination blows him.
Mai. Having been three months married to»her,

sitting in my state,

—

Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye !

Mai. Calling ray officers about me, in my branched
velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where
I left Oil', ia sleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brimstone !

Fab. O, peace, peace !

Mai. And then to have the humour of state : and
after a demure travel of regard,—telling them, I know
my place, as 1 would they should do theirs,—to ask
for my kinsman Toby :

Sir To. Bolts and shackles !

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace ! now, now.
Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient start,

make out for him : I frown the while ; and per-
chance, wind up my watch, or play with some rich

jewel. Toby approaches ; court'sies there to me :

Sir To. Shall this fellow live?

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from as with
cars, yet peace.
Mai. I extend my hand to him, thus, quenching

my familiar smile with an austere regard of control

:

Sir To. And does not Toby tsike you a blow o'the

lips then ?

Mai. Saying, Cousin Toby, mv fortunes having
cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative of
SDeech '

Sir To. What, what?
Mai. You must amend your drunkenness.
Sir To. Out, scab !

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of
our plot.

Mai. Besides, you ivaste the treasure of your
time ivith a foolish knight

;

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you.

Mai. One Sir Andreio

:

[fool.

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I ; for many do call me
Mai. What employment have we here? [Tak-

ing up the letter.)

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours in-

timate reading aloud to him !

Mai. By my life, this is my lady's hand : these

be her very C's, her U's, and her T's ; and thus
makes she her great P's. It is, in contempt of
question, her hand.

Sir And. Her Cs, her C^'s and her T's : why
that?

Mai. (reads.) To the unknown beloved, this, and
my good ivishes : her very phrases !—By your
leave, wax.—Soft !—and the impressure her Lu-
crece, with which she uses to seal : 'tis my lady

:

to whom should this be ?

Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

Mai. (reads.) Jove knotvs I love :

But who ?

Lips do not move.
No man must know.

No man must know.—What follows? the numbers
altered !

—

No man must know :—If this should be
thee, Malvolio?

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock !

Mai. Imay cotnmand, where I adore :

But silence, like a Lucrece knife,

T'Fith bloodless stroke my heart doth gore ;

M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.

Fab. A Fustian riddle !

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I.

Mai. M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.—Nay, but

first, let me see,—let me see,—let me see.

Fab. What a dish of poison hath she dress'd him !

Sir To. And with what wing the stannyel checks

at it.

Mai. I may command where I adore. Why, she
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may command me; I serve her, she is my lady.

Why, this is evident to any formal capacity. There
is no obstruction in this:—And the end,—What
should that alphabetical position portend ? if I

could make that resemble something in me,

—

Softly \—M, 0, A, I.—
Sir T. O, ay ! make up that :—he is now at a

cold scent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't, (or all this, though
it be as rank as a fox.

Mai. M,—Mah olio ;

—

M,—why, that begins my
name.
Fab. Did not I say, he would word it out ? the

cur is excellent at faults.

Mai. M,—But then there is no consonancy in the

sequel ; that suliers under probation : A should
follow, but does.

Fab. And shall end, I hope.

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him
cry, O.
Mai. And then / comes behind.
Fab. Ay, an you had an eye beiiind you, you

might see more detraction at your heels, than for-

tunes before you.
Mai. M, O, A, I;—This simulat-on is not as the

former :^and yet, to crush this a little, it would
bow to me, for every one of these letters are in my
name. Soft ! here follows prose.

—

If this fall into
thy hand, revoli-p. In my stars I am above thee ;

but be not afraid of greatness : some are bom
great, some achieve greatness, and some have
greatness thrust upon them. Thyfates open their
liands ; let thy blood and spirit embrace them.
And, to inure thyself to ivhat thou art like to be,
cast thy humble slough, and appear fresh. Be
opposite ivith a kinsman, surly with servants :

let thy tmigue tang arguments of state ; put thy-

self into the trick ofsingularity : she thus advises
thee, that sighs for thee. Remember who com-
mended thy yellow stockings ; and wished to see
thee ever cross-gartered : I say, remember. Go
to ; thou art made, if thou desirest to be so ; if
not, let me see thee a steward still, the fellow of
servants, and not ivorthy to touch fortune's
fingers. Farewell. She, that would alter services
with thee.

The fortunate-unhappy.

Day-light and champian discovers not more : this

is open. I will be jiroud, I will read politic au-
thors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross
acquaintance, i will be point-de-vice, the very man.
I do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade
me ; for every reason excites to this, that my lady
loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings
of late, she did praise my leg being cross-gartered

;

and in this she manifests herself to my love, and,
with a kind of injunction, drives me to these halDits

of her liking. I thank my stars, I am happy. I

will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and
cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of putting
on. Jove, and my stars be praised !—Here is yet
a postscript Thou canst not choose but knotv ivho
I am. If thou entertainest my love, let it appear
in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well:
therefore in my presence still smile, dear my
sweet, I pr'ythee. Jover I thank thee.— I will
smile ; I will do every thing that thou wilt have me.

\Exit.
Fab. I will not give ray part of this sport lor a

pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy.
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device :

Sir And. So conld I too.

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but
such another jest

Enter Maria.
Sir And. Nor 1 neither.
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher.
Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' my neck "?

Sir And. Or o' mine either ?

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray -trip, and
become thy bond-slave ?

Sir And. rfaith, or I either?
Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream,

that when the image of it leaves him, he must run
mad.
Mar. Nay, but say true ; does it work upon him ?

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife.
iWar. If you will then see the. fruits of the sport,

mark his first approach before my lady : he will

come to her in yellow stockings, and 'tis a colour
she abhors ; and cross-gartered, a fashion she de-
tests ; and he will smile upon her, which will now
be so unsuitable to her disposition, being addicted
tQ. a melancholy as she is, that it cannot but turn
him into a notable contempt : if you will see it,

follow me.
Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excel-

lent devil of wit

!

Sir And. I'll make one too. [Exeunt.

ACT. II

L

Scene I.

—

Olivia's Garden,

Enter Viola, cind Clown ivith a tabor.

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost thou
live by thy tabor V

C'lo. No, sir, I live by the church,
Vio. Art thou a churchman ?

Clo. No such matter, sir ; I do live by the church :

for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand
by the church.

Vio. So thou may'st say, the king lies by a beg-
gar, if a beggar dwell near him ; or, the church
stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the
church.

Clo. You have said, sir.—To see this age!—

A

sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit; how
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward

!

Vio. 'Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely
with words, may quickly make them wanton.

Clo. I would, therefore, my sister had had no
F/o. Why, man? [name, sir.

Clo. Why, sir, her name's a word ; and to dally
with that word, might make my sister wanton : but,
indeed, words are very rascals, since bonds dis-

graced them.
Vio. Thy reason, man?
Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield yon none without

words ; and words are grown so false, I am loath to
prove reason with them.

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and
carest for nothing.

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something : but in

ray conscience, sir, I do not care for you ; if that be
to care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you
invisible.

Vio. Art thou not the lady Olivia's fool ?

Clo. No, indeed, sir ; the lady Olivia has no folly :

she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and
fools are as like husbands, as pilchards are to her-

rings, the husband's the bigger; I am, indeed, not

her fool, but her corrupter of words.
Vio. I saw thee late at the count Orsino's.

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb, like

the sun ; it shines every where. I would be sorry,

sir, but the fool should be as oft with your master,
as with ray raistress : I tnink I saw your wisdom
there.

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon frie, I'll no more
with thee. Hold, there's expences for thee.

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair,

send thee a beard !

Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almost sick
for one ; though I would not have it grow on my
chin. Is thy lady within ?

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir?

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use.

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir,

to bring a Cressida to this Troilns.
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fa

Vio. I understand you, sir; 'tis well begg'd.

C/o. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, beg-

ging but a beggar; Cressida was a beggar. My
ady is within, sir. I will construe to them whence
you come ; wlio you are, and wUat you would, are

out of my welkin : I might say, element; but the

word is over-worn. [Exit.

Vio. This fellow's wise enough to play the fool
;

And, to do that \\ell, craves a kind of wit :

He must observe tiieir mood on whom he jests.

The quality of persons, and the time ;

And, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice.

As full of labour as a wise man's art :

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit

;

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew Ague-
Cheek.

Sir To. Save you, gentleman.

Vio. And you, sir.

Sir And. Dieu vous <jar,de, monsieur.
Vio. Ei voits aiissi ; votre serviteur.

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours.

Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? my niece
is desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her.

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir : I mean, she
is the list of my voyage.

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir, put them to motion.

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than
I understand what you mean by bidding me taste

Sir To. I mean to go, sir, to enter. [my legs.

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance :

but we are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain

odours on you ! [odours ! well.

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier : Rain
Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your

own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear.

Sir And. Odours, preynant, and vouchsafed

:

—
I'll get 'em all three ready. [to my hearing.

OH. Let the garden door be shut, and leave me

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andreiv, and Maria.
Give me your hand, sir.

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service.

OH. W bat is your name ?

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess.

OH. My servant, sir ! 'Twas never merry world.
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment

:

You are servant to the count Orsino, youth.
Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be

yours
;

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam.
OH. For him, I think not on him : for his

thoughts, [me

!

'Would they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf:

—

OH. O, by your leave, I pray you

;

I bade you never speak again of him :

But, would you undertake another suit,

1 had rather hear you to solicit that.

Than music from the spheres.

Vio. Dear lady,

OH. Give me leave, I beseech you : I did send,
After the last enchantment you did here,

A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you:
Under your hard construction must I sit.

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning,
Which you knew none of yours : what might you
Have you not set mine honour at the stake, [think ?

And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts,
That tyrannouii heart can think ? To one of your

receiving
Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom,
Hides my poor heart: so let me hear you speak.

Vio. I pity you.

OH. That's a degree to love.

Vio. No, not a grise ; for 'tis a vulgar proof,
That very oft we pity enemies.

OH. Why, then, methinks, 'tis time to smile
world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! [again :

If one should be a prey, how much the better
To fall before the lion than the wolf? (Clock strikes.)
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.

—

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you :

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man :

There lies your way, due w^est.

Vio. Then westward-hoe

;

Grace, and good disposition 'tend your ladyship .'

You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ?

OH. Stay :

1 pr'ythee, tell me, what thou think'st of me.
Vio. That you do think, you are not what yon are.

OH. If I think so, I think the same of you.

Vio. Then think you right ; I am not what I am.
OH. I would you were as I would have you be !

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than 1 am,
I wish it might ; for now 1 am your fool.

OH. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautifu'

In the contempt and anger of his lip !

A murd'rous guilt shews not itself more soon
Than love that would seem hid : love's night is Doon.

Cesario, by the roses of the spring.

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing,

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride.

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide.

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause,

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause :

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter :

Love sought is good, but given unsought, is better.

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth,

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth.

And that no woman has ; nor never none
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone.

And so adieu, good madam ; never more
Will I my master's tears to you deplore.

OH. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may'st
move

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in OHvia^s house.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-
cheek, and Fabian.

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer.

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason.

Fab. You must needs yield your reason, sir An-
drew.

Sir And. Marry, I sawyour niece do more favours

to the count's serving man, than ever she bestowed
upon me ; T saw't i'the orchard. [me thaL

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy? tell

Sir And. As plain as I see you now.
Fah. This was a great argument of love in her

toward you.

Sir And. 'Slight ! will you make an ass o' me ?

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths

of judgment and reason.

Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen, since

before Noah was a sailor.

Fab. She did shew favour to the youth in your
sight, only to exasperate you, to awake your dor-

mouse valour, to put fire in your heart, and brim-

stone in your liver : you should then have accosted

her ; and with some excellent jests, fire-new fi-orn

the mint, you should have banged the youth into

dumbness. This was looked for at your hand, and
this was baulked : the double gilt of this opportu-

nity you let time wash oft', and you are now sailed

mto the north of my lady's opinion; where you will

hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unless

you do redeem it by some laudable attempt, either

of valour, or policy.

Sir And. And't be any way, it must be with va
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lour ; for policy I hate : I had as lief be a Brownist

as a politician.

Sir To. Why then, Iiuild me thy fortunes upon
the basis of valour. Challenge me the count's youth

to fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my
niece shall takenotcof it ; and assure thyself, there is

no love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's
commendation with woman, than report of valour.

Fab. There is no way but this, sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge

to him ?

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand ; be curst

and brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be elo-

quent and full of invention : taunt him with the

licence of ink : if thou thoiCst him some thrice, it

shall not be amiss ; and as many lies as will lie in

thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big

enough for the bed of Ware iu England, set 'em
down

;
go, about it. Let there be gall enough in

thy ink ; though thou write with a goose-pen, no
matter : about it.

Sir And. Where shall I find you ?

Sir To. We'll call thee at the cubiculo : go.

[Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, sir Toby.
Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad ; some two

thousand strong, or so.

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him : but
you'll not deliver it.

Sir To. Never trust me then ; and by all means
stir on the youth to an answer. I think, oxen and
wainropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew,
if he were opened, and you find so much blood in

his liver as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the
rest of the anatomy.
Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his

visage no great presage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.
Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of nine

comes.
Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh

yourselves into stitches, follow me : yon' gull Mal-
volio is turned heathen, a very renegado ; for there
is no Christian that means to be saved by believing

rightly, can ever believe such impossible passages
ofgrossness. He's in yellow stockings.

Sir To. And cross-gartered ?

Mar. Most villanously ; like a pedant that keeps
a school i' the church.—I have dogged him, like his

murderer: he does obey every point of the letter

that I dropped to betray him. He does smile his

face into more lines, than are in the new map, with
the augmentation of the Indies : you have not seen
such a thing as 'tis ; I can hardly forbear hurling
things at him. I know, my lady will strike him ; if

she do, he'll smile, and take't for a great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Street.

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled you
;

But, since you make your pleasure of your pains,
I will no further chide you.

Ant. I could not stay behind you ; my desire.
More sharo than filed steel, did spur me forth

;

And not all love to see you, ( though so much.
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,

)

But jealousy what might befal your travel,
Being skilless in these parts ; which to a stranger,
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove
Rough and unhospitable : my willing love.
The rather by these arguments of fear.
Set forth in your pursuit.

Seb. My kind Antonio,
I can no other answer make, but, thanks,
And thanks, and ever thanks. Often good turns
Are shuffled oft' with such uncurrent pay :

But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm,
I ou should find better dealing. What's to do ?

Shall we go see the reliques of this town ?
A?it. To-morrow, sir; best, first ^go see your

lodging.

Seb. i am not weary, and 'tis long t© night

;

I pray you let us satisfy our eyes
Ml ith the memorials, and the things of fame,
That do renown this city.

^nt. 'Would, you'd pardon me
;

I do not without danger walk these streets :

Once, in a sea fight, 'gainst the count his gallies
I did some service ; of such note, indeed.
That, were I ta'en here, it would scarce be answer'd.

Seb. Belike, you slew great number of his people.
And. The offence is cot of such a bloody nature :

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel,
INIight well have given us bloody argument.
It might have since been answer'd in repaying
What vye took from them ; which, for traffic's sake.
Most of our city did : only mys«lf stood out;
For which, if I be lapsed in this place,
I shall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open.
And. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here's my

' In the south suburbs, at the Elei)hant, [purse.;
Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet.

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your know-
ledge.

With viewing of the town ; there shall yon have me.
Seb. Why I your purse ?

Ant. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy
You have desire to purchase ; and your store,

I think, is not for idle markets, sir. [an hour.
Seb. I'll be your purse-bearer, and leave you for
Ant. To the Elephant.—
Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Olivia's Garden.
Enter Olivia and Maria.

on. I have sent after him : he says, he'll come ;How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ?

For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd, or bor-
I speak too loud. [row'd.
Where is Malvolio?—he is sad and civil.

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes ;

—

Where is Malvolio?
Mar. He's coming, madam

;

But in strange manner. He is sure possess'd.
on. Why, what's the matter? does he rave ?

Mar. No, madam.
He does nothing but smile : your ladyship
Were best have guard about you, if lie come-
For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits.

OH. Go call him hither.—I'm as mad as he.
If sad and merry madness equal be.

—

Enter Malvolio.
How now, Malvolio ?

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho. {Smilesfantastically

.

)
OH. Smil'st thou ?

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion.

Mai. Sad, lady? I could be sad : this does make
some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering ;

but what of that, if it please the eye of one, it is

with me as the very»true sonnet is : Please one, and
please all.

OH. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the matter
with thee ?

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow in

my legs : it did come to his hands, and commands
shall be executed. I think, we do know the sweet
Roman hand.

on. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? [to thee.

Mai. To bed? ay, sweetheart; and I'll come
on. God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile so,

and kiss thy hand so oft ?

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ?

Mai. At your request? Yes; nightingales an-

swer daws.
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold-

ness before my lady?
Mai. Be not afraid ofgreatness

:

—'twas well writ.



64 TWELFTH NIGHT: Act HI.

OIL What meanest tlion l)y that, Malvolio?

Mai. Sonie are born tjreat,—

on. Ha ?

Mai. Some achieve yreatness,—
on. NVhat sayst tliou ?

Mai. And some have (jreatness thrust upon them.

on. Heaven restore tUee

!

Mai. Jiemember who commended thij yelloic

on. Tliy yellow stock inj;s ? [stocking-f

:

—
Mai. And wished to see thee cross-gartered.

on. Cross-gartered? [so;—
Mai. Go to ; thoii art niade, ifthou desirest to be

on. Am I made ?

Mai. If not, let me see thee a servant still.

OH. Wliy, tliis is \ery raidstiramer maduess.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the count

Orsino's is returned ; I could hardly entreat him
back : he attends your ladyship's pleasure.

on. I'll come to him. [Exit Servant.] Good
Maria, let this fellow he looked to. Where's my
cousin Toby*? Let some of my people have a special

care of him; I would not have him miscarry for the

half of my dowry.
[Exeunt Olivia and Maria,

Mul. Oh, oh! do you come near me now"? no
worse man than sir Toby to look to me ? This con-

curs directly with the letter : she sends him on
purpose, that I may appear stubborn to him ; for she

incites me to that in the letter. Cast thy humble
slough, says she ;

—

be opposite with a kinsman,
surly tvith servants,—let thy tongue tang argu-
ments of state,—put thyself into the trick of sin-

gularity; and, consequently, sets down the man-
ner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend carriage, a slow
tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, and so forth.

I have limed her ; but it is Jove's doing, and Jove
make me thankful ! And, when she went away now.
Let thisfellow be looked to : Fellow ! not Malvolio,

nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing

adheres together ; that no dram of a scruple, no
scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous

or unsafe .circumstance,—What can be said ? No-
thing, that can be, can come between me and the full

prt spect of my hopes. VV'ell, Jove, not 1, is the doer
of this, and he is to be thanked.

Re-enter M\Rix, with Sir Toby Uelch and
Fabian.

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanc-

tity ? If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and
Legion himself possessed him, yet I'll speak iu him.

Fab. Here he is, here he is :—How is't with you,

sir ? how is't with you, man ?

Mai. Go off; I discard you ; let me enjoy my pri-

vate ; go oft".

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within
him ! did not I tell you ?—Sir Toby, my lady prays
you to have a care of him.
Mai. Ah, ah ! does she so ?

Sir To. Go to, go to
;
peace, peace, we must deal

gently with him ; let me alone.—How do you, Mal-
volio? how is't with you? What, man! defy the

devil; consider, he's an enemyto mankind.
Mai. Do you know what you say ?

Mar. La you, an you speak ill oi'the devil, how he
takes it at heart ? Pray God, he be not bewitched \

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman.
Mar. 31arry, and it shall be done to-morrow

morning, if I live. My lady would not lose him for

more than I'll say.
Mai. How now, mistress ?

Mar. O lord

!

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; thla is not the

way: do you not see, you move him? let me alone
with liim.

Fab. No way but gentleness
;
gently, gently : the

fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used.
Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how dost

[thou, chuck ?

Mai. Sir?
Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, man

!

'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan :

Hang him, foul collier

!

Mar. Get him to say his prayers; good sir Toby,
get him to pray.

Mai. My prayers, minx ? [ liness.

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of god-
Mal. Go, hang yourselves all I you are idle shal-

low things : I am not of your element ; you shall

know more hereafter. [Exit.

Sir To. Is't possible ?

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, 1

could condemn it as an improbable fiction.

Sir To. His very genius hath taken' the infection

of the device, man.
Mar. Nay, pursue him now ; lest the device take

air, and taint

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad, indeed.

Mar. The house will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room,
and bound. My niece is already in the belief, that

he is mad ; we may carry it thus, for our pleasure,

atid his penance, till our very pastime, tired out of

breath, prompt us to have mercy ou him : at which
time, we will bring the device to the bar, and crown
thee for a finder of madmen. But see, but see.

Enter Sir Andrew Aguecheek.
Fab. ilore matter for a May morning.

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it ; I war-
rant, tliere's vinegar and pepper iu't.

Fab. Is't so saucy?
Sir And. Ay, is it, I warrant him : do but read.

Sir To. Give me. (Reads) Youth, tvhatsoever

thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow
Fab. Good and valiant

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind,
ivhy I do call tliee so, for Iwill sheiv thee no reason

for't.

Fab. A good note : that keeps yon from the blow
of the law.

Sir To. Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in

my sight she uses thee kindly : but thou liest in thy

throat, that is not the matter I challenge theefor.
Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-less.

Sir To. I will ivay-lay thee going home ; where
if it be thy chance to kill me,

Fab. Good.
Sir To. Thoukillest me like a rogue anda villain.

Fab. Still you keep o'the windy side of the law

:

good.

Sir To. Fare thee well; and God have mercy
upon one of our souls ! He may have mercy upon
mine ; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself.

Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn
enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek.

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his leg^

cannot : I'll give't him.

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for't ; he is

now in some commerce with my lady, and will by
and by depart.

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him at the

corner of the orchard, like a bum-baihff": so soon

as ever thou seest him, draw ; and, as thou drawest,

swear horrible ; for it comes to pass oft, that a ter-

rible oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged

oft', gives manhood more approbation than ever

proof itself would have earned him. Away.
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. \Exit.

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: lor the

behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to

be of good capacity and breeding ; his employment

between his lord and my niece confirms no less
;

therefore tiiis letter, being so excellently ignorant,

will breed no terror in the youth, he will find it

comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will deliver his

challenge by word of mouth ; set upon Ague-cheek

a notable report of valour ; and drive the gentleman,

(as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it,) into a

most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and im-
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petuosity. This will so fright them both, that they
will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices.

Enter Olivia and ViOL.\.

Fab. Here he comes with your niece : give them
way, till he take leave, and presently after him.

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid
message for a challenge.

[Exeunt Sir To. Fab. ^ Mar.
OH. I have said too much unto a heart of stone,

And laid mine honour too unchary out

:

There's something in me, that reproves ray fault
;

But such a headstrong potent fault it is.

That it but mocks reproof. [bears.
Via. With the same 'haviour that your passion

Go on my master's griefs.

OH. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture
;

Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you :

And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow.
What shall you ask of me, that 111 deny

;

That honour, sav'd, may upon asking give ? fter.

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my mas-
Oti. How with mine honour may I give him that.

Which I have given to yoa ?

Vio. I will acquit you !

OH. Well, come again to-morrow. Fare thee well:
A fiend, like thee, might bear my soul to hell. [Exit.

Re-enter Sir Toby Belch and Fabian.

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee.
Vio. And you, sir.

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to't

:

of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him,
I knqw not ; but thy intercepter, full of despight,
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard
end : dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation,
for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly.

Vio. You mistake, sir ; I am sure, no man hath
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free

and clear from any image of otfence done to any man.
Sir To. You'll tind it otherwise, I assure you

:

therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake
you to your guard; for your opposite hath in him
what youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish

Via. I pray you, sir, what is he ? [man withal.
Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unbacked

rapier, and on carpet consideration ; but he is a
de\ il in private brawl ; souls and bodies hath he
divorced three ; and his incensement at this moment
is so implacable, that satisfaction can be none but
by pangs of death and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his
word

;
g^ive't, or take't.

Vio. I will return again into the house, and desire
some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have
heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels pur-
posely on others, to taste their valour : belike this
is a man of that quirk.

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itself out
of a very competent injury; therefore, get you on,
and give him his desire. Back yon shall not to the
house, unless you undertake that with me, which
with as much safety you might answer him : there-
fore, on, or strip your sword stark naked ; for meddle
you must, that's certain, or forswear to wear iron
about you.

Vio. This is as uncivil, as strange. I beseech you,
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight
what my ofience to him is ; it is something of roy
negligence, nothing of my purpose.

Sir To. I will do so.—Signior Fabian, stay jou
by this gentleman till my return. [Exit Sir Toby.

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter?
Fab. I know, the knight is incensed against you,

even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothing of the
circumstance more.

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ?
Fab. Nothing of that vvonderful promise, to read

hira by his form, as you are like to find him in the
proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most
skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite, that you could

possibly have found in any part of Illyria : will
you walk towards him ? I will make your peace
with him, if I can.

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for't : I am
one, that would rather go with sir priest, than sir
knight : I care not who knows so much of my
mettle. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew.
Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil ; I have not

seen such a virago. I had a pass with him, rapier,
scabbard, and all, and he gives me the stack-in with
such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on
the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit

the ground they step on : they say, he has been
fencer to the Sophy.

Sir And. Pox on't. 111 not meddle with him.
Sir To. Ay, hut he will not now be pacified :

Fabian can scarce hold him yonder.
Sir And. Plague on't ; an I thought he had been

valiant, and so cunning in fence, I'd have seen him
damned ere I'd have challenged him. Let him let the
matter slip, and I'll give him my horse, grey Capilet.

Sir To. I'll make the motion : stand here, make
a good show on't; this shall end without the perdi-
tion of souls : marry, I'll ride your horse as well as
I ride you. (Aside.)

Re-enter Fabian and Viola.

I have his horse [to Fab.) to take op the quarrel

;

I have persuaded him the youth's a devil.

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and
pants, and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.

Sir To. There's no remedy, sir ; he will fight with
you for his oath's sake : marry, he hath better be-
thought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now
scarce to be worth talking of: therefore draw, for
the snpportance of his vow ; he protests, he will not
hurt you.

Vio. Pray God defend me ! A little thing would
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. {Aside.)

Fed). Give ground, if you see him furious.

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there's no remedy
;

the gentleman will, for his honour's sake, have one
bout with you : he cannot by the duello avoid it :

but he has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a
soldier, he will not hurt you. Come on : to't.

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath. [Draios.)

Enter Antonio.

Vio. I do assure you 'tis against my will. [Dratvs.)
Ant. Put up your sword ;—if this young gentle-

Have done ofi'ence, I take the fault on me ; [man
If you oflend him, I for him defy you. {Draiving.)

Sir To. You sir? why, what are you?
Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more

Than you have heard him brag to vou he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for

you. (Brcnvs.)

Enter two Officers. [ficers.

Fab. O good sir Toby, hold ; here come the of-

Sir To. I'll be with you anon. {To Antonio.)
Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you please.

{To Sir Andrew.)
Sir And. Marry, will I, sir ;—and, for that I

promised you, I'll be as good as my word : he
will bear you easily, and reins well.

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office.

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit

Of count Orsino.

Ant. You do mistake me, sir.

I Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour well.

Though now you have no sea-cap on your head.
Take him away ; he knows, I know him well.

Ant. I must obey.—This comes with seeking you
;

But there's no remedy ; I shall answer it.

What will you do ? Now my necessity

Makes me to ask you for my purse : it grieves me
Much more- for what I cannot do for you.
Than what befals myself. You stand amaz'd ;
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Bat be of comfort.

2 OJ. Corae, sir, away.

Ant. I must entreat of you some ot that money.

Vio. What money, sir ?

For the fair kindness you have show'd me here,

And, part, being prompted by your present trouble,

Out of my lean and low ability

I'll lend you something : my having is not much
;

I'll make division of my present with you ;

Hold, there is half my coffer.

Ant, Will you deny me now ?

Is't possible, that ray deserts to you

Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery.

Lest that it make me so unsound a man.

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses

That I have done for you.

Yio. I know of none ;

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature

:

I hate ingratitude more in a man.
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness.

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption

Inhabits our frail blood.

Ant. O heavens themselves !

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray yon, go. [see here.

Ant. Let me speak a little. This youth, that you

I snatch'd one half out of the jaws of death

;

Reliev'd him with such sanctity of love,

And to his image, which, methought, did promise

Most venerable worth, did I devotion. [away.

1 Off. What's that to us ? The time goes by
;

Ant. But, O, how vile an idol proves this god !

—

Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.

—

In nature there's no blemish, but the mind

;

None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind :

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil

Are empty trunks, o'erflourish'd by the devil.

1 Off. The man grows mad ; away with him.

Come, come, sir.

Ant. Lead me on. \TElxeunt Officers with Antonio.
Via. Methinks, his words do from such passion

That he beUeves himself; so do not I. [fly.

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true.

That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you !

Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fa-
bian : we'll whisper o'er a couplet or two of most
sage saws.

Vio. He nam'd Sebastian ; I my brother kuow
Yet living in my glass ; even such and so.

In favour was my brother ; and he went
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament.
For him I imitate : O, if it prove.

Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love !

[Exit.

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a

coward than a hare : his dishonesty appears, in

leaving his friend here in necessity, and denying
him ; and for his cowardship, ask Fabian. [in it.

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious

Sir And. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him.
Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never draw

thy sword.
Sir And. An I do not,

—

[E.vit.

Fab. Come, let's see the event.
Sir To. I dare lay any money, 'twill be nothing

yet. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.
Scene I.—The Streetlefore Olivia's House.

Enter Sebastian and Clown.
Clo. Will you make me believe, that I am not

sent for you r

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow
;

Let me be clear of thee.
Clo. Well held out, i'faith ! No, I do not know

you ; nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid
you come speak with her; nor your name is not
master Cesario ; nor this is not my nose neither.

—

Nothing, that is so, is so.
Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly somewhere else ;

Thoul^now'st notme.

Clo. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of

some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent
my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber, the world,

will prove a cockney.—I pr'ythee now, ungird thy

strangeness, and tell me what I shall vent to my
lady : shall I vent to her, that thou art coming ?

Seb. I pr'ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me
;

There's money for thee ; if you tarry longer,

I shall give worse payment.
Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand :

—

These wise men, that give fools money, get them-
selves a good report after fourteen years purchase.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.
Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again ? there's

for you. [Striking Sebastian.)

Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there :

are all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Aitdreiv.)

Sir To. Hold, sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er

the house.

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight : I would not

be in some of your coats for two-pence. [Exit. Clo.

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold. [Holding Sebastian.)

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way
to work with him ; I'll have an action of battery

against him, if there be any law in lUyria . though
I struck him first, yet it's no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy h-and.

Sir To. Come sir, I will not let you go. Come,
my young soldier, put up your iron : you are well

fleshed ; come on. [thou now ?

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldst
If tliou dar'st tempt me further, draw thy sword.

[Draivs.)

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must have an
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you.

Enter Olivia. [Draws.)

Oli. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold.

Sir To. Madam ?

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch.

Fit for the mountains, and the bai'barous caves.

Where manners ne'er were preach'd ! out of my
Be not offended, dear Cesario I [sight I

Rudesby, be gone !—I pr'ythee, gentle friend,

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway
In this uncivil and unjust extent

Against thy peace. Go with me to my house
;

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks
This ruffian hath botch'd up, Ihat thou thereby
May'st smile at this: thou shalt not choose but go;
Do not deny : beshrew his soul for me.
He started one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. What relish is in this ? how runs the stream ?

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream :

—

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep
;

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep.

OH. Nay, come, I pr'ythee : 'would thiu'dst be
Seb. Madam, I will. [rul'd by me !

Oli. O, say so, and so be ! [Exeunt.

Scene II. A Room in Olivia's House.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this

beard ; make him believe thou art sir Topas the

curate ; do it quickly : I'll call sir Toby the vyhilst.

[Exit Maria.
Clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will dissemble

myself in't ; and I would I were the first that ever
dissembled in such a gown. I am not fat enough
to become the function well ; nor lean enough to

be thought a good student : but to be said, au ho-

nest man, and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly,

as to say, a careful man, and a great scholar. The
competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson.

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby ; for as the old hermit
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of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily

said to a niece of king Gorboduc, That, that is, is :

so I, being master parson, am master parson : for

what is that, but that ? and is, but is ?

Sir To. To him, sir Topas.

Clo. What, hoa, I say,—Peace in this prison !

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave.
Mai. {in an inner chamber.) Who calls there?

Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit

Malvolio the lunatic. [my lady.

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest thou
this man ? talkest thou nothing but of ladies ?

Sir To. Well said, master parson.

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged :

good sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have
laid me here in hideous darkness.

Clo. Fye, thou dishonest Sathan ! I call thee by
the most modest terms ; for I am one of those

gentle ones, that will use the devil himself with
courtesy : say'st thou, that house is dark ?

Mai. As hell, sir Topas.
Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows, tran.sparent as

barricadoes, and the clear stones towards the

sonth-north are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet

complainest thou of obstruction ?

Mai. 1 am not mad, sir Topas ; I say to you,

this house 's dark.

Clo. Madraac> thou errest : I say, there is no
darkness, but ignorance ; in which thou art more
pnzzled, than the Egyptians in their fog.

Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance,

though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say,

there was never man thus abused : I am no more
mad than you are ; make the trial of it in any con-

stant question.

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, con-

cerning wild-fowl ? [inhabit a bird.

Mai. That the soul of our grandani might haply

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion r

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and do way ap-

prove his opinion.

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou still in dark-

ness : thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras,

ere I will allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a

woodcock, lest thou dispossess the soul of thy

grandam. Fare thee well.

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas !

Sir To. My most exquisite sir Topas !

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Mar. Thou mighi st have done this without thy
beard, and gown ; he sees thee not.

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring

me word how thou findest him : I would we were
well rid of this knavery. If he may be convenient-

ly delivered, I would he were ; for I am now so

far in offence with my niece, that I cannot pursue

with any safety this sport to the upshot. Come by
and by to my chamber. [Exeunt SirToby andMaria.

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin,
Tell me fww thy lady does. (Singing.)

Mai. Fool,—
Clo. My lady is unkind, perdy.
Mai. Fool,—
Clo. Alas, why is she so ?

Mai. Fool, I say ;—
Clo. She loves another—Who calls, ha ?

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well

at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and
paper : as I am a gentleman, I will live to be tbank-

Clo. Master Malvolio ! [ful to thee for-t.

Mai. Ay, good fool.

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits ?

Mai. Fool, there was never man so notoriously

abused : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art.

Clo. But as well ? then you are mad, indeed, if

you be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mai. They have here propertied me ; keep me
in darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do
all they can to face me out of my wits.

Clo. Advise you what you say ; the minister is
here.—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens
restore I endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave tby
Mai. Sir Topas, [vain bibble babble.
Clo. Maintain no words with him, good feUow.

—

Who, I, sir ? not I, sir. God b'wi'yon, good sir
Topas.—Marry, amen.—I will, sir, 1 will,
Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I say.—
Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir ? I

am shent for speaking to you.
Mai. Good fool, help me to some light, and

some paper ; I tell ^ee, I am as well in my wits as
any man in Illyria.

Clo. Well-a-day,—that you were, sir

!

Mai. By this hand, I am : good fool, some ink,
paper, and light, and convey what I will set down
to my lady

; it shall advantage thee more than ever
the bearing of letter did.

Clo. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are
you not mad indeed ? or do yon but counterfeit ?
Mai. Believe me, I am not ; I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a madman, till I see
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink.

Fal. Fool- I'll requite it in the highest degree :

I pr'ythee, he gone.

Clo. I am gone, sir,

And anon, sir,

I'll be with you again.
In a trice,

" Like to the old vice.

Your need to sustain ;

Who with dagger of lath.
In his rage and his wrath.

Cries ah, ha ! to the devil

:

Like a mad lad.
Pare thy nails , dad,
Adieu, goodma7i drivel. [Exit,

Scene III.—Olivia's Garden.

Enter Sebastl\n.

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun
;

This pearl she gave me, I do feel't, and see't

:

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus.

Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio then ?

I could not find him at the Elephant

:

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit.

That he did range the town to seek me out.

His counsel now might do me golden service :

For though my soul disputes well with my sense,

That this may be some error, but no madness.
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

So far exceed all instance, all discourse.

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes.

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me
To any other trust, but that I am mad.
Or else the lady's mad

;
yet, if 'twere so, [lowers,

She could not sway her house, command her fol-

Take, and give back, affairs, and their despatch.

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing.

As. I perceive, she does : there's something in 't.

That is deceivable. But here comes the lady.

Enter Olivia and a Priest.

OH. Blame not this haste of mine : if you mean

Now go with me, and with this holy man, [well.

Into the chantry by : there, before him.

And underneath that consecrated roof.

Plight me the full assurance of your faith ;

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul

May live at peace : he shall conceal it.

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note
;

What time we will our celebration keep

According to my birth.—W'hat do you say ?

Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you
;

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

Oli. Then lead the \vay, good father; And
heavens so shine,

That they may fairly note this act of mine ! \Ex&unt-
E*
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ACT V.

Scene \.—The Street before Olivia's house.

Enter Clown and Fabian.

Fab. Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his letter.

* C/i>.Good master Fabian, grant me another request

Fab. Any thing.

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter.

Fab. That is, to give a dog, and, in recomijense,

desire my dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants.

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends ?

Clo. Ay, sir ; we are some of her trappings.

Duke. 1 know thee well : how dost thou, my
good fellow V [worse for my friends.

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends.

Clo. No, sir, the worse.

Duke. How can that be ?

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass

of me ; now, my foes tell me plainly I am an ass

:

so that by my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of

myself,- and by my friencls I am abused : so that,

conclusions to be as kisses, if your four negatives

make your two affirmatives, why, then the worse
for my friends, and the better for my ibes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

Clo. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you
to be one of my friends. [there's gold.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me;
Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, I

would you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this

once, and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a
double dealer ; there's another.

Clo. Prima, secundo, tertio, is a good play ; and
the old saying is, the third pays for all : the triplex,

sir, is a good tripping measure ; or the bells of St.

Bennet, sir, may put you in mind ; One, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me
at this throw : ifyou will let your lady know, I am
here to speak with her, and bring her along with
you. it may awake my bounty furtlier.

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I

come again. 1 go, sir ; but 1 would not have you
to think, that my desire of having is the sin of
covetousuess : but, as you say, sir, let youi bounty

,
take a nap, I will awake it anou. [Exit Clown.

Enter Antonio and Officers.

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me.
Duke. That face of his I do remember well

;

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear'd
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war

:

A bawbling vessel was he captain of.

For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable

;

With which such scathful grapple did he make
With the most noble bottom of our fleet,

That very envy, and the tongue of loss,

Cr\-'d fame and honour on him.—What's the matter ?
1 Off. Orslno, this is that Antonio,

That took the Phoenix, and her fraught, from Candy

;

And this is he, that did the Tiger board.
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg :

Here in the streets, desperate of shame, and state.
In private brabble did we apprehend him.

Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side
;

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but distraction.

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief

!

What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies.
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear.
Hast made thine enemies ?

Arit. Orsino, noble sir,
Be plea.s'd that I shake off these names you give me

;

Aiitonio never yet was thief, or pirate,
1 hough, I confess, on base and ground enough.

Orsino'a enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither

;

That most ungrateful boy there, by your side,

From the rude sea's enrag'd and foamy mouth
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was

;

His life I gave him, and did thereto add
My love, without retention, or restraint,

All his in dedication : for his sake.

Did I expose myself, pure for his love,

Into the danger of this adverse town

;

Drew to defend him, when he was beset

;

Where being apprehended, his false cunning
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger)
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance.
And grew a twenty-years-removed thing.

While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse.
Which I had recommended to his use
Not half an hour before.

Vio. How can this be ?

Duke. When came he to this town ? [fore.

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three months be-
(No interim, not a minute's vacancy,)
Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia and Attemlants.

Duke. Here comes the countess ; now heaven
walks on earth.

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy vFords are madness

:

Three months this youth hath tended upon me

;

But more of that anon. Take him aside.

Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ?— [have,

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me.
Vio. Madam !

Duke. Gracious Olivia, [lord,

—

OH, What do you say, Cesario ?—Good my
Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me.
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord,

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear.
As howling after music.
Duke. Still so cruel ?

Oli. Still so constant, lord.

Duke. What ! to perverseness ? you uncivil lady.
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars

My soul the taithfull'st offerings hath breath'd out.

That e'er devotion tender'd ! What shall I do ?

Oil. Even what it please my lord, that shall
become him.

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it.

Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death.
Kill what I love ; a savage jealousy.
That sometimes savours nobly ?—But hear me this :

Since you to non-regardance cast ray faith.

And that I partly know the instrument
That screws me from my true place in your favour.
Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still;

But this your minion, whom, I know, you love.

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly.
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye.

Where he sits crowned in his master's spite.

—

Come, boy, wi*h me ; my thoughts are ripe in mis-
ril sacrifice the lamb that I do love, [chief:
To spite a raven's heart witiiin a dove. {Going.)

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly,
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

(Following.)
Oli. Where goes Cesario ?

Vio. After him I love.
More than I love these eyes, more than my life.

More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife :

If I do feign, you witnesses above.
Punish my life, for tainting of my love !

Oli. Ah me, detested ! how am I beguil'd !

Vio. Who does beguile you V who does do you
wrong ?

Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long?

—

Call forth the holy father. \Exit an Attendant.
Duke. Come away. {To Viola.)
Oli. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay.
Duke. Husband ?

^li- Ay, husband ; can he that deny ?
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Duke. Her husband, sirrah ?

Vio. No, my lord, not I.

OH. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear.

That makes thee strangle thy propriety :

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortimes up
;

Be that thou kuow'st thou art, and then thou art

As great as that thou fear'st.—O, welcome, father

!

Re-enter Attendant and Priest.

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence.

Here to unfold (though lately we intended
To keep in darkness, what occasion now
Reveals before 'tis ripe,) what thou dost know.
Hath newly past between this youth and me.

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love,

Confirra'd by mutual joinder of your hands.
Attested by the holy close of lips,

Strengthen'd by iuterchangement of your rings
;

And all the ceremony of this compact
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony

:

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my
I have travelled but two hours. [grave
Duke. O, thou dissembling cub! what wilt thou be,

When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case ?

Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow.
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow?
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet.

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.
Vio. My lord, I do protest,

—

OH. O, do not swear

;

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, with his head
broke.

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon; send
one presently to sir Toby.

Oli. What's the matter?
Sir And. He has broke my head across, and has

given sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of

God. your help : I had rather than forty pound I

were at home.
OH. Who has done this, sir Andrew ?

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cesario :

we took him for a coward, but he's the very devil

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario

!

[incardinate.

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is :—You broke

my head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was set

on to do't by sir Toby.
Vio. Why do you speak to me ? I never hurt you :

You drew your sword upon me, without cause

;

But 1 bespake you fair, and hurt you not.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you
have hurt me ; I think, you set nothing by a bloody

coxcomb.
Enter Sir Toby Belch, drunk, led by the Clown.
Here comes Sir Toby halting, you shall hear more :

but if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled

you othergates than he did.

Duke. How now, gentleman? how is't with you

?

Sir To. Thafs all one ; he has hurt me, and there's

the end on't.—Sot, did'st see Dick surgeon, sot ?

Clo. O, he's drunk, sir Toby, an hour agone ; his

eyes were set at eight i' the morning.
Sir To. Then he's a rogue. After a passy-measure,

or a pavin, I hate a drunken rogue.

Oli. Away with him ; who hath made this havock
with them? [be dressed together.

Sir And. I'll help you, sir Toby, because we'll

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a cox

comb, and a knave? a thin-faced knave, a gull?

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to.

[Exeunt Clown, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew,

E)iter Sebastian.

Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman

;

But, had it been the brother of my blood,

I must have done no less, with wit, and safety.

You throw a strange regard upon me, and
By that I do perceive it hath oflJended you

;

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We made each other but so late ago.

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two
A natural perspective, that is, and is not. [persons ;

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio !

How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me.
Since I have lost thee.

Ant, Sebastian are you?
Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio ?

Ant. How have you made division of yourself?

—

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian?

OH. Most wonderful

!

Seb. Do I stand there? I never had a brother:
Nor can there be that deity in my nature.

Of here and every where. I had a sister.

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour'd :-

Of charity, what kin are you to me ? ( To Viola.)

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ?

Vio. Of Messaline : Sebastian was ray father

;

Such a Sebastian was my brother too.

So went he suited to his watery tomb :

If spirits can assume both form and suit.

You come to fright us.

Seb. A spirit I am, indeed
;

But am in that dimension grossly clad.

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek,

And say
—

'Thrice welcome, drowned Viola

!

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow.
Seb. And so had mine.

Vio. And died that day, when Viola from her birth

Had number'd thirteen years.

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul

!

He finished, indeed, his mortal act.

That day that made my sister thirteen years.

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both.

But this my masculine usurp'd attire.

Do not embrace me, till each circumstance
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump^
That I am Viola : which to confirm,

I'll bring you to a captain in this town.

Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help

I was preserv'd, to serve this noble count

:

All the occurrence of my fortune since

Hath been between this lady, and this lord.

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook :

But nature to her bias drew in that. {To Olivia:)

You would have been contracted to a maid;

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd.

You are betroth'd both to a maid and man.

Duke. Be not amaz'd ; right noble is his blood.

—

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true,

I shall have share in this most happy wreck :

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times, {To Vio.)

Thou never shonld'st love woman like to me.

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear

;

And all those swearings keep as true in soul,

As doth that orbed continent the fire

That severs day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand

;

And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds.

Vio. The captain, that did bring me first on shore.

Hath my maid's garments : he, upon some action.

Is now in durance ; at Malvolio's suit,

A gentleman, and follower of my lady's.

OH. He shall enlarge him : fetch Malvolio hither:—

And yet, alas, now I remember me.

They say, poor gentleman, he's much distract.

Re-enter Clown, with a letter.

A most extracting frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banish'd his.

—

How does he, sirrah ?

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Btlzebub at the

stave's end, as well as a man in his case may do

:

he has here writ a letter to yon, I should have given

it you to-day morniug; but as a niadmau's epistles

are no gospels, so it skills not much, when they are

OH. Ooeu it, and read it. [delivered.
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Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the fool

delivers the madman :

—

By the Lord, madam,—
OH. How now ! art thou mad ?

Clo. No madam, I do but read madness : an your
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must

Oli. Pr'ythee, read i' thy right wits. [allo\v vox.

Clo. So I do, madonna ; but to read his right wits,

is to read thus : therefore perpend, my princess, and
give ear.

Oli. Read it you, sirrah. {To Fabian.)
Fab. (reads.) By the Lord, madam, you wrong

me, and the tcorld shall know it : though yon have
put me into darkness, and given your drunken
cousin rule over me, yet have I the benefit ofmy
senses as well as your ladyship. I have your own
letter that induced me to the semblance Iput on;
with the which I doubt not but to do myself much
right or you much sliame. Think of me as you
please. I leave my duty a little unthought of, and
speak out ofmy injury.

T/ie madly-used Malvolio.

Oli. Did he write this ?

Clo. Ay, madam.
Duke. This savours not much of distraction.
Oli. See him delivered, Fabian ; bring him hither.

[Exit Fabian.
My lord, so please you, these things further thought
To think me as well a sister as a wife, [on.

One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please you.
Here at my house, and at my proper cost.

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace yonr
offer.

—

Yonr master quits you; [To Viola.) and, for yonr
service done him,

So much against the mettle of your sex,
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding,
And since you call'd me master for so long.

Here is my hand
;
you shall from tliis time be

Your master's mistress.

Oli. A sister ?—^you are she.

Re-enter Fabian, ivith MALyoLio.

Duke. Is this the madman ?

OH. Ay, my lord, the same :

How now, Malvolio?
Mai. Madam, yon have done me wrong,

Notorious wrong.
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no.
Mai. Lady.you have. Pray you, peruse that letter

:

You must not now deny it is your liaud.

Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase;
Or say, 'tis not your seal, nor yonr invention ;

You can say none of this : well, grant it then.
And tell me, in the modesty of honour.
Why you have given me such clear hghts of favour;
Bade me come smiling, and cross-garter'd to you.
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown
Upon sir Tobv, and the lighter people :

And, acting this in an obedient hope,
Why have you snffer'd me to be iraprison'd.
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest,
And made the most notorious geek, and gull.
That e'er invention nlay'd on? tell me why.

OH. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing,
Though, I confess, much like the character:
But out of question, 'tis Maria's hand.
And now I do bethink me, it was she

First told me, thou wast mad ; then cam'st in smiling,
And in such forms which here were presuppos'd
Upon thee in the letter. Pry'thee, be content

:

This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon thee

;

But, when we know the grounds and authors of it.

Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge
Of thine own cause.

Fab. Good madam, hear me speak

;

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come.
Taint the condition of this present hour.
Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not.

Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby,
Set this device against Malvolio here.

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts

We had couceiv'd against him : Maria writ
The letter, at sir Toby^s great importance

;

In recompense whereof, he hath married her.

How with a sportful malice it was follow'd.

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge

;

If that the injuries be justly weigh'd.
That have on both sides past.

Oli. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee

!

Clo. W^hy, some are born great, some achieve
greatness, and some have greatness throivn vpon
them. I was one, sir, in this interlude ; one sir

Topas, sir ; but that's all one :

—

By the Lord, fool,

I am not mad;—But do you remember ? Madam,
tvhy laugh you at such a barren rascal! an you
simle not, he's gagg'd : and thus the whirligig of
time brings in his revenges.

Mai. I'll be revenged on the whole pack of yon.

\JExit.

Oli. He hath been most notoriously abus'd.

Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace :

—

He hath not told us of the captain yet

;

\Vhen that is known, and golden time convents,

A solemn combination shall be made
Of our dear souls.—Meantime, sweet sister.

We will not part from hence.—Cesario, come
;

For so you shall be, while you are a man

;

But, when in other habits you are seen,

Orsino's mistress, and his fancy's queen. [Exeunt^

SONG.

Clo. When that I was and a little tiny boy,

With hey, ho, the ivind and the rain,

A foolish thing tuas but a toy,

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came to mans estate.

With liey, ho, the wind and the rain,
'Gainst knave andthiefmen shut their gate ^

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came, alas! to wive.
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain.

By sivaggering could I never thrive.

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came unto my bed.

With hey, ho, the ivind and the rain,

With toss-pots still had drunken head.
For the rain it raineth every day.

'

A great while ago the world begun.
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

But that's all one, our play is done.
And ive'll strive to please you every day.

[Exit

'W^
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE.
The novel of Giraldi Cinthio, from which Shakspeare is supposed to have borrowed this fable, may be read in

Shakspeare Illustrated, elegantly translated, with remarks which will assist the inquirer to discover how much
absurdity Shakspeare has admitted or avoided.
I cannot but suspect that some other had new-modelled the novel of Cinthio, or written a story which in some

particulars resembled it, and that Cinthio was not the author whom Shakspeare immediately followed. The emperor
m Cinthio is named Maxiraine ; the duke, in Shakspeare's enumeration of the persons of the drama, is called Vin-
centio. Tliis appears a very slight remark ; but since the duke has no name in the play, nor is ever mentioned Imt by
his title, why should he be called Vincentio among the persons, but because the name was copied from the story,

and placed superfluously at the head of the list, bv the mere habit of transcription? It is therefore likely that there
was then a story of Vincentio duke of Vienna, diiferent from that of Maximine emperor of the Romans.
Of this play, the light or comic part is very natural and pleasing, but the grave scenes, if a few passages be

excepted, have more labour than elegance. The plot is rather intricate than artful. The time of the action is inde-

finite : some time, we know not how much, must have elapsed between the recess of the duke and the imprisonment
of Clodio; for he must have learned the story of Mariana in his disguise, or he delegated his power to a man already

known to be corrupted. The unities of action and place are sufficiently preserved. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
VINCENTIO, Ihtke of Vienna.
ANGELO, Lord Deputy in the Duke's absence.
ESCALUS, an ancient Lord, joined viilh Angelo in the

deputation.
CLAUDIO, a young Gentleman.
liUCIO, a Fantastic. «
Two other like Gentlemen,
VARRIUS, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke.
Provost.
THOMAS,—PETER,—«!W0 Friars
A Justice.

ELBOW, a simple Constable.

FROTH, a foolish Gentleman.
Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over- done.
ABHORSON, an Executioner.
BARNARDrNE, a dissolute Prisoner.

ISABELLA, Sister to Claudio.
MARIANA, betrothed to Angelo.
JULIET, beloved by Claudio.
FRANCISCA, a Nun.
Mistress OVER-DONE, a Bawd.

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and other
Attendants.

Scene,— Vienna.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

A71 Apartment in the Dukes Palace.

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke. Escalus,

—

Escal. My lord.

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold.

Would seem in me to atlect speech and discourse;

Since 1 am put to know, that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you : then no more remains
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able,

And let them work. The nature of our people.

Our city's institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you are a.-, pregnant in.

As. art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember : there is onr commi.ssiou.

From which we would not have you warp.—Call
I say, bid come before us Angelo.

—

[hither,

[Exit an Attendant.
What figure of us, think you, he will bear ?

For you must know, we have with special soul

Elected him our absence to supply;
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love ;

And given his deputation all the organs
Of our own power; what think you of it?

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and hour.
It is lord Angelo.

Enter Angelo.

Duke. Look, where he comes.
Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will,

I come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life.

That, to the observer, doth thy history

Fully unfold : thyself and thy belongings
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee.

Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do

;

Not light them for themselves: for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd,
But to fine issues : nor nature never lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence.

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines

Herself the glory of a creditor.

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech
To one, that can my part in liim advertise

;

Hold therefore, Angelo

;

In our remove, be thou at full ourself :

Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus,

Though first in question, is thy secondary

:

Take thy commission.

Ang. Now, good my lord.

Let there be some more test made ofmy metal.

Before so noble and so great a figure

Be stamp'd upon it.

Duke. No more evasion

:

We have, with a leaven'd and prepared choice.

Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours.

Our haste from hence is of so quiet condition,

That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion'd

Matters of needful value. We shall write to you.

As time and our concemings shall importune.

How it goes with us ; and do look to know
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well

:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you

Of your comrais.sions.

Aug. Yet, give leave, my lord

That we may bring you something on the way.

Duke. My haste may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do

With any scruple : your scope is as mine own
;

So to enforce, or qualify the laws,

As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand

;

I'll privily away : I love the people.

But do not like to stage me to their eyes

:

Though it do well, I do not relish well

Their loud applause, and aves vehement

:

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion.

That does afiect it. Once more, fare yon well.

Ang. The heavens give safety to your mirposes !

Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happi-

D6SS>

Duke. I thank you : fare you well. [Exit.

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave

To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my place :

A power I have ; but of what strength and nature
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I am not vet instructed.
.,, , ,

Ang. 'Tis so with rae :—Let us withdraw toge-

And we may soon our satisfactiou have [ther.

Touching that point.

Escal. I'll wait upon your honour. [.Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Street.

Enter Lucio and ttvo Gentlemen.

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come
not to composition with the king of iiungary, why,
then all the dukes fall upon the king.

1 Gent, Heaven grant us its peace, but not the

king of Hungary's

!

2 Gent. Amen.
Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious

E
irate, that went to sea with the ten commandments,
ut scraped one out of the table.

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ?

Lucio. Ay, that he razed.

1 Gent. Why, 'twas a commandment to command
the captain and all the rest from their functions

;

they put forth to steal : there's not a soldier of us all,

that, in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the

petition well, that prays for peace.
2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee ; for, I think, thou never
wast where grace was said.

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at least.

1 Gent. What? in metre?
Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language.

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay ! why not? Grace is grace, despite of
all controversy: as for example; Thou thyself art

a wicked villain, despite of all g^ace.

I Gent. Well, there went but a pair of sheers

between us.

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the lists

and the velvet : thou art the list.

1 Gent. And thou the velvet: thou art good vel-

vet; thou art a three-pil'd piece. I warrant thee :

I had as lief be a list of an English kersey, as be
pil'd, as thou art pil'd, for a French velvet. Do I

speak feelingly now ?

Lucio. I think thou dost ; and, indeed, with most
painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of thine

own confession, learn to begin thy health ; but, whilst

I live, forget to drink after thee.

1 Gent. I think, I have done myself wrong; have
I not ? [tainted or free.

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast; whether thou art

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation

comes ! I have purchased bb many diseases under
her roof, as come to

—

2 Ge7tt. To what, I pray ?

1 Gent. Judge.
2 Gent. To three thousand dollars a-year.

1 Gent. Ay, and more.
Lucio. A French crown more.
1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in me :

but thou art full of error ; I am sound.
Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy ; but

so sound, as tilings that are hollow : thy bones are
hollow : impiety has made a feast of thee.

Enter Bawd.
1 Gent. How now? which of your hips has the

most profound sciatica ?

Bawd. Well, well ; there's one yonder arrested,

and carried to prison, was worth five thousand of
you all.

1 Gew/. Who's that, I pray tliee?

Baivd. Marry, sir, that's Claudio, signior Claudio.
1 Gent. Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so.

Bfiivd. Nay, but I know, 'tis so: I saw him ar-

restrd.; saw him carried away; and, which is more,
withiii these three days his head's to be choiJiied oiY.

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have
it so : art thou sure of this ?

Bawd. I am too sure of it: and it is for getting
maddm Julietta with child.

Lucio. Believe me, this may be ; he promised to
meet me two hours since ; ana he was ever precise
in promise-keeping.

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something
near to the speech we had to such a purpose.

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with the pro-
clamation.

Lucio. Away ; let's go learn the truth of it.

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen.
Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the

sweat, what with the gallows, and what with po-
verty, I am custom-shrunk. How now? what's the

news with you ?

Enter Clown.

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prisoo.

Bawd. Well ; what has he done ?

Clo. A woman.
Bawd. But what's his offence ?

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him ?

Clo. No ; but there is a woman with maid by him

:

you have not heard of the proclamation, have you ?

Bawd. What proclamation, man?
Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be

pluck'd down. ^
Bawd. And what shall hecfffiie ofthose in the city?

Clo. They shall stand for seed : they had gone
down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.

Baivd. But shall all our houses of resort in the
suburbs be pull'd down ?

Clo. To the ground, mistress.

Bawd. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com-
monwealth ! What shall become of me ?

Clo. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors lack
no clients : though you change your place, you need
not change your trade ; I'll be your tapster still.

Courage ; there will be pity taken on you : you, that

have worn your eyes almost out in the service, you
will be considered. [withdraw.
Bawd. What's to do here, Thomas Tapster ? Let's
Clo. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the pro-

vost to prison ; and there's madam Juliet. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, arid Officers;
Lucio, and two Gentlemen.

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to
the world?

Bear me to prison, where I am committed.
Pro. I do it not in evil disposition.

But from lord Angelo by special charge.
Claud. Thus can the demigod. Authority,

Make us pay down for our offence by weight.

—

The words of heaven ;—on whom it will, it will

;

On whom it will not, so; yet still 'tis just.

Lucio. W hy, how now, Claudio ? whence comes
this restraint ?

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty

As surfeit is the father of much fast.

So every scope by the immoderate use
Turns to restraint : our natures do pursue,

(Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,)

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die.

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest,

I would send for certain of my creditors : and yet,
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of
freedom, as the morality of imprisonment.—What's
(hy offence, Claudio?

Claud. What, but to speak of would offend again.

Lucio. What is it • murder ?

Cla?td No.
Lucio. Lechery ?

Claud. Call it so.

Prov. Away, sir
;
you must go.

Claud. One word, good friend :—Lucio, a word
with you. [Takes him aside.)

Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good.

—

Is lechery so look'd after? (contract

Claud. Thus stands it with me :—Upon a true
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I got possession of Julietta's bed

;

Yon know the lady; she. is fast my wife,

Save that we do the denunciation lack.

Of outward order : this we came not to,

Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in tlie coifer of her friends

;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love.

Till time had made them for us. But it chances,

The stealth of our most mutual entertainment.

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet.

Lucio. With child, perhaps ?

Claud. Unhappily, even so.

And the new deputy now for the duke,

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness;
Or whether that the body public be
A horse, whereon the governor doth ride.

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur

:

Whether the tyranny be in his place.

Or in his eminence that fills it up,

I stagger in :—But this new governor
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, [wall

Which have, like unscour'd armour, hung by the

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone round,

And none of them been worn; and, for a name.
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act

Freshly on me :

—
'tis surely, lor a name.

Lucio. I warrant, it is : and thy head stands so

tickle on thy sLculders. that a milk-maid, if she be
in love, may sigh it oif. Send after the duke, and
appeal to him.

Claud. I have done so, but he's not to be found.

I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service

:

This day my sister should the cloister enter.

And there receive her approbation :

Acquaint her with the danger of my state

;

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends

To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him

;

I have great hope in that : for in her youth
There is a prone and speechless dialect.

Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous art,

When she will play with reason and discourse.

And well she can persuade.
Lucio. I pray, she may : as well for the encou-

ragement of the like, which else would stand under
grievous imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life,

who 1 would be sorry should be thus Ibolishly lost

at a game of tick-tack. I'll to I-.er.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.
Lucio. Within two hours,

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Motiastenj.

Enter Duke and Frur Thomas.
Duke. No, holy father ; throw away thst thought

;

Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love

Can pierce a complete bosom : why I desire thee
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.

Fri. May your grace speak of it?

D^uke. My holy sir, none better knows than you
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd

;

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies.

Where youth, ana cost, and witless bravery keeps.
I have deliver'd to lord Angelo

SA man of stricture, aud firm abstinence,)
kly absolute power and place here in Vienna,
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland

;

For so 1 have strew'd it in the common ear.
And So it is receiv'd : now, pious sir,

Vou will demand of me, why I do this?
Fri. Gladly, ray lord. [Ihws,

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting
(The needful bits and curbs for head-strong steeds,)
Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep

;

Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave,
That goes not out to prey : now, as fond fathers
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch
Only to stick it in their children's sight.

For terror, not to use ; in time the rod
Becomes more mock'd than fear'd : so our decrees.
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead;
And liberty plucks justice by the nose

;

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum.

Fri. It rested in your grace
To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas'd :

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd.
Than in Lord Angelo.
Duke. I do fear, too dreadful

:

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope,
'Twould be my tyranny to strike, and gall them
For what I bid t&em do : for we bid this be done.
When evil deeds have their permissive pass.
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my
I have on Angelo impos'd the office

;
[lather.

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home,
And yet my nature never in the sight.

To do it slander : and to behold his sway,
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order.

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee.
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How 1 may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action.

At our more leisure shall I render you
;

Only, this one :—Lord Angelo is precise

;

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite

Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see.

If power change purpose, what our seemers be.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Ntmnery.

Enter Isabella and Francisca.

Isah. And have you nuns no further privileges ?

Fran. Are not these large enough ?

Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more
;

But rather wishing a more strict restraint

Upon the sister-hood, the volarists of saint Clare.

Lucio. Ho ! Peace be in this place I ( Within.)
Isab. Who's that which calls?

Frail. It is a man's voice : gentle Isabella,

Turn you the key, and know his business of him;
You may, I may not

;
you are yet unsworn :

When you have vow'd, you must not speak vfitli

But in the presence of the prioress: [men.
Then, if you speak, you must not shew your face

;

Or, if you shew your face, you must not speak.
He calls again ; I pray you answer him. [Exit.

Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is't that calls ?

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek-roses

Proclaim you are no less .' Can you so stead me.
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,

A novice of this place, and the fair sister

To her unhappy brother Clandio?
Isab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me ask

;

The rather, for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella, and his sister. [you

:

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets

Not to be weary with you, he's in prison.

Isab. Woe me ! For what ?

Lucio. For that, which, ifmyselfmight be hisjudge.

He should receive his puuisiimeut in thanks :

He hath got his friend with child.

Isab. Sir, make me not your story.

Lucio. It is true.

I would not—though 'tis my familiar sin

With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest.

Tongue far from heart,—play with all virgins so :

I hold you as a thing ensky'd, and sainted

;

By your renouncement, an immortal spirit

;

And to be talk'd with in sincerity.

As with a saint

Isab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth,

'tis thus

:

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd :
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As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time.

That from the seedness the bare fallow brings

To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb
Expressefh his full tilth and husbandry.

Isab. Some one with child by him ?—My cousin
Juliet ?

Lucio. Is she your cousin ? [names,

Isab. Adoptedly ; as school-maids change their

By vain, though apt affection.

Lucio. She it is.

Isab. O, let him marry her

!

Lucio. This is the point.

The duke is very strangely gone from hence
;

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one,

In hand, and hope of action ; but we do learn

By those that know the very nerves of state.

His givings out were of an infinite distance

From his true-meant design. Upon his place,

And with full line of his authority.

Governs lord Angelo ; a man whose blood

Is very snow-broth; one who never feels

The wanton stings and motions of the sense ;

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study and fast.

He (to give fear to use and liberty.

Which have, for long, run by the hideous law.
As mice by lions), hath pick'd out an act.

Under whose heavy sense your brother's life

Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it

;

And follows close the rigour of the statute.

To make him an example : all hope is gone.

Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo : and that's my pith

Of business 'twist you and your poor brother.

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ?

Lucio. Has censur'd him
Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath
A warrant for his execution.

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability's in me
To do him good ?

Lucio. Assay the power you have.
Isab. My power ! Alas I I doubt,

—

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors.

And make us lose the good we oft might win.
By fearing to attempt : go to lord Angelo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue.

Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel.
All their petitions are as freely theirs

As they themselves would owe them.

Isab. I'll see what I can do.

Lucio. But; speedily.

Isab. I will about it straight

;

No longer staying but to give the mother
Notice ofmy affair. I humbly thank you :

Commend me to my brother : soon at night

I'll send him certain word of my success.

Lucio. I take my leave of you.

Isab. Good sir, adieu. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in Angelo's house.

Enter Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Provost,
Officers, and other Attendant's.

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law,

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey.

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it

Their perch, and not their terror.

Escal. Ay, but yet
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,

Than fall, and bruise to death : alas ! this gentleman.
Whom I would save, had a most noble father.

Let but your honour know,
(VVhom I believe to be most strait in virtue,)

That, in the working of your own affections.

Had time coher'd with place, or place with wishing,
l)r that the resolute acting of your blood
Could have attain'd the effect of your own purpose,
Whether you had not, sometime in your Iffe,

Err'd in this point which now you censure him.

And pnll'd the law upon you.
Ang. Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Another thing to fall. I not deny.
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life.

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try : what's open made to

justice.

That justice seizes. \Miat know tlie laws.
That thie^•es do pass on thieves ? 'Tis very preg-

nant.

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it.

Because we see it ; but what we do not see,

\ye tread upon, and never think of it.

V ou may not so extenuate his offence.

For I have had such faults; but rather tell me
When I, that censure him, do so offend.

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death,
.'Vnd nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die.

Escal. Be it as your wisdom will.

Ang. Where is the provost ?

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.
Ang. See that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning

:

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd

;

For that's the utmost of his pilgrimage.

\_Exit Provost.
Escal. Well, heaven forgive him ! and forgive us

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall

:

[all

!

Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none
;

And some condemned for a fault alone.

Enter Elbow, Froth, Cloivn, Officers, §fc.

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good
people in a common-weal, that do nothing but use
their abuses in common houses, I know no law;
bring them away.
Ang. How now, sir ! What's your name ? and

what's the matter ?

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke's
constable, and my name is Elbow ; I do lean upon
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good
honour two notorious benefactors.
Ang. Beuefactoi-s ? Well ; what benefactors are

they ? are they not malefactors ?

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well
what they are : but precise villains they are, that I

am sure of; and void of all profanation in the world,
that good christians ought to have.

Escal. This comes oft' well ; here's a wise officer.

Ang. Go to: what quality are they of? Elbow is

your name ? Why dost thou not speak. Elbow ?

Clo. He cannot, sir; he's out at elbow.
Ang. What are you, sir?

Elb. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one
that serves a bad woman; whose nouse, sir, was, as
they say, pluck'd down in the suburbs ; and now she
professes a hot-house, which, I think, is a very ill

house too.

Escal. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven
and your honour,

—

Escal. How ! thy wife ?

Elb. Ay sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest
woman,

—

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore ?

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well

as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd's house,
it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable ?
Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife ; who, if she had

been a woman cardinally given, might have been
accused in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanli-

ness there.

Escal. By the woman's means ?

Elb. Ay, sir, by mistress Over-done s means : but

as she spit in his face, so she defied him.

Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this it not so.

Elb. Prove it oefore these varlets here, thou ho-

nourable man, prove it.

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces? ( ToAngelo,)
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Clo. Sir, she came in great with child ; and long-

ing ( saving your honour's reverence ) for stew'd

prunes ; sir, we had but two in the house, which at

that very distant time stood, as it were, in a fruit-

dish, a dish of some three-pence ;
your honours have

seen such dishes ; they are not China dishes, but

very good dishes.

Escal. Go to, go to ; no matter for the dish, sir.

Clo. No indeed, sir, not of a pin
;
you are therein

in the right: but, to the point: as I say, this mistress

Elbow, being, as 1 say, with child, and being great

belly'd, and longing, as I said, for prunes; and
having but two in the dish, as I said, master Froth

here, this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said,

and, as I say, paying for thera very honestly ;—for,

as you know, master Froth, I could not give you
three-pence again.

Froth. No, indeed.

Clo. Very well : you being then, ifyou be reraem-
ber'd, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes.

Froth. Ay, so I did, indeed.

Clo. Why, very well : I telling you then, if you be
remember'd, that such a one, and such a one, were
past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept
very good diet, as I told you.

Froth. All this is true.

Clo. Why, very well then.

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the pur-
pose.—What was done to Elbow's wife, that he
hath cause to complain of? Come me to what was
done to her. •

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not.

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your ho-
nour's leave : and, I beseech you, look into master
Froth here, sir ; a man of fourscore pound a-year

;

whose father died at Hallowinas :—W^as't not at

Hallowmas, master Froth ?

Froth. All-hollond eve.

Clo. Why, very well ; I hope here be truths ; he,

sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir ;
—

'twas in

the Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed, you have a

delight to sit : have you not "?

Froth. I have so ; because it is an open room,
and good for winter.

Clo. Why, very well then ;—I hope here be truths.

Ang. This will last out a night in Russia,
When nights are longest there : I'll take my leave.
And leave you to the hearing of the cause

;

Hoping, you'll find good cause to whip them all.

Escal. I think no less : good morrow to your
lordship. {Exit Angela.

Now, sir, come on : what was done to Elbow's wife,
once more ?

Clo. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to her once.
Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask hun what this man

did to my wife.

Clo. I beseech your honour, ask me.
Escal. Well, sir : what did this gentleman to her ?

Clo. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman's
face :—Good master Froth, look upon his honour

;

'tis for a good purpose : doth your honour mark his

Escal. Ay, sir, very well. [face ?

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well.

Escal. Well, I do so.

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his face ?

Escal. Why, no.

Clo. I'll be supposed upon a book, his face is the
worst thing about him : good then ; if his face be
the worst thing about him, how could master Froth
do the constable's wife any harm? I would know
that of your honour. [to it ?

Escal. He's in the right : constable, what say you
Elb, First, an it like you, the house is a respected

house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his
mistress is a respected woman.

Clo. By this hand, .sir, his wife is a more re-
spected person than any of us all.

Elb. Varlet, thou liest ; thou liest, wicked varlet

:

the time is yet to come, that she was ever respectetl

with man, woman, or child.

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before he
married with her.

Escal. Which is the wiser here ? justice, or ini-

qmty?—Is this true ?

Elb. Oihoa caititf ! O thou varlet ! O thou wicked
Hannibal ! I respected with her, before I was mar-
ried to her ! If ever I was respected with her, or she
with me, let not your worship thmk me the poor
duke's officer :—Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal,
or I'll have mine action of battery on thee.

Escal. If he took you a box o' th' ear, you might
have your action of slander too.

Elb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it

:

what is't your worship's pleasure I should do with
this wicked caitiff?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some of-

fences in him, that thou wouldst discover if thou
couldst, let him continue in his courses, till thou
know'st what they are.

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it :—Thou
see'st, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon
thee ; thou art to continue now, thou varlet ; thou
art to continue.

Escal. Where were you born, friend ? (ToFroth.)
Froth. Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal, Are you of fourscore pounds a-year?
Froth. Yes, and't please you, sir.

Escal. So.—What trade are you of, sir ?

{To the Clown.)
Clo. A tapster ; a poor widow's tapster.

Escal. Your mistress's name ?

Clo. Mistress Over-done.
Escal. Hath she had any more than one husband ?

Clo. Nine, sir ; Over-done by the last.

Escal. Nine !—Come hither to me, master Froth.
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with
tapsters ; they \n\\ draw yon, master Froth, and you
will hang them : get you gone, and let me hear no
more of you.

Froth. I thank your worship : for mine own part,

I ne\er come into any room in a taphouse, but I am
drawn in.

Escal. Well ; no more of it, master Froth , fare-

well. {Exit Froth.^—Come you hither to me, master
tapster ; what's your name, master tapster ?

Clo. Pompey.
Escal. What else ?

Clo. Bum, sir.

Escal. 'Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing
about you ; so that, in the beastliest sense, you are
Pompey the great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd,
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster.

Are you not ? come, tell me true ; it shall be the

better for you.

Clo. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow, that would live.

Escal. How would you live, Pompey? by being a
bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey ?

is it a lawful trade ?

Clo. If the law would allow it, sir.

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey

;

nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna.
Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and spay

all the youths in the city ?

Escal. No, Pompey.
Clo. Truly, sir, m my poor opinion, they will to't

then : if your worship will take order for the drabs
and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds.

Escal. There are pretty orders begfinning, I can
tell you : it is but heading and hanging.

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that

way but for ten year together, you'll be glad to give

out a commission for more heads. If this law hold
in Vienna ten years, I'll rent the fairest house in it,

after three-pence a bay : if you live to see this come
to pass, say Pompey told you so.

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and, in requital

of your propliecy, hark you,-— I advise you, let me
not tind you before me again upon any complaint
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\\hatsoever, no, not for dwelling %vhere you do : if I

do, Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and prove
a shrewd Cajsar to you ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I

shall have you whipt : so for this time, Pompey, fare
you well.

do. 1 thank your worship for your good counsel

;

but I shall follow it, as the flesh and fortune shall
better determine.
VV'hip me ? No, no ; let carman whip his jade

;

The valiant heart's not whipt out ofhis trade. [Exit.
Escal. Come hither to me, master Elbow; come

hither, master constable. How long have you been
in this place of constable ?

Elb. Seven years and a half, sir.

Encal. I thought, by your readiness in the office,

you had continued in it some time : you say, seven
years together ?

Elb. And a half, sir.

Escal. Alas ! it hath been great pains to you

!

They do you wrong to put you so ojt upon't ; are
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it?

El/j. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters

:

as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for
them ; I do it for some piece of money, and go
through with all.

Escal. Look you, bring me in the name of some
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish.

Elb. To your worship's house, sir ?

Escal. To my house : fare you well. [Exit Elbow.
What's o'clock, think you ?

Just. Eleven, sir.

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me.
Just. I humbly thank you.
Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio

;

But there's no remedy.
Just. Lord Angelo is severe.
Escal. It is but needful

:

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so
;

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe

:

But yet,—poor Claudio !—There's no remedy.
Come, sir. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Provost and a Servant.

Ser. He's hearing of a cause ; he will come
I'll tell him of you. [straight.
Prov. Pray you, do. [Exit Servant.] I'll know

His pleasure ; may be, he will relent : alas.
He hath but as ofi'ended in a dream

!

All sects, all ages, smack of this vice ; and he
To die for it !

—

Enter Angelo.

^ng-
,

Now, what's the matter, provost?
Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ?
Any. Did 1 not tell thee, yea ? hadst fhou not

Why dost thou ask again ? [order ?
Prov. Lest I might be too rash :

Under your good correction, I have seen,
When, after execution, judgment hath
Repented o'er his doom.

-4w</. Go to ; let that be mine :

Do you your office, or give up your place.
And you shall well be spar'd.
Prov. I crave your honour's pardon.

—

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ?
She's very near her hour.
Any. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed.

Re-enler Servant.

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn'd.
Desires access to you.
^"0- Hath he a sister ?
Prov. Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid.

And to he shortly of a sisterhood.
If not already.

^ng. Well, let her. be admitted.

„ [Exit Servant.
bee you the fornicatress be remov'd

;

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means •

There shall be order for it.

Enter Lucio anrf Isabella.

Prov. Save your honour ! {Offering to retire.)
Ang. Stay a little while.

—

[To Isab.) You are
welcome : what's your will ?

Isab. I am a woeful suitor to your Jionour,
Please but your honour hear me.
Ang. Well; what's your suit?
Isab. TTiere is a vice, that most I do abhor.

And most desire should meet the blow of justice
;

For which I would not plead, but that I must;
For which I must not plead, but that I am
At war, 'twixt will, and will not.

Ang. Well ; the matter ?
Isab. I have a brother is condemn'd to die:

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,

And not my brother.

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces !

Ang. Condenm the fault, and not the actor of it!

Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done :

Mine were the very cypher of a function.

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record.
And let go by the actor.

Isab. O just, but severe law !

I had a brother then.—Heaven keep your honour I

{Retiring.)
Lucio. [To Isab.) Giv't not o'er so : to him again,

intreat him
;

Kneei down before him, hang upon his gown

;

You are too cold : if you should need a pin.

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it

:

To him, I say.

Isab. Must he needs die ?

Ang. Maiden, no remedy.
Isab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him.

And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy.
Ang. I will not do't.

Isab. But can you if you would ?

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.

Isab. But might you do't, and do the world no
wrong.

If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse
As mine is to him ?

Ang. He's sentenc'd ; 'tis too late.

Lucio. You are too cold. {To Isabella.)
Isab. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word.

May call it back again : well believe this.

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs.

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword.
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe.
Become them with one half so good a grace.
As mercy does. If he had been as you
And you as he, you would have slipt hke him;
But he, like you, would not have been so stem.
Ang. Pray you, begone.

Isab. I would to heaven I had your potency.

And you were Isabel ! would it then be thus ?
No ; I would tf 11 what 'twere to be a judge.
And what a prisoner.

Lucio. Ay, touch hiui : there's the vein. [Aside.'^
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,

And you but waste your words.
Isab. Alas ! alas !

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once
;

And He, that might the vantage best have took.
Found out the remedy. How would you be.
If he, which is the top of judgment, should
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that

;

And mercy then will breathe within your lips

Like man new made.
Ang. Be you content, fair maid

;

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother

:

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son.

It should be thus with him;— he must die to-

morrow, [spare him :

Isab. To-morrow ? O, that's sudden ! Spare him.
He's not prepar'd for death ! Even for our kitchens
We kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve heaven
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With less respect than we do minister

To our gross selves ? Good, good my lord, bethink

Who is it that hath died for this offence ? [you :

There's many have committed it.

Lucio. Ay, well said.

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath

Those many had not dar'd to do that evil, [slept

:

If the first man, that did the edict infringe.

Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake

;

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet.

Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils,

(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd,

And so in progress to be hatch'd and uorn,)

Are now to lia\e no successive degrees.

Bat, where they live, to end.

Isab. Yet, show some pity.

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice

;

For then I pity those I do not know.
Which a disraiss'd offence would after gall

;

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong.
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied

;

Your brother dies to-morrow: be content.

Isab. So you must be tlie first, that gives this sen-

tence ;

And he that suffers : O, it is excellent

To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous
To use it hke a giant

Lucio. That's well said.

Isab. Could great men thunder
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet,

For every pelting, petty officer,

Woidd use his heaven for thunder •. nothing but
Merciful heaven ! [thunder.

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt,

Split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak,

TTian the soft myrtle ;—O, but man, proud man !

Drest in a little brief authority
;

Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd,

His glassy essence,—like an angry ape,

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven.
As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens.

Would all themselves laugh mortal.

Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench : he will relent

;

He's coming, I perceive 't.

Prov. Pray heaven, she win him !

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself

:

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them

;

But, in the less, foul profanation,

Lucio. Thou'rt in the right, girl ; more o' that.

Isab. That in the captain's but a cholerick word.
Which in flie soldier is flat blasphemy.
Lucio. Art advis'd o' that ? more on't.

Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me ?

Isab. Because authority, though it err like others.

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself.

That skins the vice o' the top : go to your bosom
;

Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess
A natural guiltiness, such as is his.

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against my brother's life.

Ang. She speaks, and 'tis

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it.—Fare you
Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. [well.

Ang. I will bethink me :—Come again to-morrow.
Isab. Hark ! how I'll bribe you : good my lord,

Ang. How ! bribe me ? [turn back.
Isab. Ajf, with such gifts, that heaven shall share

with you.

Imcio. You had marr'd all else.

Isab. Not with foul shekels of the tested gold,
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor.
As fancy values them : but with true prayers.
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there.
Ere sun-rise : prayers from preserved souls,
From fasting maids, whose minds eire dedicate
To nothing temporal.

Ang. Well : come to me
To-morrow.

Lucio. Go to ; it is well ; away. {Aside to Isabel.)

Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe !

Ang. Amen ; for I

Am that way going to temptation, {Aside.}
Where prayers cross.

Isab. At what hour to-morrow
Shall I attend your worship ?

Ang. At any time 'fore noon.
Isab, Save your honour !

[Exeunt Lucio, Isabella, and Provost.
Ang.

_
From thee ; even from thy virtue !

—

What's this ? what's this ? Is this her fault, or mine ?

The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most ? Ha

!

Not she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I,

That lying by the. violet, in the sun.
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower.
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be.
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman's lightness ? Having waste ground
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, [enough.
And pitch our evils there? O, fy, fy, fy

!

What dost thou? or what art thou, Angelo ?

Dost thou desire her foully, for those things
yhat make her good ? O, let her brother live :

Thieves for their robbery have authority.

When judges steal themselves. What? do I love
That I desire to hear her speak again, [her.

And feast upon her eyes ? What is't I dream on ?
cunning enemy, that to catch a saint.

With saints dost bait tbv hook ! Most dangerous
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue ; never could the strumpet,
With all her double vigour, art and nature.

Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite :—Ever, till now.
When men were fond, I smil'd, and wonder'd how.

[Exit

Scene III.

—

A Room in a Prison.
Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and Provost.
Duke. Hail to you. Provost ! so I think you are.

Prov. I am the provost: what's your will, good
friar ?

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless'd order,
1 come to visit the afflicted spirits

Here in the prison : do me the common right

To let me see them ; and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister
To them accordingly. [needful.

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were
Enter iviAET.

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman ofmine,
Who, falling in the flames of her own youth.
Hath blister'd her report : she is with chFId

;

And he, that got it, sentenc'd ; a young man
More fit to do another such offence.

Than die for this.

Duke. When must he die ?

Pro. As I do think, to morrow.

—

I have provided for you ; stay a while, {To Juliet.)

And you shall be conducted.
Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ?

Juliet. I do ; and bear the shame most patiently.

Duke. I'll teach you how you .shall arraign your
conscience.

And try your penitence if it be sound.

Or hollowly put on.

Juliet. I'll gladly learn.

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you ?

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him.

Duke. So, then, it seems, your most ofl'enceful act

Was mutually committed ?

Juliet. Mutually.

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.

Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father.

Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter : but lest yon do
repent.

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,

—

Which sorrow is Always toward ourselves, not
heaven ;

Showing, we'd not spare heaven, as we love it.
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Bat as we stand in fear,—
Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil

;

And take the shame with joy.

Duke. There rest.

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow.
And I am going with instniction to him.

—

Grace go with you ! Benedicile

!

\_Exit.

Juliet. Must die to-morrow ! O injurious love.
That respites me a life, whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror

!

Prov. 'Tis pity of him. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Angela's house.

Enter Angelo.
Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and

pray
To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words

;

VVhilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel : heaven in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew his name

;

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil

Of ray conception: the state whereon I studied.
Is like a good thing, being often read.
Grown fear'd and tedious

;
yea, my gravity.

Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride.
Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume,
VV hich the air beats for vain. O place ! O form !

How often dost tiiou with thy case, thy habit.

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls
To thy false seeming ? Blood, thou still art blood :

Let's write good angel on the devil's horn,
'Tis not the devil's crest.

Enter Servant.

How now, who's there ?

Serv. One Isabel, a sister.

Desires access to you.
Any. Teach her the way. [Exit Serv.

O heavens

!

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart

;

Making both it unable for itself.

And dispossessing all the other parts
Of necessary fitness?

So play the I'oolish throngs with one that swoons

;

Come all to help him, and so stop the air

By which he should revive : and even so
The general, subject to a vvell-wish'd king.
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondne.ss

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love
Must needs appear offence.—

Enter Isabella.
How now, fciir maid ?

Isab. I am come to know yonr pleasure.
Any. That you might know it, would much better

please me.
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot live.

Isab. Even so ?—Heaven keep your honour !

[Retiring.
Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be.

As long as you, or I : yet he must die.

Isab. Under your sentence ?

Ang. Yea.
Isab. When, I beseech yon ? that in his reprieve.

Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted.

That his soul sicken not.

Ang. Ha ! Fy, these filthy vices ! It were as good
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen
A man already made, as to remit
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven's image.
In stamps that are forbid : 'tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made.
As to put mettle in restrained means.
To make a false one.

Isab. 'Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth.

Ang. Say you so? then I shall poze you quickly.
Which had you rather, That the most just law
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him.
Give up your body to such sweft uncleanness.
As she that he hath stain'd ?

•'»«*• Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my soul.

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; our compell'd sins
Stand more for number than accorapt

Isab. How say you ?

Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that; for I can speak
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ;

—

I, now the voice of the recorded law.
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life :

Might there not be a charity in sin.

To save this brother's life ?

Isab. Please you to do't,

I'll take it as a peril to my soul.

It is no sin at all, but charity.

Ang. Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your soul.

Were equal poize of sin and charity.

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin.

Heaven, let me bear it ! you granting of my suit,

If that be sin, I'll make it my morn prayer
To have it added to the faults of mine.
And nothing of your answer.
Ang. Nay, but hear me :

Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant.
Or seem so, craftily ; and that's not good.

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good.
But graciously to know I am no better.

Ang. Thuswisdom wishes to appear most bright.

When it dotli tax itself: as those black masks
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder
Than beauty could displayed.—But mark me ;

'

To be received plain, I'll speak more gross :

Your brother is to die.

Isab. So.

Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears
Accoimtant to the law upon that pain.

Isab. True.
Ang. Admit no other way to save his life,

(As I subscribe not that, nor any other,
But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister.

Finding yourself desir'd of such a person.
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place,
Could fetch your brother from the manacles
Of the all. binding law; and that there were
No earthly mean to save him, but that either
You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this supposed, or else let him suffer

;

What would you do ?

Isab. As much for my poor brother, as myself:
That is, were I under the terms of death.
The impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubies.
And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That longing I have been sick for, ere I'd yield
My body up to shame.

A7ig. Then must your brother die.

Isab. And 'twere the cheaper way:
Better it were, a brother died at once,
Tlian that a sister, by redeeming him.
Should die for ever.

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence.

That you have slander'd so ?

Isab. Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon.
Are of two houses : lawful mercy is

Nothing a-kih to foul redemption.

Ang. You seem'd of late to make the law a tyrant

,

And rather prov'fl the sliding of your brother
A merriment than a vice.

Isab. O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out,

To have what we'd have, we speak not what we mean

:

I something do excuse the thing I hate.

For his advantage, that I dearly love.

A7ig. We are all frail.

Isab. Else let my brother die.

If not a feodary, but only he.

Owe, and succeed by weakness.
Ang. Nay, women are frail too.

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view them-
selves

;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.

Women !—Help heaven ! men their creation mar
_

In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail;

For we are soft as our complexions are,
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And credulous to false prints.

Attg. I think it well

:

And from this testimony of your own sex,

(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger

Than faults may shake our frames,) let me be bold ;

—

I do arrest your words ; be that you are.

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you're none

;

ff you be one, (as you are well express'd
By all external warrants,) show it now.
By putting on the destin'd liveiy.

Isab. I have no tongue but one : gentle my lord.

Let me intreat you speak the formei language.
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you.
Isab. My brother did love Juliet; and you tell me.

That he shall die for it.

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, ifyou give me love.

Isab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in't,

Which seems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour.
My words express my purpose.

Isab. Ha ! little honour to be much believ'd.
And most pernicious purpose !—Seeming, seeming !

I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for't

:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother.
Or, with an outstretch'd throat, I'll tell the world
Aloud, wliat man thou art.

A iig. Whe will believe thee, Isabel ?

My unsoil'd naine^ the austereness ofmy life.

My vouch against you, and my place i' the state.
Will so your accusation overweigh.
That you shall stifle in your own report.
And smell of calumny. I have begun

;

And now I give my sensual race the rein ;

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite
;

Lay by all nicety, and proiixious blushes.
That banish what they sue for ; redeem thy brother
By yielding up thy body to my will

;

Or else he must not only die the death.
But thy unkindness shall his death draw oat
To lingering sufterance : answer me to-morrow, •

Or, by the affection that now guides me most,
I'll prove a tyrant to him as for you,
Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true.

[Exit.
Isab. To whom shall I complain ? Did I tell this.

Who would believe me ' O perilous mouths.
That bear in them one and the s.If-same tongue.
Either of condemnation or approof

!

Bidding the law make court'sy to their will

;

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite.
To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother :

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood.
Yet hath he in him such a minci of honour.
That had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up.
Before his sister should her body stoop
To such abhorr'd pollution.

Then Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die

:

More than our brother is our chastity.
I'll tell him yet of Angelo's request.
And fit his miud to death, for his soul's rest. [Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Prison.

Enter DuKE, Claudio, and Provost.

Duke. So, then yon hope of pardon from lord
Angelo ?

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine.
But only hope :

I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die.

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death, or life,

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life

—

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art,
fServile to all the skiey influences,)
That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st.
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool

;

For him thou labour'st by thy flight to shun.
And yet run'st toward him still : thou art not noble

;

For ail the accommodations that thou bear'st,'
Are nurs'd by baseness : thou art by no means

valiant

;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork
Of a poor worm : thy best of rest is sleep,
And that thou oft provok'st

;
yet grossly fear'st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself;
For thou exist'st on many a thousand gia-^s
That issue out of dust: happy thou art not;
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get;
And what thou hast, forget'st : thou art not certain

;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects.

After the moon : if thou art rich, thou art poor

;

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows,
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey.
And death unloads thee : friend hast thou none

;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire.

The mere effusion of thy proper loins.

Do curse the gont, serpigo, and the rheum.
For ending thee no sooner: thou hast nor youth, nor

But, as It were, an after-dinner's sleep.

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old, and rich.

Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty.
To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this,

That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life

Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear.

That makes these odds all even.
Claud. I humbly thank you.

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ;

And, seeking death, find life : let it come on.

Enter Isabella.

Isab. What, ho! Peace here; grace and good
company

!

[a welcome.
Prov. Who's there ? come in : the wish deserves
Duke. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again.
Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you.
Isab. My business is a word or two with Claudio.
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here's

your sister.

Duke. Provost, a word with you.
Prov. As many as you please.

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I may be con-
ceal'd.

Yet hear them. [Exeunt Duke and Provost.
Claud. Now, sister, what's the comfort ?

Isab. Why, as all comforts are ; most good in deed

:

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven.
Intends you for his swift ambassador.
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger

.

Therefore your best appointment make with speed

;

To-morrow you set on.

Claud. Is there no remedy ?

Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a H6ad,

To cleave a heart in twain.

Claud. But is there any ?

Isab. Yes, brother, you may live;

There is a devilish mercy in the judge.

If you'll implore it, that will free your life,

But fetter you till death.

Claud. Pei-petual durance ?

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint,

Though all the world's vastidity you had.

To a determin'd scope.

Claud. But in what nature ?

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to't)

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear.

And leave you naked.

Claud. Let me know the point.

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and 1 quake
Lest thou a feverous life should'st entertain.

And six or seven wnters more respect

Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die ?

The sense of death is most in apprehension
;

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon,
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Tn corporal sufferance finds a pang as great

As when a giant dies.

Cldud. Why give you me this shame ?

Think yon I can a resolution fetch

From flowery tenderness ? If I must die,

I will encounter darkness as a bride.

And hug it in mine arms. [grave

Isab. There spake my brother; there my father's

Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die :

Thou art too noble to conserve a life

In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,

—

Whose settled visage and deliberate word
Nips youth i'the head, and follies doth eumew.
As falcon doth the fowl,—is yet a devil

;

His filth within being cast, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The princely Angelo ?

Isab. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell.

The damned'st body to invest and cover
In princely guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio,

If I would yield him my virginity.

Thou might'st be freed ?

Claud. O, heavens ! it cannot be.

Jsab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank
offence.

So to offend him still : this night's the time

That I should do what I abhor to name.
Or else thou diest to-morrow.

Claud. Thou shalt not do't.

Isab. O, were it but my life,

I'd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow.

Claud. Yes.—Has he affections in him,

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose.

When he would force it? Sure it is no sin;

Or of the deadly seven it is the least.

Isab. Wliich is the least ?

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise.

Why, would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fin'd?—O Isabel!

Isab. What says my brother?

Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Isab. And shamed life a hateful.

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where

;

To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot

;

This .sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice

;

To be imprison'd in (he viewless winds.

And blown with restless violence round about

The pendent world, or to be worse than worst
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts

Imagine howling !

—
'tis too horrible !

The weariest and most loathed worldly life.

That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment
Can lay on nature, is a paradise

To what we fear of death.

Isab. Alas ! alas .'

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live :

What sin you do to save a brother's life.

Nature dispenses with the deed so far,

That it becomes a virtue.

Isab. O, you beast

!

O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch !

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ?

Is't not a kind of incest, to take life [think?

From thine own sister's shame ? What should I

Heaven shield, my mother play'd my father fair!

For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne'er issu'd from his blood. Take my defiance !

Die
; perish ! might but my bending down

Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed

:

I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death.
No word to save thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel.
Isab. O, fy, fy, fy I

Thy sin's not accidental, but a trade

:

Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd :

'Tis best that thou diest quickly. [Going.)
Claud. O hear me, Isabella.

Re-enter Duke.

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one
Isab. What is your will ? [word.
Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I

wouJd by and by have some speech with you : the
satisfaction I would require, is likewise your own
benefit.

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay must
be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will attend you a
while.

Duke. (To Claudio, aside.) Son, I have over-
heard what hath past between you and your sister.

Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her; only
he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his

judgment with the disposition of natures ; she, having
the truth of honour in her, hath made him that gra-
cious denial, which he is most glad to receive : I am
confessor to Angelo, and I knov^ this to be true

;

therefore prepare yourself to death : do not satisfy

your resolution with hopes that are fallible : to-

morrow you must die; go to your knees, and make
ready.

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardOn. I am so out
of love wilii life, that I wilt sue to be rid of it.

Duke. Hold you there : farewell. [Exit Claudio.

Re-enter Provost.

Provost, a word with you.

Prov. What's your will, father?

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone :

leave me awhile with the maid ; my mind promises
with my habit, no loss shall touch her by my company.
Prov. In good time.

(
Exit Provost.

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath
made you good : the goodness, that is cheap in

lieauty, makes beauty brief in goodness; but grace,
being the soul of your complexion, shoujd keep the
body of it ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath
made to you, fortune hath convey'd to my under-
standing; and, but that frailty hath examples for his

falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How would you
do to content this substitute, and io save your brother?

Isab. I am now going to resolve him : I had ra-

ther ray brother die by the law, than my son should
be unlawfully born. But O, how much is the good
duke deceived in Angelo! If ever he return, and I

can speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or
discover his government.
Duke. That shall not be much amiss : yet, as the

matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation

;

he made trial of you only.—Therefore, fasten your
ear on my advisings ; to the love I have in doing
good, a remedy presents itself. I do make myself
believe, that you may most uprighteously do a poor
wronged lady a merited benefit ; redeem your bro-

ther from the angry law ; do no stain to your own
gracious peraon; and much please the absent duke,
if, peradventure, he shall ever return to have hear-

ing of this busines.

Isah. Let me hear you speak further; I have
spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in the

truth of my spirit.

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fear-

ful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister

of Frederick, the great soldier, who miscarried at

sea?
Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good words

went with her name.
Duke. Her should this Angelo have married ; was

affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed .

between which time of the contract, and limit of

the solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked
at sea, iiaving in that perish'd vessel th(; dowry of

his sister. But mark, how heavily this befel to the

poor gentlewoman : there she lost a noble and re-
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no^vned brother, in his love toward her ever most
kind and natural ; with him the portion and sinew of
her fortune, her marriage-dowry; with both, her
combinate husband, this well-seeming Angelo.

Isab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her?
Duke. Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one of

them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole,
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour: in few,
bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet

wears for liis sake ; and he, a marble to her tears, is

washed with them, but relents not.

Isab. What a merit were it in death, to take this

f)oor maid from the world ! What corruption in this

ife, that it will let this man live !—But how out of
this can she avail ?

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal

:

and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but
keeps you from dishonour in doing it.

Isab. Show me how, good father.

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the

continuance of her first aifection ; his unjust unkind-
ness, that in all reason should have quenched her

love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made
it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo ; an-

swer his requiring with a plausible obedience ; agree

with his demands to the point : only refer yourself to

this advantage,—first, that your stay with him may
not be long ; that the time may have all shadow and
silence in it, and the place answer to convenience :

this being granted in course, now follows all. We
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your
appointment, go in your place ; if the encounter
acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him to

lier recompense : and here, by this, is your brother
saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana
advantaged, and the corrupt deputy scaled. Tiie

maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt. If

you think well to carry this as you may, the double-
ness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof.

What think you of it?

Isab. The image of it gives me content already
;

and, I trust, it will grow to a most prosperous per-
fection.

Duke. It lies much in yonr holding up : haste you
speedily to Angelo ; if for this night he entreat you
to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I will

presently to St. Luke's ; there, at the moated grange,
resides this dejected Mariana : at that place call

upon me ; and despatch with Angelo, that it may be
quickly.

Isab. I thank yon for this comfort: fare you well,

good father. [Exeunt severally.

Scene II.

—

The Street before the Prison.

Enter Duke, as a Friar ; to him Elbow, Clown,
and Officers.

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that

you will needs buy and sell men and women like

beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and
white bastard.

Duke. O, heavens ! what stuff is here !

CYo. 'Twas never merry world, since, of two usur-
ies, the merriest was put down, and the worser
allow'd by order of law a furr'd gown to keep him
warm ; and furr'd with fox and lamb-skins too, to

signify, that craft, being richer than innocency, stands
for the facing. ffriar.

Elb. Come your way, sir.—Bless you, good father

Duke. And you, good brother father : what
offcnre hath this man made you, sir?

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law; and,
-sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir ; for we have
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we
have sent to the deputy.
Duke. Fy, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd !

The evil that thou causest to be done.
That is thy means to live : do thou but think
^yhat 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back.
From such a filthy vice ; say to thyself,

—

From their abominable and beastly touches

I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life.

So stinkingly depending ? Go, mend, go, mend.
Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but

yet, sir, I would prove [for sin,

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer.
Correction and instruction must both work ,

Ere this rude beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; he has given
him warning: the deputy cannot abide a whore-
master; if he be a whoremonger and comes before him,
he were as good go a mile on his errand.
Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be

,

Free from our faults, as faults from seeming, free ;

Enter Lucio.

Elb. His neck will come to your waist, a cord, sir.

Clo. I spy comfort ; I cry , bail : here's a gentle-
man, and a friend of mine.
Lucio. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the

heels of Ca?sar? Art thou led in triumph? What,
is there none of Pygmalion's images, newly made
woman, to be had now, for putting the hand in the
pocket, and extracting it clutch'd? What reply?
Ha ! Wliat say'st thou to this tune, matter, and
method ? Is't not drown'd i' the last rain ? Ha !

What say'st thou, trot? Is the world as it was,
man ? Which is the way ? Is it sad, and few words ?
Or how? The trick of it?
Duke. Still thus, and thus ! still worse !

Lucio. Howf doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ?
Procures she still ? Ha ?

Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef,
and she is herself in the tub.

Lucio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it : it

must be so : ever your fresh whore, and your pow-
der'd bawd : an unshunn'd consequence ; it must
he so : art going to prison, Pompey ?

Clo. Yes, faith, sir.

Lucio. Why, 'tis not amiss, Pompey : farewell

:

go ; say, 1 sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ?
Or how ?

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
Lucio. Well, then imprison him : if imprisonment

be the (fue of a bawd, why, 'tis his right : bawd is

he, doubtless, and of antiquity too : bawd-born.

—

Farewell, good Pompey : commend me to the prison,
Pompey : you will turn good husband now, Pompey

;

you will keep the house. [bail.

Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my
Lucio. No, indeed, wilt I not, Pompey ; it is not

the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your
bondage : if you take it not patiently, M'hy, your
mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty Pompey.—Bless
you, friar.

Duke. And you.
Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Fottipoy? Ha?
Elb. Come your ways, sir; come.
Clo. You will not bail me then, sir ?

Lucio. Then, Pompey? nor now.—What news
abroad, friar ? What news ?

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come,

Lucio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go.

[Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers.

Wliat news, friar, of the duke ?

Duke. I know none : can you tell me of any ?

Lucio. Some say, he is with the emperor of
Russia ; other some, he is in Rome : but where is

he, think you ?

Duke. I know not where but wheresoeAer, 1

wish him well.

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to

steal from the state, and usurp tlie beggary he was
never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his

absence : he puts transgression to't.

Duke. He does well iii't.

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do
no barm in him : sometliing too craboed that way,
friar.
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Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must

cure it 111-,.
Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great

kindred; it is well ally'd : but it is impossible to

extirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put

down. They say, this Angelo was not made by man
and w'oman, after the downriglit way of creation : is

it true, think you ?

Duke. How should he be made, then ?

Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawn'd him :
—

Some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes :

—But it is certain, that when he makes water, his

urine is congeal'd ice ; that J know to be true : and
he is a motion ungenerative, that's infallible.

Duke. You are pleasant, sir ; and speak apace.

Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him,

for the rebellion of a cod-piece, to take away the

life of a man ? Would the duke, that is absent, ha\e
done this? Ere he would have hang'd a man for the

getting a hundred bastards, he would have paid for

the nursmg a thousand : he had some feeling of the

sport ; he knew the service, and that instructed him
to mercy.
Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de-

tected for women; he was not inclined tiiat way.
Lucio. O, sir, you are deceived.

Duke. 'Tis not possible.

Lufio. W^ho ? not the duke ? yes, your beggar of

fifty;—and his use was, to put a ducat in her clack-

dish : the duke had crotchets in him : he would be

drunk tooj that let me inform you.

Duke. You do him wrong, surely.

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of liis : a shy fellow

was the duke : and, I believe, I know the cause of
his withdrawing.
Duke. What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause?
Lucio. No,—pardon ;

—
'tis a secret must be lock'd

within the teeth and the lips : but this I can let you

understand,—The greater tile of the subject held the

duke to be wise.

Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was,

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing
fellow.

Duke. Either this is envy in yon, folly, or mis-
taking; the very stream of his life, and tlie jiusiness

he hath helmed, must, upon a warranted need, give

him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi-

monied in his own bringings forth, and he shall

appear to the envious a scholar, a statesman, and
a soldier : therefore, you speak unskilfully ; or, if

your knowledge be more, it is much darkeu'd in

your malice.

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him.

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and
knowledge with dearer love.

Lucio. Come, sir, I know what I know.
Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know

not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return,

(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to

make your answer before him : if it be honest you
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it : I am
bound to call upon you ; and, I pray you, your name ?

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to the

duke.
Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live

to report you.

Lucio. 1 fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more
;

or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But,
indeed, I can do you little harm : you'll forswear
this again.

Lucio. I'll be hang'd first : thou art deceiv'd in

me, friar. But no more of this : canst thou tell, if

Claudio die to-morrow, or no ?

Duke. Why should he die, sir?

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun-dish.
I would, the duke, we talk of, were retum'd again

:

this ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province
with contiuency

; sparrows must not build in his

house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke

yet would have dark deeds darkly answer'd ; he
would never bring them to light : would he were
retum'd! Marry, this Claudio is condemn'd for
untnissing. Farewell, good friar;! pr'ythee, pray
for me. The duke, 1 say to thee again, would eat
mutton on Fridays. He's now past it

; yet, and I

say to thee, he wonld mouth with a beggar, though
she smelt brown bread and garlic : say, that I said
so. Farewell. [Exit.
Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality

Can censure 'scape; back-wounding calumny
The whitest virtue strikes ; what king so strong.
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue?—
But who comes here ?

Enter Escai^us, Provost, Bawd, and Officers.

Escal. Go, away with her to prison.

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me ;
your honour

is accounted a merciful man : good my lord.

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still

forfeit in the same kind ? This would make mercy
swear, and play the tyrant.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may
it please your honour.
Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio's information

against me : mistress Kate iCeep-down was with
child by him in the duke's time, he promised her
marriage ; his child is a year and a quarter old,

come Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myself; and
see how he goes about to abuse me.

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much license :

—

let him be called before iis.—Away with her to

prison: go to ; no more words. [Exeunt Bated aint

Officers.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not be
alter'd, Claudio must die to-morrow: let him be
furnish'd with divines, and have all charitable pre
paration ; if my brother wrought by my pity, it should
not be so with him.

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been with
him, and advised him for the entertjuutnent of deatli.

Escal. Good even, good father.

Duke, Bliss and goodness on you !

Escal. Of whence are you ?

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is

now
To use it for my time : I am a brother
Of gracious order, late come from the see.

In special business from his holiness.

Escal. What news abroad i' the world?
Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on

goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it

:

novelty is only in request; and it is as dangerous to

be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be
constant in any undertaking. There is scarce trath
enougii alive, to make societies secure ; but security
enough, to make fellowships acciirs'd : much upon
this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. Thi^
new is old enough, yet it is every day's news. 1

pray you, sir, of what disposition was the duke ?

Escal. One, that, above all other strifes, con-
tended especially to know himself
Duke. VV'hat pleasure was he given to ?

Escal, Mather rejoicing to see another merry,
than merry at any thing which profess'd to make
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may
prove prosperous ;-Pnd let me desire to know, how
you find Claudio prepared. I am made to under-
stand, that you have lent him visitation.

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister

measures from his judge, but most willingly humbles
himself to the determination of justice : yet had he.

framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty,

many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he
resolved to die.

Escal. You have paid the heavens your function,
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I

have labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the ex-
tremest shore ofmy modesty ; but my brother justice

f
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have I found so severe, that he hath forced me to

tell him, he is indeed—justice.

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of his

proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein, if

he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself.

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner : fare

yoii well.

Duke. Peace be with you

!

[Exeu7it Escalus and Provost.
He, who the sword of heaven will bear,

Should be as holy as severe
;

Pattern in himself to know,
( Jrace to stand, and virtue go

;

More nor less to others paying,
Than by self-oft'ences weighing.
Shame to him, whose cruel striking

Kills for faults of his own liking !

Twice treble shame on Angelo,
'I'o weed my vice, and let his grow

!

O, what may man within him hide.

Though angel on the outward side !

How may likeness, made in crimes.

Making practice on the times.

Draw with idle spiders' strings

Most pond'rous and substantial things

!

Craft against vice I must apply

:

With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed, but despis'd

;

So disguise shall, by the disguis'd.

Pay with falsehoold false exacting.

And perform an old contracting.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Room hi Mariana's House.

Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing.

SONG.
Take, oh take those lips atvay.

That so sweetli/ ivereforsuwrn ;

And those eyes, the break of day.
Lights that do mislead the morn :

But my kisses bring again,
bring again.

Seals of love, but seal'd in vain,
seal din vain.

Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick

away
;

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice
Hath often still'd luy brawling discontent.

—

lExit Boy.

Enter Duke.

I cry yon mercy, sir ; and well could wish.
You had not found me here so musical

:

Let me excuse me, and believe me so,

—

My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my woe.
Duke. 'Tis good: though music oft hath such a

charm,
To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm.
I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquired for me
here to-day ? much upon this time have I promis'd
here to meet.
Mari. You have not been inquired after : I have

eat here all day. .'':.^^--

Enter Isabella.

Duke. I do constantly believe you :-^Tlie time is

come, even now. I shall, crave your forbearance a

little : may be, I will call upon you anon,' forJsome

advantage to yourself. * '
.

Mari. I am always bound to yon. [Exit.

Duke. Very well met, and welcome.
What is the news from this good deputy ? - ,

Isab. He hath a garden circummur'd witH'; brick,

Whose western side is with a vineyard backed ;

And to that vineyard is a planched gate, '^'V

That makes his opening with this bigger key"
This other doth command a little door.

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There have I made my promise to call on him.
Upon the heavy middle of the night. [way ?

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find tliis

Isab. I have ta'en a due and wary note upou't

;

With whispering and most guilty diligence,
In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o'er.

Duke. Are there no ether tokens
Between you 'greed, concerning her observance ?

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i' the dark

;

And that I have possess'd him, my most stay
Can be but brief : for I have made him know,
I have a servant comes with me along.
That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is,

I come about my brother.

Duke. 'Tis well bonie up.
I have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this :—What, ho ! within ! come forth !

Re-enter Mariana.

I pray you be acquainted with this maid

;

,Slie comes to do you good.
Isab. I do desire the like.

Duke. Do you persuade yourself, that I respect
you 1 [found it.

Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and have
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand,
W ho hath a story ready for your ear

:

T shall attend your leisure ; but make haste
;

The vaporous night approaches.
Man. VViirt please you walk aside?

[Exeunt Mariana and Isabella.
, Duke. O place and greatness, millions of false

Are struck upon thee ! volumes of report [eyes
Run with these false and most contrarious quests
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dream.
And rack thee in their fancies !—Welcome ! How

agreed ?

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella.

Isab. She'll take the enterprise upOn her, father.

Ifyou advise it.

Duke. It is not my consent.
But my entreaty too.

Isab. Little have you to say.

When yon depart from him, but, soft and low.
Remember now my brother.
Mari. Fear me not.^

Didce. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all

;

He is your husband on a pre-contract
:

.

To bring you thus together, 'tis no sin ;

Sith that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go

;

Our corn's to reap, for yet our tithe's to sow.
[Exeunti

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Prison.

Enter Provost and Clotvn..

prov. Come hither, sirrah : can you cut off a
man's head ?

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but if he
be a married man, he is his wife's head, and I can
never cutoff a woman's .head.

Prov. Come, sir, leave' me your snatches, and
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are

to die Claudio and Barnardine : here is in our pri-

son a common executioner, who in his oflBce lacks a

helper; if you will take it on you to assist him, it

shall redeem you from your gyves; if not, you shall

have your full time of imprisonment, and your de-,

liverance, with an unpitied wliippping ; for you have,

been a notorious bawd.
•"^Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, timeout
of mind ; but yet I will be content to be a lawful

hangman. I would be glad to receive some instruc-

tion from my fellow partner. [there t

Prov. What ho. Abborson ! Where's Abhorson,
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Enter Abhorson.

.46//W. Do you call, sir?

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-

morrow in your execution : if you think it meet,

compound with him by tlie year, and let hiui abide

here with you; if not, use hitn for tlie present, and

dismiss him ; he cannot plead his estimation with

j-ou ; he hath been a bawd.
Abhor. A bawd, sir ? Fy upon him, he will dis-

credit our mystery.

Prov. Go to, sir; yon weigh equally ; a feather

will turn the scale. [Exit.

Clo. Pray, sir, by yowr good favour, (for, surely,

sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a

hauging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a

mystery ?

Abhor. Ah, sir, a mystery.
Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery

;

and your whores, sir, being members of my occu-

pation, using painting, do prove my occupation a

mystery : but what mystery there should be in

lianging, if I should be lianged, I cannot imagine.

M>hor. Sir, it is a mystery.

Clo. Proof.

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief:

rf it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks

it big enough ; if it be too big for your thief, your

thief thinks it little enough: so every true man's
apparel fits your thief.

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. Are you agreed ?

Clo. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find, your

hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd
;

he doth ofteuer ask ibrgiveness.

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your
axe, to-morrow, four o'clock.

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee in my
trade ; follow.

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir ; and I hope, if you
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you
shall find me yare : for, truly, sir, for your kiudntss,

1 owe you a good turn.

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio :

[Exeunt Clown and Abhorson.
One has my pity ; not a jot the other.

Being a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.

Look,here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death :

'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow
Thoa must be made immortal. Where's Barnar-

dine? (labour

Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless

When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones :

He will not wake.
Prov. Who can do good on him ?

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise ?

{KnockuKj within.)
Heaven give your spirits comfort ! [Exit Claudio.

By and by :

—

I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve,
For the most gentle Claudio.—Welcome, father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of the

night [late ?

Envelop you, good provost ! Who called here of

Prov. None, since the curfew rung.

Duke. Not Isabel ?

Prov. No.
Duke. They will then, ere't be long.

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ?

Duke. There's some m hope.
Prov. It is a bitter deputy.
Vuke. Not so, nut so ; his life is parallel'd

Even with the stroke and line of his great justice
;

He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself, which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he nieal'd [nous;

With that which he corrects, then were he tyran-

But this being so, he's just.—Now are they come.

—

[Knock tvithin.—Provost yoes out.)

This is a gentle provost : seldom, when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.

—

How now ? What noise ^. That spirit's possess'd
with haste,

_
[strokes.

That wounds the unsisting postern with these
Provost returns, speaking to one at the door.
Prov. 'I'here he must stay, until the officer

Arise to let him in ; he is call'd up.

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet.

But he must die to-morrow ?

Prov. None, sir, uoiie.

Duke. As near the dawning. Provost, as it is.

You shall hear more ere morning.

Prov. Happily,
You something know

;
yet, I believe, there comes

No countermand ; no such example have we :

Besides, upon the very siege ofjustice.

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear

Profess'd the contrary.

Entsr a Messenger

.

Duke.T\vis is his lordship's man.
Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon.

Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and by
me this further charge, that you swerve not from
the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, nor
other circumstance. Good-morrow ; for, as I taku

it, it is almost day.

Prov. I shall obey him. [Exit Messengt, .

Duke. This is his pardon ; purchas'd by such sin,

.
(Aside.)

For which the pardoner himself is in :

Hence hath offence his quick c-elerity,

When it is borne in high authority :

When vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended,

Tliat for the fault's love, is the oftender friended.

—

Now, sir, what news ?

Prov. I told you : lor.] Angelo, belike, tliinkiiig

me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this

unwonted putting on : methinks, strangely ; lor ht
hath not used it before.

Duke. Pray you, let's hear.

Prov. [Reads.) Whatsoever you may hear to the
contrary, let Claudio be executed by four cf the
clock ; and, in the afternoon, Barnardine : for my
better satisfaction, let me have Claudio's headsent
me byfive. Let this bedulyperfomid; with a thought
that more depends on it than tve must yet deliver.
Thusfail not to do your office, as you will answer
it at your peril.—What say you to this, sir ?

Duke. What is that Barnardine,who is to be exe-
cuted in the afternoon ?

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nursed up aiid

bred : one tliat is a prisoner nine years old.

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had not
either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him V

I have heard, it was ever his manner to do so.

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him :

and, indeed, his fact, till now in the government of
lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof.

Duke. Is it now apparent ?

Prov. Most manilest, and not denied by himself.

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in pri-

How seems he to be touch'd ? [son ?

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more
dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep; careless, reck-
less, and fearless ofwhat's past, present, or to come ;

insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal.

Duke. He wants advice.

Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore had
the liberty of the prison; give him leave to e.«cape

hence, he would not : drunk many times a-day, if not

many days entirely drunk. We liave very often

awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and
siiowed him a seeming warrant for it : it hath not

moved him at alL

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in

your brow, Provost, hone.sty and constaucy : if I
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read it not truly, my ancient skill beeniles me ; but

in the boldness of my cunning, I vvilT lay myself in

hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant to

execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo,
who hath sentenced him : to make you understand
this in a manifested efi'ect, I crave but four days
respite ; for the which you are to do me both a pre-

sent and a dangerous courtesy.

Prov. Pray, sir, in what ?

Duke. In the delaying death.

Prov. Alack! how may I do it? having the hour
limited ; and an express command, imder penalty,

to deliver his head in the view of Angelo r I may
make my case as Claudio's, to cross this iu the

smallest.

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you,

if my instructions may be your guide. Let this

Barnardine be this morning executed, and his head
borne to Angelo.
Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis-

cover the favour.

Duke, O, death's a great disguiser : and you may
add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard; and
say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared
before his death : you know, the course is com-
mon. If any thing fall to you upon tliis, more than
thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I pro-

fess, [ will plead against it with ray life.

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against my
oath. [ deputy .''

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the
Prov. To him and to his substitutes.

Dttke. You will think you ha\ e made no offence,

if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing?
Prov. But what likelihood is in that ?

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, inte-

grity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt you,

i will go further than I meant, to pluck all fears out

of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand and seal of
the duke. You know the character, I doubt not

;

and the signet is not strange to you.

Prov. I know them both.

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the

duke
;
you shall anon over-read it at your (ileasure

;

where you shall find, within these two days he will

be here. This is a thing that Angelo knows not :

for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor

;

perchance, of the duke's death; perchance, enter-

ing into some monastery ; but, by chance, nothing
of what is writ. Look, the unfolding star calls up
the shepherd : put not yourself into amazement,
iiow these things should be : all diificulties are but
easy when they are known. Call your execu-
tioner, and off with Bernardine's head : I will give
him a present shrift, and advise him for a bet-

ter place. Yet you are amazed; but this shall ab-
solutely resolve you. Come away ; it is almost
clear dawn. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Clown.

Clo. I am as well acquainted here as I was in

our house of profession : one would think, it were
mistress Over-done's own house, for here be many
of her old customers. First, here's young master
Rash ; he's in for a commodity of brown paper and
old ginger, ninescore and seventeen pounds ; of
which he made five marks, ready money : marry,
the ginger was not much in request, for the old
women were all dead. Then is there here one
master Caper, at the suit of master Three-pile the
mercer, for some four suits of peach-coloured satin,

which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we
here young iJizy, and young master Deep-vow, and
master Copper-spur, and master Starve-lackey the
rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop-heir that
kill'd lusty Pudding, and master Forthright the
tilter, and brave master Shoe-tie the great traveller,

and wild Half-can that stabb'd Pots, and, I think.

forty more ; all great doers in our trade, and are
now for the Lord's sake.

Enter Abhohson.

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither.

Clo. Master Bamardine ! you must rise and be
haug'd, master Bamardine

!

Abhor. 'What, ho, Bamardine !

Barnar. {Within.)A pox o' your throats! Who
makes that noise there .'' What are you ?

Clo. Your friends, sir ; the hangman : you must
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.
Barnar.

(
TT ithhi.) Away, you rogue, away ; 1

am sleepy.

Abhor. Tell him, he must awake, and that quickly
too.

Clo. Pray, master Bamardine, awake till you are
executed, and sleep afterwards.
Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.
Clo. [le is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear his

straw rustle.

Enter Barnardine.

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ?

Clo. Very ready, sir.

Barnar. How now, Abhorson ? what's the news
with you ?

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap into
your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant's come.
Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all

night, I am not fitted for't.

Clo. O, the belter, sir ; for he that diinks all niglit,

and is hanged betimes in the morning, may sleep the
sounder all the next day.

Enter Duke.

Abhor. Look' you, sir, here conies your ghostly
father : do we jest now, think you ?

Duke. Sir, induced by my chanty, and hearing
how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise
you, comfort you, and pray with you.
Barnar. Friar, not I ; I have been drinking

hard all night, and I will have more time to pre-
pare me, or they shall beat out my brains with
billets : I will not consent to die this day, that's

certain. [you,
Duke. O, sir, you must : and therefore, I beseech

look forward on the journey you shall go.

Barnar. I swear, I will not die to-day for any
man's persuasion.

Duke. But hear you,

—

Barnar. Not a word ; if you have any thing to

say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not I

to-day. [Exit.

Enter Provost.

Duke. Unfit to live, or die : O, gravel heart !
—

After him, fellows ; bring him to the block.

[Exeunt Abhorson and Clown.

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner ?

Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death
;

And, to transport him in the mind he is.

Were damnable.
Prov. Here in the prison, father.

There died this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio's years; his beard, and head,

.lust of his colour : what if we do omit

This reprobate, till he were well inclined ;

And satisfy the deputy with the visage

Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio?

Duke. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides !

Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on

Prefix'd by Angelo : see, this be done.

And sent according to command ; whiles I

Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Prov. This shall be done, good t'ather, presently.

But Barnardine must die this afternoon
;

And how shall we continue Claudio,

To saA-e me from the danger that might come.
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If lie were kuown alive? [holds,

Dule. Let this be doue ;—Put them in secret

Both Barnardiue and Claudio : ere twice

'I'he sun hath made his journal greeting to

The under generation, you shall find

Your safety manifested.

Prov. I am your Tree dependent.

Duke. Quick, despatch.

And send the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost.
Now will I write letters to Angelo,

—

The provost, he shall bear them, whose contents

Shall witness to him, I am near at home ;

And that, by great injunctions, 1 am bound
To enter publicly : him I'll desire

To meet me at the consecrated fount,

A league below the city ; and from thence.

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form,

Vve shall proceed with Angelo.

Re-enter Provost.

Prav. Here is the head ; I'Jl carry it myself.

Duke. Convenient is it : make a swift return
;

For I would commune with you of such things.

That want no ear but yours,

Prov. I'll make all speed. [Exit.

Jsiib.
(
Within.) Peace, ho, be here !

Duke. The tongue of Isabel : — she's come to

know.
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither :

But I will keep her ignorant of her good.
To make her heavenly comforts of despair.

When it is least expected.

Enter Isabella.

Isab. Ho, by your leave.

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious

daughter.
Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man.

Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon?
Duke. He hath releas'd him, Isabel, from the

His head is oft', and sent to Angelo. [world :

Isab. Nay, but it is not so.

Duke, It is no other :

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience.

Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes.

Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight.

Isab. Unhappy Claudio ! Wretched Isabel

!

Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo !

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits yon a jot

:

Forbear it therefore
;
give your cause to heaven.

Mark what I say ; which you shall find

By every syllable, a faithful verity : [eyes

;

The duke comes home to-morrow ;—nay, dry your
One of our convent, and his confessor.
Gives me this instance : already he hath carried
Notice to Escalus and Angelo

;

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates.
There to give up their power. If you can, pace

your wisdom
In that good path that I would wish it go

;

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch,
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart.
And general honour.

Isab. I am directed by you.
Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give

;

'Tis that he sent me of the duke's return :

Say, by this token, I desire his company
At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause, and yours,
I'll perfect him withal ; and he .shall bring you
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self,

I am combined by a sacred vow.
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter

:

Command these fretting waters froin your eyes
\Vith a light heart ; trust not my holy order.
It 1 pencrt your course.—Who's here 'i*

Enter Lucio.
Lucio. Good even

!

Friar, vvhers is the provost ?
I>id'e. Not within, sir.

Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, 1 am pale at mine
heart, to see thine eyes so red : thou must be pa-

tient : I am fain to dine and sup with water and
bran; I dare not for my head fill my belly; one
fruitful meal would set me to't : but they say the

duke will be here to-monow. By my troth, Isabel,

I lov'd thy brother : if the old fantastical duke of

dark corners had been at home, he had lived.

[Exit Isabella.

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden

to your reports ; but the best is, he lives not in them.

Liiicio. Friar, tbou knowest not the duke so well

as I do : he's a better woodman than thou takest

him for.

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare
ye well.

Lucio. Nay, tarry; I'll go along with thee ; I can
tell thee pretty tales of the duke.

Duke. You have told me too many of him al-

ready, sir, if they be true ; if not true, none were
enough.

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench
with child.

Duke. Did you such a thing ?

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but was fain to for-

swear it ; they would else have married me to tlie

rotten medlar.
Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest

;

rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the

lane's end : if bawdy talk ofi'end you, we'll have
very little of it : nay, I'riar, I am a kind of bur, 1

shall stick. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Angela's House.

Enter Angelo rtw^/ Escalus.

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch'd

other.

Atig. In most uneven and distracted manner.
His actions show much like to madness : pray hea-

ven, his wisdom be not tainted! And why meet him
at the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there ?

Escal. I guess not.

Any. And why should we proclaim it in an hour

before his entering, that if any crave redress of in-

justice, they should exhibit their petitions in the

street ?

Escal. He shows his reason for that : to have a
despatch of complaints ; and to 'deliver us from de-

vices hereafter, which shall then have no power to

stand against us,

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim'd

:

Betimes i' the morn, I'll call you at your house :

Give notice to such men of sort and suit.

As are to meet him.

Escal. I shall, sir : fare you well. [Exit.

Ana. Good night.

—

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnaut.

And dull to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid !

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd

The law against it !—But that her tender dham©
Will not pro;.laim against her maiden loss, [no :

How might she tongue me ? Yet reason dares her?

—

For my authority bears a credent bulk.

That no particular scandal once can touch.

But it confounds the breather. He should have liv'd.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense.

Might, iu the times to come, have ta'en revenge.

By so receiving a dishouour'd life, [liv'd !

VVith ransom of such shame. 'Would yet he had
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot.

Nothing goes right; we would, and we would not.

'lExit.

Scene V.

—

Fields without the Totvn.

Enter Duke in his mon habit, and Friar Peter.
Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me.

[(living letters.

The provost knows our purpose, and our plot.

'J'he matter being afoot, keep your instruction.

And hold you ever to our special drill

;
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T'hoiigli sometimes yoa do blench from this to that,

As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavins' house,
And tell him where I stay: give the like notice
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus,
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate

;

But send me Flavius tirst.

F. Peter. It shall be speeded well.

lExit Friar.

Enter Varrius.

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made
good haste

:

Come, we will walk : there's other of our friends
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—iS^ree^ 7iear the City Gate.

Enter Isabella and Mariana.
Isab. To speak so indirectly, I am loath

;

I would say tne truth ; but to accuse him so.

That is your part : yet I'm advis'd to do it:

He says, to veil full purpose. "^•^r^r

Mari. Be rui'd by him.
'

Isab. Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventure
He speak against me on the adverse side,

I should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physic.
That's bitter to sweet end.
Mari. I wonld, friar Peter

—

Isab. O, peace ; the friar is come.

' Enter Friar Peter.

F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a stand
most fit,

Wliere you may have such vantage on the duke.
He shall not pass you : twice have the trumpets

sounded
;

The generous and gravest citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The duke is ent'ring ; therefore hence, away.

[Exettnt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

A public Place near tnk City Gate.

Maruna (veiled), Isabella, and Peter, at a dis-
tance. Enter at opposite doors, Duke, Varrius,
Lords; Angelo, Escalus, Llcio, Provost,
Officers, and Citizens.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met ;

—

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see yon.

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your royal

grace .'

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both.

We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forernnfiing more requital.

Ana. You make my bonds still greater.

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should
wrong it.

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom,
\Vhen it deserves with characters of brass
A forted residence, 'gainst the tooth of time
And razure of oblivion : give me your hand.
And let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim
Favours that keep within.—Come, Escalus

;

You must walk by us on our other hand ;

—

And good supporters are you.

Peter and Isabella come forward.

F. Peter. Now is your time ; speak loud, and
kneel before him.

Isab. Justice, O royal duke ! Vail your regard
Upon a wrong'd, I'd fain have said, a maid I

O Worthy prince, dishonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object.

Till you have heard me in ray true complaint,
And given me, justice, justice, justice, justice !

Duke. Relate your wrongs : in what ? By whom ?

Br brief:

Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice
;

Reveal yourself to him.
Isab. O, worthy duke,

\ ou bid me seek redemption of the devil

:

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak
Must either punish me, not being belie v'd,
Or wring redress from you : hear fhe, O, hear me,

here.

Anrj. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm :

She hath been a suitor to me for her brother.
Cut off by course ofjustice

!

Isab. By course of justice !

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly, and
strange. [speak

:

Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I

That Angelo's forsworn ; is it not strange ?

That Angelo's a murderer ; is't not strange?
That Angelo is an adult'rous thief.

An hypocrite, a vugin-violator
;

Is it not strange, and strange ?

Duke. Nay, ten times strange
Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo,

Than this is all as true as it is strange :

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth

To the end of reckoning. •

Duke. Away with her :—Poor soul,

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense.

Isab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'st

There is another comfort than this world.
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion
That I am touch'd with madness; make not im-

possible

That which but seems unlike : 'tis not impossible.
But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground,
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute.
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo,
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms.
Be an arch-villain ; believe it, royal prince.
If he be less, he's nothing ; but he's more.
Had I more name for badness.
Duke.

_
By mine honesty.

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,)

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense.
Such a dependency of thing on thing,

As e'er I heard in madness.
Isab. O, gracious duke.

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason
For inequality : but let your reason serve
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid ;

And hide the false, seems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad

,

Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would
you say ?

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio,
Conderau'd upon the act of fornication

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo :

I, in probation of a sisterhood.

Was sent to by my brother : one Lucio
Was then the messenger;

—

Lucio. That's I, an't like your graca
I came to her from Claudio, and desir'd her
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo,
For her poor brother's pardon.

Isab. That's he, indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to speak.

Lucio. No, ray good lord
;

Nor wish'd to hold my peace.
Duke. I wish you now then

;

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have
A business for yourself, pray heaven, you then

"

Be perfect.

Lucio. I warrant your honour.

Duke. The warrant's for yourself; take heed to it.

Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale.

Lucio. Right.

Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wron^
To speak before your time.—Proceed.

Isab.
_

I went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy.

Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken.
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Isab. Pardon it

;

The phraBC is to the matter.

Duke. Mended again: the matter;—Proceed.

Isab. In brief,—to set the needless process by,

How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd.

How he refell'd me, and how I reply'd

(For this was o^ much length,) the vile conclusion
1 now begin with grg'ef and shame to utter :

He would not, but by gilt of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,

Release my brother; and, after much debatement.
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour.
And I did yield to him : but the next morn betimes,
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a wanaut
For my poor brother's head.

Dvice. This is most likely!

Isab. O that it were as like as it is true !

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'st not

what thou speak'st

;

Or else thou art suborn'd against his honour.
In hateful practice : first, his integrity

Stands without blemish :—next, it imports no reason,
That with such vehemency he should pursue
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended.
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself.
And not have cut him off: some one hath set you on

;

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice
Thou cam'st here to complain.

Isab. And is this all ?

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above.
Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time.
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenance !—Heaven shield your grace from

woe.
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go

!

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone :—An officer .'

To prison with her :—Shall we thus permit
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so near us? This needs must be a practice.
VVho knew of your intent, and coming hitner?

Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodo-
wick.

I>uke. A ghostly father, belike :—Who knows
that Lodovvick ?

Lucio. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling
friar

;

I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord.

For certain words he spake against your grace
In your retirement, I had swing'd him soundly.
Duke. Words against me? This' a good friar,

belike I

And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute !—Let this friar be found.

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that

I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar, [iViar

A very scurvy fellow.

F. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace !

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus'd : first, liath this woman
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute

;

Who is as free from touch or soil with her.

As she from one ungot.

Duke. We did believe no less.

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of?
F. Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy ;

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler,
As he's reported by this gentleman

;

And, on my trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace.

Lucio. My lord, most villanously ; believe it.

F. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear

himself;
But at this instant he is sick, my lord,

Ol a strange fever: upon his mere request,
(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint

•Intended 'gainst lord Augelo,) came I hither.
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Js ti ue, and false ; and what he with his oath.
And all probation, will make up full clear, [man,
Wheasocver he's conveuted. First, for this wo-

(To justify this worthy nobleman.
So vulgarly and personally accus'd,)

Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes,
Till she herself confess it.

Duke. Good friar, let's hear it.

{Isabella is carried off, guarded; and
Mariana comes forward.)

Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo?

—

heaven.' the vanity of wretched fools !

—

Give us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo;
In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge
Of your own cause.—Is this tlie witness, friar?

First, let her show her face ; and, after, speak.
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face.

Until ray husband bid me.
Duke. What, are you married ?

Mari. No, my lord.

Duke. Are you a maid?
Mari. No, my lord.

Duke. A widow, then ?

Mari. Neither, my lord.

Duke. Why, you
Are nothing then :—Neither maid, widow, nor wile?

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk: for many
of them are neither maid, widow, nor wiie.

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would, he had some
To prattle for himself. [cause

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was married;
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid :

1 have known my husband
;
yet my husband knows

That ever he knew me. [not,

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord; it Ciui be
no better.

Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would thou
wert so too.

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo.
Mari. Now I come to't, my lord

:

She, that accuses him of fornication.

In self-same manner dotli accuse my husbatid;
And charges him, my lord, with such a time.

When I'll depose I had him in mine arms.
With all the effect of love.

Ang. Charges she more than me ?

Mari. Not that I know.
Duke. No ? yon say, your husband.
Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo,

Who thinks, he knows, that he ne'er knew my body.
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Isabel's.

Ang. This is a strange abuse :—Let's see thy
face.

Mari. My husband bids me; now I will unmask.
{Unveiling.

)

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, [on

:

Which, once thou swor'st, was worth the looking
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract.

Was fast belock'd in thine : this is the bof'j..

That took away the match from Isabel,

And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her iraagin'd person.

Duke. Know you this woman?
Lucio. Carnally, she says.

Duke. Sirrah, no more.
Lucio. Enough, my lord.

Ang. My lord, I must confess, I know this

woman

;

And, five years since, there was some speech of
mariiage

Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off.

Partly, for that her promised proportions
Came short of composition ; but, in chief.

For that her reputation was disvalued
fn levity: since which time, of five years,
I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her.

Upon my faith and honour.
Mari. Noble prince.

As there comes light from heaven, and words from
breath.

As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue.

11



Scene 1. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 89

I am affianc'd this man's wife, as strongly

As words could make np vows : and nij' g-ood lord,

But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house,
He knew me as a wife : as this is true

Let me in safety raise me from my knees
j

Or else for ever be confixed here,

A marble monument

!

Aug. I did but smile till now
;

Now, good my lord, give me the scope ofjustice

;

BIy patience here is touch'd : I do perceive,

'i'hese poor informal women are no more
But instruments of some more mightier member.
That sets them on : let me have way, my lord,

I'o find this practice out.

Duke. Ay, with my heart

;

And punish them unto yonr height of pleasure.

—

Thou foolish friar; and fliou pernicious woman.
Compact with her that's gone ! think'st thou, thy

oaths, [saint.

Though they would swear down each particular
Were testimonies against his worth and credit.

That's seal'd in approbation?—You, lord Escalus,
Sit with my consin ; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd.

—

There is another friar that set them on
;

Let him be sent for.

jF". Peter. Would he vpere here, my lord : for he,

indeed.
Hath set the women on this complaint :

Votir provost knows the place wliere he abides.
And he may fetch him.

Duke. Go, do it instantly.

—

[Exit Provost.
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin.
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth.

Do with your injuries as seems you best.

In any chastisement : I for a while
Will leave you; bat stir not you, till you have well
Determined upon these sianderers.

Escal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly.— [E.vit

Duke.] Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ?

Lucio. Cucullus nonfacit monachum : honest in

nothing, but in his clothes; and one that hath spoke
most villanous speeches of the duke.

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till he
come, and enforce them against him : we shall find

this friar a notable fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
Escal. Call that same Isabel fiere once again;

{To an Attendant.) I would speak with hcA- : pray
you, my lord, give me leave to question

;
yon shall

see how I'll handle her.

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report.

Escal. Say you ?

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her
privately, she would sooner confess

;
perchance,

pubHcly she"ll be ashamed.

Re-enter Officers with Isabella ; the Duke in
the Friar's habit, and Provost.

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her.

Lucio. That's the way ; for women are light at

midnight.

Escal. Come on, mistress: [To Isabella.) here's
a gentlewoman denies all that you have said.

Lticio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke
of; here, with the provost.

Escal. In veiT' good time :—speak not you to him
till we call upon you.

Lucio. Mum.
Escal. Come, sir: did you set these women on

to slander lord Angelo ? they have confess'd von
Duke. 'Tis false. [did.

Escal. How ! know you where you are ?

Duke. Respect to your great place I and let the
devil

Be sometime honour'd for his burning throne :

—

Where isj.he duke ? 'tis he should hear me speak.
Escal. The duke's in us ; and we will hear you

Look, you speak justly. , [speak

:

Duke. Boldly, at least:—But, O, poor souls.

Come you io seek the lamb here of the fox ?

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone ?

'I'hen is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust,
Thus to retort your manifest appeal,
And put your trial in the villain's mouth.
Which here you come to accuse.
Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of.

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd
friar

!

Is't not enough, thou hast subom'd these women
To accuse this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth.
And in the witness of his proper ear.

To call him villain ?

And then to glance from him to the duke himself;
To tax him with injustice ? Take him hence

;

To the rack with him :—We'll touze you joint by
joint.

But we will know this purpose.—What! unjust?
Duke. Be not so hot ; the duke

Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he
Dare rack his own ; his subject am I not,

Nor here provincial : my business in this state
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,
\Vhere I have seen corruption boil and bubble.
Till it o'er-run the stew : laws, for all faults

;

But faults so countenanc'd, that the strong statutes
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop.
As much in mock as mark.

Escal. Slander to the state ! Away with him to

prison.

Ang. VVhat can yoa vouch against him, signior
Lacio ?

Is this the man that you did tell us of?
Lucio. 'Tis he, my lord.—Come hither, goodman

bald-pate : do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your
voice : I met you at the prison, in the absence of
the duke.

Lucio. O, did you soV And do you remember
what you said of the duke?
Duke. Most notedly, sir.

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a
flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then re-
ported him to be ?

Duke. You must, sir, change persona with me,
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke
so of him ; and much more, much worse.

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow I Did not I pluck
thee by the nose, for thy speeches ?

Duke. I protest 1 love the duke, as I love my-
self.

Ang. Hark! how the villain would close now,
after his treasonable abuses.

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal :—
away with him to prison :—where is the provost?

—

—away with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon
him : let him speak no more :—away with those
giglots too, and with the other confederate com-
panion. (The Provost lays hands on the Duke.)
Duke. Stay, sir; stay awhile.

Ang. What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio.
Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir ; come, sir ; foh, sir:

why, you bald-pated, lying rascal ! you must be
hooded, must you ? Show your knave's visage, with
a pox to you! show your sheep-biting fiice, and be
hang'd an hour I Will't not off? [Duke.)
[Pulls off the Friar's hood, and discovers the

Duke. Thou art the first knave, that e'er made a
duke.

—

First, provost, let me bail these gentle three'.

—

Sneak not aivay, sir
;
[to Lucio.) for the friar and you

Must have a word anon :—lay hold on him.

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging.

Duke. What you nave spoke, I pardon; sit you
down.

—

_
(I'o Escalus.)

We'll borrow place of him.—Sir, by your leave :

{To Angelo.)
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence.
That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast.
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Rely npon it till my tale be heard.

And hold no longer out.

Ana. t) my dread lord,

1 should be guiltier than my guiltiness.

To think 1 can be undiscernible,

When I perceive, your grace, like power divine.

Hath look'd upon my passes : then, good prince.

No longer session hold upon my shame.
But let my trial be mine own confession

;

Immediate sentence tlien, and sequent death.

Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana :

—

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman ?

Ang. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her in-

stantly.

—

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate.
Return him here again :—Go with him, provost.

[Exeunt Angela, Mariana, Peter and Provost.
Escal. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his dis-

honour.

Than at the strangeness of it.

Duke. Come hither, Isabel

:

Your friar is now your prince : as I was then

Advertising, and holy to your business,

Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attorney'd at your service.

Isah. O, give me pardon.

That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain'd

Your unknown sovereignty.

Duke. You are pardon'd, Isabel

:

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.

Your brother's death, T know, sits at your heart

;

And you may marvel, why I obscur'd myself.

Labouring to save bis life ; and would not rather

Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power.
Than let him so be lost : O, most kind maid.

It was the svpift celerity of his death.

Which I did think with slower foot came on.

That brain'd my purpose : but, peace be with him !

That life is better life, past fearing death,

Than that which lives to fear : make it your comfort,

So happy is your brother.

Re-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost.

Jsab. I do, my lord.

; Duke. For this new-married man, approaching
here.

Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon
For Mariana's sake : but as he adjudged your

brother.

Being criminal, in double violation

3f sacred chastity, and of promise-breach.

Thereon dependent, for your brother's life,)

The very mercy of the law cries out

Most audible, even from his proper tongue.

An Angelo for Claudio, deathfor death.
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure

;

Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure.
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested :

Which though thou wouldst deny, denies thee

vantage :

We do condemn thee to the very block,

Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like

haste

;

Away with him.

Mart. O, my most gracious lord,

I hope you will not mock me with a husband !

Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a

husband

:

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,
I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation.
For that he knew you, might reproach your life.

And choke your good to come : for his possessions.
Although by confiscation they are ours.
We do instate and widow you witlial,

To buy you a better husband.
Mari. O, my dear lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man.

g

Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive.

Mari. Gentle, my liege,

—

[Kneeling.)

Duke. Vou do but lose your labour :

.\way with him to death.—Now, sir, to you.

[To hucio.)

Mari. O, my good lord!—Sweet Isabel, take

my part

;

Lend me your knees, and all my life to come
I'll lend you all my life to do you service.

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her

:

Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact.

Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break,

And take her hence in horror.

Mari. Isabel,

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me
;

Hold up your hands, say nothing, I'll speak all.

They say, best men are moulded out of faults ;

And, for the most, become much more the better

For being a little bad : so may my husband.
O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ?

Duke. He dies for Claudio's death.

Isab. Most bounteous sir,

{Kneeling.)

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd,
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think,

A due smcerity govern'd his deeds,

'Till he did look on me ; since it is so.

Let him not die : my brother had but justice.

In that he did the thing for which he died :

For Angelo,
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent

;

And must be buried but as an intent

That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no subjects;

Intents but merely thoughts.

Mari. Merely, my lord.

Duke. Your suit's unprofitable ; stand up, 1 say.

—

I have bethought me of another fault :

—

Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour ?

Prov. It was commanded so.

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ?

Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private

message.
Duke. For which I do discharge you ofyour office :

Give up your keys.

Prov. Pardon me, noble lord

:

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not

;

Yet did repent me, after more advice;

For testimony whereof one in the prison.

That should by private order else have died,

I have reserv'd alive.

Duke. What's he ?

Prov. His name is Barnardine.

Duke. I would thou had'st done so by Claudio.

—

Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.
[Exit Provost.

Escal. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise

As you, lord Angelo, liave still appear'd,

Should sHp so grossly, both in the heat of blood.

And lack of temper'd judgment afterwards.

Ang. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure :

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart,

That I crave death more wilHngly than mercy;
'Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, and
Juliet.

Duke. Which is that Barnardine ?

Prov. This, my lord.

Duke. There was a friar told me of this man ;

—

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul,

Tliat apprehends no further than this world.

And squar'st thy life according. Thou'rt condemn'd
;

But for those earthly faults, I quit them all

;

And pray thee, take this mercy to provide

For better times to come Friar, advise him
;

I leave him to your hand.—What muffled fellow's

that?

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav'd,

That should have died when Claudio lost his head j
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As like almost to Claudio, as himself.

(Umnuffles Claudio.)

Duke. If he be like your brother, [To Isabella.)

for his sake
Is he pardon'd ; and, for your lovely sake,

Give me your hand, and say you will be mine,

He is uiy brother too : but fitter time for that.

By this, lord Angelo perceives he's safe
;

Methinks, I see a quickening in his eye :

—

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well

:

Look that you love your wife ; her worth, worth
I find an apt remission in myself

:

[yours.

—

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon :

—

You, sirrah, (To Lucio.) that knew me for a fool,

a coward.
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman ;

Wherein have 1 so deserv'd of you.
That you extol me thus?

Lucio. 'Faith my lord, I spoke it but according
to the trick : if you will hang me for it, you may,
but I had rather it would please you, I might be
whipp'd.
Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after.

—

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city
;

If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow,

(As I have heard him swear himself, there's one
Whom he begot with child,) let hei- appear.
And he shall marry her ; the nuptial finish'd.

Let him be whipp'd and hang-'d.

Lucio. I beseech yonr highness, do not marry me
to a whore ! Your highness said even now, I made
you a duke

; good my lord, do not recompense me
in making me a cuckold.
Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shall marry her.

Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal
Remit thy other forfeits ;—Take him to prison:
And see our pleasure herein executed.

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to
death, whipping, and hanging.
Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it

—

She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore.

—

Joy to you, Mariana !—love her, Angelo
;

I have confess'd her, and I know her virtue.

—

Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness
There's more behind, that is more gratulate.
Thanks, provost, for thy care, and secrecy

;We shall employ thee in a worthier place :-

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's

;

The oti'ence pardons itself.—Dear Isabel,

I have a motion nmch imports your good :

Whereto, if you'll a wiiliug ear incline.

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine :

—

So, bring us to our palace ; where we'll show
What's yet behind, that's meet you all should know.

[Exeunt.



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
This play may be justly said to contain two of the most sprightly characters that Shakspeare ever drew. The wit,

the humourist, the gentleman, and the soldier, are combined in Benedick. It is to be lamented, indeed, that the
first and most splendid of these distinctions, is disgraced by unnecessary profaneness ; for the goodness of his heart
is hardly .suliicicnt to atone for the license of his tongue. The too sarcastic levity, which flashes out in the conver-
sation of Beatrice, may be excused on account of the steadiness and friendship so apparent in her behaviour, when
.ihe urges her lover to risk his life by a challenge to Claudio. In the conduct of the fable, however, there is an
imperfection similar to that which Dr. Johnson has pointed out in T/ie Merry Wives of Windsor,—the second con-
trivance is less ingenious than the first:—or, to speak more plainly, the same incident is become stale by repetition.

I wish some other method had been found to entrap Beatrice, than that very one which before had been success-
fully practised on Benedick. Much Ado About Nothing (as I understand from one of Mr. Vert ue 's MSS.) formerly
passed under the title of Benedick and Beatruc. Heming the player received, on the 20th of May, 1613, the sum of

forty pounds, and twenty pounds more as his majesty's gratuity, for exliibiting six plays .it Hampton Court, among
which was this comedy. Steevens.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

DON PEDRO, PW«c« of Arraqon.
DON JOHN, his bastard Brother.
CLAUDIO, a young Lord of Florence, favourite to

Don Pedro.
BENEDICK, a yotma Lord of Padua, favourite likewise

of Don Pedro.
I.EONATO, Governor of Messina.
ANTONIO, his Brother.
}S'VLTHAZAR. Servant to Don Pedro.

COnASe*' } Pollo^ers of Don John.

SCENE,-
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HERO, Daughter to Leonato.
BEATRICE, Niece to Leonato.

URSULA^
^^'

} Gentlewomen attending on Hero.

Messengers, Watch, arid Attendants.

Messina.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Before Lsonato's House.

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, ivith

a Messenger.

Leon. I leam in this letter, that Don Pedro of

Arragon comes this night to Messina.

Mess. He is \ ery near by this ; he was not three

leagues off, when I left him.

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this

action ?

Mess. But few ofany sort, and none of name.

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever

brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young Flo-

rentine, called Claudio.

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally

remembered by Don Pedro : he hath borne himself

beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure

of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed,

better bettered expectation, than you must expect

of me to tell you how.
Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be

very much glad of it.

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and
there appears much joy in him ; even so much, that

joy could not show itself modest enough without a

badge of bitterness.

Leon. Did he break out into tears ?

Mess. In great measure.

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : there are

no faces truer than those that are so washed. How
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at

weeping?
Beat. I pray yon, is signior ftlontanto returned

from the wars, or no ?

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there was
none such in the army of any sort.

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ?

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of

Padua. [he was.

Mess. O, he is returned ; and as pleasant as ever

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and
challenged Cupid at the flight; and my uncle's fool,

reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and
challen;;ed him at the bird-bolt.—I pray you, how
many hath he killed and eaten in these wars? Uiit

how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to

eat all of his killing.

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too

much ; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

31ess. He hath done good service, lady, in these

wars.
Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to

eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an
excellent stomach.

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ;—but what is

he to a lord ?

Mess. A lord,to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed

with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a
stufl'ed man : but for the stuffing,—Well, we are

all mortal.

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece ; there

is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick and
her : they never meet, but there is a skirmish of wit

between them.

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our las

conflict four of his five wits went halting off, anc
now is the old man governed with one : so that if

he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him
bear it for a dift'erence between himself and his

horse : for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be

known a reasonable creature.—Who is his compa-
panion now? He hath every month a newswoin
brother.

Mess. Is it possible ?

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith but

as the fashion of his liat, it ever changes with the

next block. [books.

Mess, f see, lady, the gentleman is not in your
Beat. No : an he were, I would burn my study.

But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no
young squarer now, that will make a voyage with
him to the devil ?

Mess. He is most in the company of the right

noble Claudio.

Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a
disease: he is sooner caught than the pestilence*

and the taker runs presently mad. God help the

noble Claudio! if he have caught the Benedick, it

Vfill cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured.

Mess. I will hold friends with j»au, lady.

Beat. Do, good friend.

Leon. You will never run mad, niece.

Beat. No, not till a hot January. m
Mess. Don Pedro is approached. "• •
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Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar and
others, Don John, Claudio, and Benedick.

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are corae

to meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to

avoid cost, and you eucounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to ray house in the

likeness of your grace: for trouble being gone, com-
fort should remain ; but, #hen you depart from me,
sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave.

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too wil-

lingly.—I think, this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so.

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ?

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a

child.

D. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we may
gness by this what you are, being a man. Truly,

the lady fathers herself:—Be happy, lady ! for you
are like an honourable father.

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina,

as like him as slie is.

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, si-

gnior Benedick ; nobody marks you.

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet
living ?

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick ?

Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you corae

in her presence.

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat:—But it is

certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted :

and I would I could find in my heart, that I had not
a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none.

Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they would
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I

thank God, and my cold blood, lam of your humour
for that; I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow,
than a man swear he loves me.

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind I

so some gentleman or other shall 'scape a predesti-

nate scratched lace.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an
'twere such a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast

of vours.

iBene. I would, my horse had the speed of your
tongue ; and so good a continuer : but keep your
way o' God's name ; I have done.

Beat. Yo\i always end with a jade's trick ; I know
you of old.

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonato,

—

signior Claudio, and signior Benedick,—my dear
friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him, we
shall stay here at the least a month ; and he heartily

prays some occasion may detain us longer : I dare
swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart.

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be
forsworn.—Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being
reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all

duty.

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words,
but I thank yon.

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ?

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go to-

gether. [Exeunt all hut Benedich and Claudio.

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter
of signior Leonato ?

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her.

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ?

Bene. Do you question me as an honest man
should do, for my simple true judgment ; or would
you have me speak after my custom, as being a
professed tyrant to their sex ?

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment.
Bene. Why, i'faith, methinks she is too low for

a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too
little for a great praise : only this commendation I

can aiTord her ; that were she other than she is, she
were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is,

I do not like her.

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport ; I pray thee,

tell me truly how thou likest her. [her?
Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after

Claud. Can the world btry such a jewel ?

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the flout-

ing Jack; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder and
Vulcan a rare carpenter? Come, in what key shall

a man take you, to go in the song?
Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that

ever I looked on.

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see

no such matter : there's her cousin, an she were
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in

beauty, as the first of May doth the last of Decem-
ber. But I hope you have no intent to turn hus-

band ; have you ?

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. Is it come to this, i'faith ? Hath not tlie

world one man, but he will wear his cap with sus-

picion? Shnll I never see a bachelor of threescore

again? Go to, i'faith : an thou wilt needs thrust tliv

neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh

away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to

seek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that

you followed not to Leonato's? [to tell.

Bene. I would, your grace would conKtrain me
D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bene. You hear. Count Claudio : I can be secret

as a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on

my allegiance,—mark you this, on my allegiance :

—he is in love. With who?— now that is your

grace's part.—Mark, how short his answer is :

—

with Hero, Leonato's short daughter.

Claud. If thiswere so, so were it uttered.

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: "it is not so,

nor 'twas not so; but, indeed, God forbid it should

be so."

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God
forbid it should be othervvise.

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is

very well worthy.

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord.

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought.

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord,

I spoke mine.

Claud. That T love her, I feel.

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know.

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be

loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is tlie

opinion that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will die

in it at the stake.

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in

the despite of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but

in the force of his will.

Be7ie. That a woman conceived me, I thank her

;

that she brought me up, I likewise give her most

humble thanks: but that I will have a recheat

winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an

invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me :

because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust

any, I will do myself the right to trust none ; and the

fine is (for the which I may go the finer), I will live

a bachelor. ("ith love.

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale

Be77e. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger,

my lord ; not with love : prove, that ever I lose more

blood with love, than I will get a^iin with drinking,

pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and

hang me up at the door of a brothel-house, for the

sign of blind Cupid.
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D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this

faith, then wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene. If I do, han" me in a bottle like a cat, and

shoot at me : and he that hits me, let him be clapped

on the shoulder, and called Adam.
D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try :

In time the savage hull doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the sen-

sible Benedick bear it, pluck off" the bull's horns,

and set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely

painted; and in such great letters as they write.

Here is good horse to hire, let them signify under

my sign,

—

here you tnay see Benedick the married
man.

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would'st

be horn-mad.
D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his

(]uiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then.

D. Pedro. Well, you will teuiporize with the

hours. In the mean time, good siguior Benedick,

repair to Leonato's ; commend me to him, and tell

hira, I will not fail him at supper; for, indeed, he

hath made great preparation.

Bene. 1 have almost matter enough iume for such

an embassage ; and so I commit you

—

Claud. 1 o the tuition of God : from my house,

(iflhadit)— [Benedick.

D. Pedro. The sixth ofJuly : your loving friend,

Bene. Naj', mock not, mock not : the body of

your discourse is some time guarded with fragments,

and the guards are but slightly basted on neither

:

ere you float old ends aiiy further, examine your
conscience ; and so I leave you. [Exit.

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me
good. [how,

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it but

And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn

Any hard lesson that may do thee good.

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord?

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir

:

Dost thou affect her, Claudio ?

Claud. O, my lord,

When you went onward on this ended action,

I loot'd upon her with a soldier's eye.

That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love :

But cow I am return'd, and that war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging soft and delicate desires,

All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saying, 1 lik'd her ere I went to wars.

b. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently.

And tire the hearer with a book of words

:

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it;

And I will break with her, and with her father.

And thou .shalt have her : Was't not to this end,

That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ?

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love,

That know love's grief by his complexion !

But lest my liking might too sudden seem,

I would have salv'd it vnih a longer treatise.

J). Pedro. What need the bridge much broader

than the flood ?

The fairest grant is the necessity :

Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, then lov'st

;

And I will fit thee with the remedy.

I know, we shall have revelling to-night

;

I will assume thy part in some disguise,

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio
;

And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart.

And take her hearing prisoner with the force

And strong encounter of my araarous tale :

Then, after, to her father will I break ;

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine :

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Leonnto's House.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.
Leon. How now, brother? Where is my cousin,

your son '' Hath he provided this music :*

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I can
tell you strange news that you yet dreamed not of.

Leon. Are tliey good ?

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they have a
good cover, they shew well outward. The prince
and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley
in my orchard, were thus much overheard by a man
of mine : the prince discovered to Claudio, that he
loved my niece your daughter, and meant to ac-
knowledge it this night in a dance ; and, if he foiind

her accordant, he meant to take the present time by
the top, and instantly break with you of it.

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ?

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send for him,
and question him yourself.

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till it

appear itself:—but I will acquaint my daughter
withal, that she may be the better prepared for an
answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and
tell her of it. {Several persons cross the stage.)

Cousins, you know what you have to do.—O, I cry
you mercy, friend

;
you go with me, and I will use

your skill :—good cousins, have a care this busy
time. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don John and Conr.UJE.

Con, What the goujere, my lord ! why are you
tiius out of measure sad?
D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that

breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit.

Con. You should hear reason.

D. John. And, when I have heard it, what bless-

ing bringeth it ? [ferance.

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf-

D. John. I wonder, that thou, being (as thou
say'st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to

apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. 1

cannot hide what I am : I must be sad, when I have
cause, and smile at no man's jests ; eat when I have
stomach, and wait for no man's leisure ; sleep, when
I am drowsy, and tend to no man's business ; laugh,

when I am merry, and claw no man in his humour.
Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show

of this, till you may do it without controlment.

You have of late stood out against your brother,

and he hath ta'en you newly into his grace ; where
it is impossible you should take true root, but by
the fair weather that you make yourself : it is need-
ful that you frame the season for your own harvest.

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge,
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood

to be disdain'd of all, than to fashion a carriage to

rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be said

to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied,

that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog ; therefore 1

have decreed not to sing in my cage : if I had my
mouth, I would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would
do my liking : in the mean time, let me be that I

am, and seek not to alter me.
Con. Can . ou make no use of your discontent ?

D. John. \ make all use of it, for I use it only

—Who comes here ? What news, Borachio ?

Enter BoRAcrao.

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; the

prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo-
nato ; and I can give you intelligence of an intended

marriage.

V. John. Will it serve for any model to build

mischief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths

himself to unquietness ?

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand.

D. John. Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ?

Bora. Even he.

D. John. A proper squire ! and who, and who ?

which way looks he ? [Leonato.

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of

D. John. A very forward March chick ! How
came yon to this ?



Act II. Scene I. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and
Ciaiidio, hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipt

me behind the arras ; and there heard it a^?ed
upon, that the prince should woo Hero for himself,

and having obtained her, give her to count Claudio.

J). John. Come, come, let ns thither ; this may
prove food to my displeasure : that young start-np

iiath all the glorj' of my overthrow ; if I can cross

him any way, I bless myself every way : j-ou are

both sure, and will assist me ?

. Con. To the death, ray lord.

D. John. Let ns to the great supper ; their cheer
is the greater, that 1 am subdued : 'would the cook
were of my mind !—Shall we go prove what's to be

done "?

Bora. We'll wait npon your lordship. lExeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in Leonnto's House.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Kero, Beatrice, and
others.

Leon. Was not count John here at supper ?

Ant. I saw him not.

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I never

can see him, but I am heart-burned an hour after.

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition.

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made
jnst in the mid-way between him and Benedick :

tlie one is too like an image, and says nothing ; and
the other, too like my lady's eldest son, evermore
tattling.

Leon. Then half siguior Benedick's tongue in

^ count John's mouth, and half count John's melan-

choly in signior Benedick's face,

—

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle,

and money enough in his purse, such a man would
win any woman in the world,—^if he could get her

good will.

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee

a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue.

Ant. In faith she is too curst.

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall les-

.sen God's sending that way : for it is said, God
sends a cnrst coiv short horns ; but to a cow too

curst he sends none. [no horns;

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you

Beat. Just, if be send me no husband ; for the

which blessing, I am at liim npon my knees every

morning and evening • Lord ! I could not endure a

husband with a beard on his face ; I had rather lie

in the woollen. [no beard.

Leon. You may light upon a husband that hath

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him in

my appau-el, and make him my waiting gentlewo-

man ? He that hath a beard is more than a youth

;

and he that hath no beard, is less than a man : and
he that is more than a youth, is not for me ; and he

that is less than a man, I am not for him : there-

fore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the

bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell.

Leon. Well then, go you into hell ?

Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the

devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on

his head, and say, Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get

you to heaven : here's no place for you maids : so

deliver I np my apes, and away to Saint Peter for

the heavens : he shews me where the bachelors sit,

and there live we as merry as the day is long.

Ant. Well, niece {to Hero.) I trust, you will be
ruled by your father.

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make
courtesy, and say. Father, as it please you:—but
yet for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fel-

low, or else make another courtesy, and say. Father,
as it please me.

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day
fitted with a husband.

Beat. Not till God make men ofsome other metal

than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be
over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust ? to make
an account of her life to a clod of wayward marl ?

No, uncle, I'll none : Adam's sons are my brethren ;

and truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred.
Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you : if

the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know
your answer.

Beat. The fault will be in the music, coosin, if

you be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be
too important, tell him, there is measure in every
thing, and so dance out the answer. For hear me.
Hero ; wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first

suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then comes
repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into tiie

cinque-pace faster and faster, till he sink into his

grave.

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly.
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church

by day-light.

Leon. The revellers are entering ; brother, make
good room.

,

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal-
TiL\zAR ; Don John, Borachio, 3L\rg.aket,

Ursula, and others, masked.

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with yonr
friend? * '

Hero. So yon walk soflly, and look sweetly, and
say nothing, I am yours lor the walk ; and, espe-
cially, when I walk away.
D. Pedro. With me in your company?
Hero. I may say so, when I please.

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ?

Hero. When I like yonr favour ; for God defend,
the lute should be like the case I

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within
the house is Jove.

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd.

D. Pedro. Speak low, if yoa speak love.

( Takes her aside.)

Bene. Well, I would you did like me.
Mart/. So would not I, tor your own sake ; for I

have maov ill qualities.

Bene. Which is one^
Marg. I say my prayers aloud. [Amen.
Bene. I love yeu the better ; the hearers may cry,

Marg. God match me with a good dancer

!

Balth. Amen.
Marg. And God keep hira out of my sight, when

the dance is done !—Answer, clerk.

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answered.
Urs. I know yon well enough ; you are sigaior

Antonio.
Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head.

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urs. Yon could never do him so ill-well, unless

you were the very man : here's his dry hand up
and down

;
you are he, you are he.

Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know
yon by yonr excellent wit? Can virtue hide itself?

Go to, mum, you are he : graces will appear, and
there's an end.

Beat. Will yon not tell me who told you so ?

Bene. No, you shall pardon me.
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who yoa are?

Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I was disdainful,—and that I had my

good wit out of the Hundred merry Tales;—Well,
this was signior Benedick that said so.

Bene. What's he ?

Beat. I am sure, you know him well enough.

Bene. Not I, believe me.

Beat. Did he never make yon laugh ?

Bene. I pray yon, what is he 1
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Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very c

ol • only his eiit is in devising impossible slande

lery dull

fool • only hisgiit is in devising impossible slanders

:

none' but libertines delight in him ; and the com-

mendation is not in his wit, but in his villany ; ibr

he both pleaseth men and angers them, and then

they laugli at him, and beat him : I am sure he is

in the fleet : I would he had boarded me.

Berie. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him

what you say.

Beat. Do, do : he'll but break a comparison or

two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or

not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy : and

then there's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool

will eat no supper that night. {Music within.) We
must follow the leaders.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

tliem at the next turning. [Dance.)

lExeunt all but Don John, Borachio, and Claudio.

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero,

and hath withdrawn her father to break with him

about it : the ladies follow her, and but one visor

remains. '^ [bearing.

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his

D. John. Are not you signior Benedick ?

Claud. You know me well ; I am he.

D. John. Signior, you are very near ray brother

in his love : he is enamour'd on Hero ; 1 pray you,

dissuade him from her, she is no equal for his birth :

you may do the pa^rt of an honest man in it.

Claud. How know you he loves her ?

D. John. I heard him swear his affection.

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would
marry her to-night.

D. John. Come, let us to the banquei
[Exeunt Don John and Borachio.

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick,

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.

—

'Tis certain so ;—the prince wooes for himself.

Friendship is constant in all other things,

Save in the office and affairs of love :

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues
;

Let every eye negotiate for itself,

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch.

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof.

Which I mistrusted not : farewell, therefore. Hero I

Re-enter Benedick.

Bene. Count Claudio ?

Claud. Vea, the same.

Bene. Come, will you go with me ?

Claud. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own

business, count. What fashion will you wear the

garland of? About your neck, like an usurer'.s chain?

or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf:" You
must wear it one way, for the prince hath got your

Hero.

Claud. I wish him joy of her.

Bene. Why, that's spoken like an honest drover
;

so they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince

would have served you thus :*

Claud. I pray you, leave me.
Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man

;

'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat

the post.

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [Exit.

Bene. Alas! poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should

know me, and not know me ! The prince's fool !

—

Ha! it may be, I go under that title, because I am
merry.—Yea; but so: I am apt to do myself

wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the

bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the vyorid

into her person, and so gives me out. Well, I'll be

revenged as I may.
Re-enter Don Pedro, Hero, and Leonato.
D. Pedro. Now, signior, where's the count?

Did you see him ?

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told

him true, that your grace had got the good will ot

tliis young lady ;
and I offered him my company to

a willow tree, either to make him a garland, as being
forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy
to be whipped.
D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What's his fault?

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy

;

who, being overjoy'd with finding a bird's nest,

sliews it his companion, and he steals it.

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ?

The transgression is in the .stealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland
lie might have worn himself; and the rod he might
lia\e bestow'd on you, who, as I take it, have stol'n

his bird's nest.

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and
restore them to the owner.

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my
faith, you say honestly.

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to

you ; the gentleman, that danced with her, told

her she is much wronged by you.

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of
a block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it,

would have answer'd her ; my very visor began to

assume life, and scold with her : she told me, not

thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince's

jester ; that I was duller than a great thaw ; huddling
jest upon jest, with such impossible conveyance,
upon me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with a
whole army shooting at me : .she speaks poniards,

and every word stabs : if her breath were as terrible

as her terminations, there were no living near her,

she would infect to the north star. I would not

marry her, though she were endowed with all that

Adam had left him before he transgressed : she
would have made Hercules have turned spit ; yea,

and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come,
talk not of her

;
you shall find her the infernal Ate in

good apparel. I would to God, some .scholar would
conjure her ; for, certainly, while she is here, a man
may live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary ; and
people sin upon purpose, because they would go
thitlier ; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and per-

turbation follow her.

Re-enter Claudio and Beatrice.

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes.
Bene. Will your grace command me any service

to the world's end? I will go on the slightest errand
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send
me on ; I will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the

farthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length of Prester

John's foot ; fetch you a hair off the great Cham's
beard ; do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather

than hold three words' conference with this harpy

:

you have no employment for me ?

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company.
Bene. O God, sir, here's a dish I love not; 1 can-

not endure my lady Tongue. [Exit.

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come
; you have lost the

heart of .signior Benedick.
Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and

I gave him use ibr it, a double heart for his single

one : marry, once before, he won it of me with false

dice, therefore your grace may well say, I have lost it.

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you
have put him down.

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord,

lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek.

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are

Claiid. Not sad, my lord. [you sad?
D. Pedro. How then? Sick?
Claud. Neither, my lord.

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor
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merry, nor well : but civil, count ; civil as an orange,

and something- of that jealous complexion.

D. Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be

true ; though, I'll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is

false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name,
and fair Hero is won ; I have broke with her father,

and his good will obtained : name the day of mar-
riage, and God give thee joy I

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and wth
her my fortunes ; his grace hath made the match, and
all grace say Amen to it

!

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your due.

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I

were but little happy, if I could say how much.

—

Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange.

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop his

mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither.

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart.

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps
on the windy side of care : my cousin tells him in

his ear, that he is in her heart.

Claud. And so she doth, cousin.

Beat. Good lord, for alliance I—Thns goes every
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; I may
sit in a comer, and cry, heigh-ho ! for a husband.

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one.

Beat. 1 would rather have one of your father's

getting : hath your grace ne'er a brother like you ?

Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could
come by them.
D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ?

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another
for working-days : your grace is too costly to wear
every day ;—But, I beseech your grace, pardon me

;

I was bom to speak all mirth, and no matter.

D. Pedro. Your silence most otTends me, and to

be merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, you
were bom in a merry hour.

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'd ; but

then there was a star danced, and under that was I

bora.—Cousins, God give you joy !

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told

yon of?
Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your grace's

pardon. [Exit Beatrice.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady.

Leon. There's little of the melancholy element in

her, ray lord : she is never sad, but when she sleeps

;

and not ever sad then ; for I have heard my daughter

say, she hath often dreamed of unhappiness, and
waked herself with laughing. [band.

J). Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a hus-

Leo?i. O, by no means ; she mocks all her wooers
out of suit. [dick.

D. Pedro. She were au excellent wife for Bene-
Leon. O lord, my lord, if they were but a week

married, they would talk themselves mad.
D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go

to church ?

Claud. To-morrow, my lord : time goes on crutches,

till love have all his rites.

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is

hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, to

have all things answer my mind.
D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a

breathing ; but I warrant thee, Claudio, the time

shall not go dully by us ; I will, iii the interim

undertake one of Hercules' labours ; which is, to

bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into a

mountain of affection, the one with the other. I

would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to

fashion it, if you three will but minister such assist-

ance as I shall give you direction.

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me
ten nights' watchings.

Claud. And I, my lord.

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ?
Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to

help my cousin to a good husband.

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest
husband that 1 know : thus far can I praise hira ; he
is of a noble strain, of approved valour, and con-
firmed honestv. I will teach you how to humour your
cousin, that she shall fall in love with Benedick :

—

and I, with your two helps, will so practise on Bene-
dick, that, in despite of his quick wit and his queasy
stomach, he shall fall in love with Beatrice. Ifwe
can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer ; his glory
shall be ours, for we are the only love-gods. Go in
with me, and I will tell you ray drift. \Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don John ant/ Borachio.
D. John. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry

the daughter of Leonato.
Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to

him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his affection,

ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross the
marriage ?

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly,
that no dishonesty shall appear in me.
D. John. Shew me briefly how.
Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since,

how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait-

ing-gentlewoman to Hero.
D. John. I remember.
Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the

night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber-
window, [this marriage ?

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper.
Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell

him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying
the reno\vned Claudio (whose estimation do you
mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a one
as Hero.
D. John. What proof shall I make of that?

Bora. Proof enough to misnse the prince, to vex
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : look you
for any other issue?

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour
any thing.

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that

yon know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal

both to the prince and Claudio, as—in love of your
brother's honour, who hath made this match ; and
his friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozened
with the semblance of a maid,—that you have dis-

covered thus. They will scarcely believe this with-

out trial : offer them instances ; which shall bear no

less likelihood, than to see me at her chamber-win-

dow; hear me call Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret

term me Borachio: and bring them to see this, the

very night before the intended wedding : for, in the

mean time, I will so fashion the matter, that Hero
shall be absent ; and there shall appear such seem-

ing truth of Hero's disloyalty, that jealousy shall be

call'd assurance, and all the preparation overthrown.

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can,

I will p 't it in practice : be cunning in the svorking

this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats.

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and my
cunning shall not shame me.

D. John. I will presently go leirn their day of

marriage. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Leonato's Garden.

Enter Benedick tind a Boy.

Bene. Boy,

—

Boy. Signior.
. . . •

Bene. In my chamber-wmdow lies a book ; bring

it hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already, sir

Bene. I know that; but I would have thee hence,

and here again. [Exit Boy.]—I do much wonder,

that one man seeing how much another man is a

G
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fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will,

after he hath laaghed at such shallow follies in others,

become the argument of his own scorn, by falling in

love : and such a man is Claudio. I have known,

when there was no music with him but the drum
and fife ; and now had he rather hear the tabor and

the pipe : I have known, when he would have walked
ten mile a-foot, to see a good armour ; and now will

he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a

new doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to

the purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and
now is he turn'd orthographer ; his words are a very

fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes.

May I be so converted, and see with these eyes ?

I cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be sworn, but

love may transform me to an oyster; but Fll take

my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he
shall never make me such a fool. One woman is

fair
;
yet I am well : another is wise

;
yet I am well

:

another virtuous
;
yet I am well : but till all graces

be in one woman, one woman shall not come in my
grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain ; wise, or I'll

none ; vutuous, or I'll never cheapen her ; fair, or

I'll never look on her; mild, or come not near me

;

noble, or not I for an angel ; of good discourse, an
excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what
colour it please God. Ha ! the prince and monsieur
Love ! I will hide me in the arbour.

{
Withdraws.)

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio.

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ?

Claud. Yea, my good lord :—How still the even-
ing is.

As hnsh'd on purpose to grace harmony

!

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid
himself?

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music ended.
We'll fit the kid lox with a penny-worth.

Enter Balthazar, with music.

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that song

again.

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice

To slander music any more than once.

D. Pedro. It IS the witness still ofexcellency.
To put a strange face on his own perfection :

—

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing

;

Since many a wooer does commence his suit

To her he thinks not worthy
;
yet he wooes

;

Yet will he swear, he loves.

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come :

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument.
Do it in notes.

Balth. Note this before my notes.

There's not a note of mine, that's worth the noting.

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets, that he
Rpeaks

;

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting

!

{Music.)
Bene. Now, Divine air! now is his soul ravished !

—Is it not strange, that sheeps' guts should hale
souls out of men's bodies?—Well, a horn for my
money, when all's done.

Balthazar sings.

I.

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more.
Men were deceivers ever ;

One foot in sea and one on shore ;

To one thing constant never

:

Then sigh not so.

But let them go.

And he you blithe and bonny ;

Converting all your sounds of woe
Into, Hey nonny, nonfiy.

II.

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo
0^dumps so dull and heavy

;

The fraud of men was ever so.

Since summerfirst was leavy.
Then sigh not so, §"e.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord.

D. Pedro. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well
enough ibr a shift.

Bene. (Aside.) An he had been a dog, that should'

have howled thus, they would have hanged him

;

and, I pray God, his bad voice bode no mischief !l

I had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what
plague could have come after it.

D. Pedro. Yea, marry [to Claudio) ;—Dost thou'

hear, Balthazar? I pray thee, get us some excel-
lent music ; for to-morrow night we would have it at

the lady Hero's chamber-window.
Balth. The best I can, my lord.

D.Pedro. Do so: farewell. [Exeunt Balthazar
and music.) Come hither, Leonato : what was it

you told me of to-day? that your niece Beatrice was
m love with signior Benedick ?

Claud. O, ay :—Stalk on, stalk on : the fowl sits.

[Aside to Pedro.) I did never think that lady would
have loved any man.
Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful,

that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom
she hath, in all outward behaviours, seemed ever to
abhor.

Bene. Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that corner?
[Aside.)

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to

think of it; but that she loves him with an enraged
affection,—it is past the infinite of thought.

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit.

Claud. 'Faith, like enough.
Leon. O God ! counterfeit ! There never was coun-

terfeit of passion came so near the life of passion, as
she discovers it. [she ?

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shews
Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fisn will bite.

[Aside.)
Leon. What efl'ects, my lord ! She will sit you,

—

You heard my daughter tell you how.
Claud. She did, indeed.
D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You amaze

me ; I would have thought her spirit had been invin-

cible against all assaults of affection.

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe-
cially against Benedick.
Bene. [Aside.) I should think this a gull, but that

the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot,
sure, hide itself in such reverence.

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up.

[Aside.)
D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to

Benedick? [torment.
Leo7i. No; and swears she never will : that's her
Claud. 'Tistrue, indeed; so your daughter says :

Shall I, says she, that have so oft encountered him
ivith scorn, write to him that I love him ?

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to

write to him : for she'll be up twenty timi..s a night;
and there will she sit in her smock, till she have
writ a sheet of paper :—my daughter tell." us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re-

member a pretty jest vour daughter tolci us of.

Leon. O !—VVhen she had writ it, and was reading
it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between
the sheet?

—

Claud. That.

Leon. O ! she tore the letter into a thousand half-

pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so im-
modest to write to one that she knew would flout

her : / measure him, says she, by my own spirit ; for
I shouldfiout him, if he writ to me; yea, though
J love him, I should.

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls,

weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays,
curses :—O siveet Benedick ! Godgive mepatience!

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so

:

and the ecstacy hath so much overborne her, that

my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des-
perate outrage to herself; it is very true.
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D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of
it by some other, if she will not discover it.

Claud. To wliat end ? He would make but a
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse.
D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang

him : she's an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all

suspicion, she is virtuous.

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. ^

D. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick.
Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating

in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that

blood hath the victory. I am sorry for her, as I

have just cause, being her uncle and her guardian.

D. Pedro. 1 would she had bestowed this dotage
on me ;' I would have daffd all other respects, and
made her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick of
it, and hear what he will say.

Leon. Were it good, think you?
Claud. Hero thinks surely she ?rill die; for she

says, she will die, if he love her not ; and she •will

die, ere she makes her love known ; and she will die
if he woo her, rather than she will 'bate one breath of
her accustomed crossness.
D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make

tender of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it

:

for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible
Claud. He is a very proper man. [spirit.

O. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward hap-
piness. •

Claud. 'Fore God, and in my mind very wise.
D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, shew some sparks

that are like wit.

Leon. And I take him to be valiant.

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the
managing of quarrels you may see he is wise ; for

either he avoids them with great discretion, or un-
dertakes them with a most Christian-like fear.

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep
peace ; ifhe break the peace, he ought to enter into

a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him, by some
large jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for your
niece : shall we go see Benedick, and tell him ofher
love ?

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; let her wear it

out with good counsel.

Leon. Nay, that's impossible : she may wear her
heart out first.

D. Pedro. Well, we'll hear further of it by your
daughter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick
well : and I could wish he would modestly examine
himself, to See how much he is unworthy so good a
lady.

Leon. My lord, will j'ou walk? dinner is ready.
Claud. If he do not doat on her upon this, I will

never trust my expectation. (Aside.)
D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for

her; and that must your daughter and her gentle-

woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold

one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such

matter ; that's the scene that I would see, which will

be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to call

him in to dinner. {Aside.)

{Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudia, and Leonato.

Benedick advancesfrom the arbour.

Bene. This can be no trick : the ccnference was
sadly borne.—They have the truth of this from Hero.
They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her affections

have their full bent. Love me ! why, it must be re-

quited. I hear how I am censured : they say, I will

bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love come
from her ; they say too, that she will rather die than
give any sign of affection.—I did never think to

marry :—I must not seem proud :—Happy are they,
that hear their detractions, and can put them to

mending. They say, tlie lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I

can bear them witness : and virtuous ;—'tis so, I

cannot reprove it : and wise, but for lovmg me :

—

By my troth, it is no addition to her wit;—nor no
great argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in

love with her.—I may chance have some odd quirks
and remnants of wit broken on me, because 1 have
railed so long against marriage : but doth not the
appetite alter? A man loves the meat in his youth,
that he cannot endure in his age : shall quips, and
sentences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe
a man from the career of his humour? No : the world
must be peopled. When I said, I would die a ba-
chelor, I did not think I should live till I were
married.—Here comes Beatrice : by this day, she's
a fair lady : I do spy some marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come
in to dinner.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful,

I would not have come.
Bene. Yoa take pleasure in the message ?

, Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon
a knife's point, and choke a daw withal :—You have
no stomach, signior ; fare you well. {Exit.
Bene. Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bidyou

come to dinner—there's a double meaning in that. /
took no more painsfor those thanks, than you took
pains to thank me—that's as much as to say, Any
pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks :—If f
do not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love

her, I am a Jew : I will go get her picture. [Exit.

ACT III.

ScEVE I.

—

Leonato's Garden.

Enter Hero, Marg.\ret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour;
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice
Proposing with the Prince and Claudio :

Wmsper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us

;

And bid her steal into the pleached bower.
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun.

Forbid the sun to enter ;—like favourites.

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride
Against that power that bred it :—there will sne hide
To listen our purpose : this is thy office

;

[her.

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre-

sently. [Exit.

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come.
As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our talk mast only be of Benedick :

When I do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit :

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice : of this matter

Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made,
That only wounds by hearsaj'. Now begin

;

Enter BE.4.TRICE, behind.

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs

Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish

Cut with her golden oars the silver stream.

And greedily devour the treacherous bait

:

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture :

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose

nothing

Of the false sweet bait, that we lay for it.

{They advance to the bower)
'No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful

;

I know, her spirits are as coy and wild

As haggards of the rock.

I7rs But are you sare,

C*
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That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? [lord.

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam?
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it

:

But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick,

To wisij him \\Testle with affection.

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

IJrs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman

Deserve as lull, as fortunate a bed.

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon?

Hero. O God of love ! I know, he doth deserve

As much as may be yielded to a man

:

But nature never fram'd a woman's heart

Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice :

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes.

Misprising what they look on; and her wit

Values itself so highly, that to her

All matter else seems weak : she cannot love.

Nor take no shape nor project of affection, '

She is so self-endeared.

Urs. Sure, I think so

;

And therefore, certainly, it were not good,

She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw man,

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd,

But she would spell him backward : if fair-faced.

She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister;

If black, why nature, drawing of an antic.

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed

;

If low, an agate very vilely cut:

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds
;

If silent, why a block, moved with none.

So turns she every man the wrong side cut;

And never gives to truth and virtue, that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable.

Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions.

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak.

She'd mock me into air ; O, she would faugh me
Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire.

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly :

It were a better death than die with mocks

;

Which is as bad as die with tickling.

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will .say.

Hero. No ; rather 1 will go to Benedick,

And counsel him to fight against his passion :

And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders

To stain ray cousin with : one doth not know.
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

Urs. O, do not do your cousm such a wrong.
She cannot be so much vrithout true judgment,
(Having so swift and excellent a wit.

As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse

So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. i

Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio.
_

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam.
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick,

For shape, for bearing, argument and valour.

Goes foremost in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.

—

When are you married, madam ? [in

;

Hero. Why, every day ;—to morrow : come, go

I'll shew thee some attires ; and have thy counsel.

Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow.

Urs. She's lim'd, I wai-rant you ; we have caught

her, madam.
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps :

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula.

Beatrice advances.

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ?

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much?
Contempt, farewell ! and, maiden pride, adieu

!

No glory lives behind the back of such.
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee;

Taming ray wild heart to thy loving hand

;

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee
To bind our loves up in a holy band :

For others say, thou uost deserve ; and I

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and
• Leonato.

D. Pedro. I do but stay, till your marriage be
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon.

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll

vouchsafe me.
D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in

the new gloss of your marriage, as to shew a child

his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I vrill only

be bold with Benedick for his company; for, from

the cro^vn of his head to the sole of his foot, he is

all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-
string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him

:

he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue is

the clapper; for what his heart thinks, his tongue

speaks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leon. So say I ; methinks, you are sadder.

Claud. I hope, he be in love.

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no true drop
of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love : if he
be sad, he wants money. .

Bene. I have the tooth-ach.

D. Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hang it. i [wards.

Claud. You iiiust hang it tirst, and draw it after-

D. Pedro. What ! sigh for the tooth-ach ?

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm ?

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but he

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. [that has it.

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in

him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange dis-

guises ; as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman
to-morrow; or in the shape of two countries at once,

as, a German frora the waist downward, all slops

;

and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet

:

unless he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears
he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you would have
it appear he is.

Claud. If he be not in love vrith some woman,
there is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat
o'mornings ; what should that bode ?

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen hira at the barber's ?

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen
with him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath
already staffed tennis-balls.

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by
the loss of a beard.

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : can
you smell him out by that?

Claud. That's as much as to say, the sweet
youth's in love. [choly.

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan-
Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ?
D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint hiraself ? for the which,

I hear what they say of nim.

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops.
D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him:

conclude, conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but 1 know who loves him.
D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant,

one that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite
of all, dies for him. [wards.
D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face up-
Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach.

—

Old signior, walk aside with me; I have studied
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which
these hobby-horses must not hear.

[Exeunt Benedick and Leonato.
D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about

Beatrice.
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Claud. 'Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have by
this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the

two Dears will not bite one another, when they meet.

"Enter Bon ioaa.

Don John. My lord and brother, God save you.

D. Pedro. Good den, brother.

D. John. If your leisure served, I would speak

D. Pedro. In private ? [with you.

D. John. If it please you :—yet count Claudio may
hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him.

D. Pe^^ro. What's the matter?
D. John. Means your lordship to be married to-

morrow? [To Claudio.)

D. Pedro. You know, he does.

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what
I know. [discover it.

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you,

D. John. You may think, I love you not ; let that

appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now
will manifest : for my brother, I think, he holds you
well; and in dearness of heart hath holp to efiect

your ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill spent, and
labour ill bestowed

!

D. Pedro. Why, what's the matter ?

D. John. I came hither to tell you : and, circum-
stances shortened (for she hath been too long a talk-

ing of), the lady is disloyal.

Claud. Who? Hero?
D. John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero,

every man's Hero.
Claud. Disloyal?

D. John. The word is too good to paint out her
wickedness ; I could say, she were worse ; think you
of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder
not, till further warrant : go but with me to-night,

you shall see her chamber-vrindow entered ; even the

night before her wedding-day: if you love her then,

to-morrow wed her; but it would better fit your
honour to change your mind.

Claud. May this be so ?

D. Pedro. I will not think it.

D. John. If you dare not trust that you see, con-
fess not that you know : if you will follow me, I will

ehew you enough ; and, when you have seen more,
and heard more, proceed accordingly.

Claud. If I see any thing to-nieht why I should
not marry her to-morrow ; in the congregation, where
I should wed, there will I shame her.

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her,

I will join with thee to disgrace her.

D. John. I will disparage her no farther, till yon
are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight,
and let the issue shew itself.

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned !

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting

!

D. John. O plague right well prevented !

So will you say, when you have seen the sequel.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch.
Dogb. Are you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should

puffer salvation, body and soul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for

them, if they should have any allegiance in them,
being chosen for the prince's watch.

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour
Dogberry. [man to be constable?

Dogb. First, who think you the most desartless

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal

;

for they can write and read.

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God hath
blessed you with a good name : to be a well-favoured
man is the gift of fortune ; but to write and read
comes by nature.

2 Watch. Both which, master constable,
Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your answer.

Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God thanks,

and make no boast of it ; and for your writing and
reading, let that appear when there is no need of

such vanity. You are thought here to be the most
senseless and fit man for the constable of the watch

;

therefore bear you the lantern : this is your charge ;

you shall comprehend all vagrom men
; you are to

bid any man stand, in the prince's name.
3 Watch. How if he will not stand ?

Dogb. Why, then, take no note of him, but let

him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch
together, and thank God you are rid of a knave.

Verg. If he will not stand when he b bidden, he
is none of the prince's subjects.

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none
but the prince's subjects :—You shall also make no
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble and
talk, is most tolerable and not to be endured.
2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk; we

know what belongs to a watch.
Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most

quiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should
offend : only have a care that your bills be not stolen

:

—^Well, you are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid

those that are drunk get them to bed.

2 Watch. How if they will not ?

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are

sober ; if they make you not then the better answer,

you may say, they are not the men you took them for.

2 Watch. Well, sir.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him,

by virtue of your office, to be no true man : and, for

such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with

them, why, the more is for your honesty.

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we
not lay hands on him ?

Dogb. Truly, by your oflSce, you may ; but, I think,

they that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peace-

able way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let

him shew himself what he is, and steal out of your

company. [partner.

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man,

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will-,

much more a man, who hath any honesty in him.

Verg. If yon hear a child cry in the night, you

must call to the nurse, and bid her still it.

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will

not hear us ?

Dogb Why then, depart in peace, and let the

child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will

not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer a

calf when it bleats.

Verg. 'Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. Yon, con-

stable, are to present the prince's own person ;
if you

meet the prince in the night, you may stay him.

Verg. Nay, by'r lady, that, I think, he cannot.

Dogb. Five shillings to one on't, with any man

that knows the statues, he may stay him : marry,

not without the prince be wilhng : for, indeed the

watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an oflence

to stay a man against his will- '

Vera. By'r lady, I think, it be so.
^ . ,

,

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good-night

:

an there be any matter of weight chances, call up,

me : keep your fellows' counsels and your own, and

good-night.—Come, neighbour.

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear onr charge

:

let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and

then all to bed.
, , . ,

,

t

Doqb. One word more, honest neighbours
:

J pray

you, watch about signior Leonato's door
;

for the

wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil

to-night : adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you.

{Exeunt Dogberry and Verges.

Enter Borachio and Conr.^DB,

Bora. What: Conrade,—
, , . , ,

Watch. Peace, stir not. [Aside.)

Bora. Conrade, I say !

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.
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Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought,

there would a scab follow.

Con. J will owe thee an answer for that ; and now
forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent-

house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true

drunkard, utter all to thee. [close.

Watch. (Aside.) Some treason, masters
;
yet stand

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don
John a thousand ducats.

_ _
[dear ?

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be so

Bora. Thou should'st rather ask, if it were possible

any villainy should be so rich : for when rich villains

have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what
Con. I wonder at it. [price they will.

Bora. That shews, thou art unconfirmed : thou

knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a

cloak, is nothing to a man.
Con. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean, the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the fool.

Butseest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion

is?

Watch. I know that Deformed ; he has been a
vile thief this seven year; he goes up and down like

a gentleman : I remember his name.
"Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ?

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house.

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed
thief this fashion is ? how giddily he turns about all

the hot bloods, between fourteen and five-and-thirty ?

sometime, fashioning them like Pharaoh's soldiers

in the reechy painting; sometime, like god Bel's
priests in the old church window ; sometime, like the

shavenHercules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry,

where his cod-piece seems as massy as his club ?

Co7i. All this I see; and see, that the fashion

wears out more apparel than the man : but art not

thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou
hast sliifted out of thy tale into telling me of the

fashion ?

Bora. Not so, neither : but know, that I have to-

night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentle-

woman, by the name of Hero ; she leans me out at

her mistress's chamber-window, bids me a thousand
times good-night.—I tell this tale vilely !—I should
first tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my
master, planted, and placed, and possessed by my
master, Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this

amiable encounter.
Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero ?

Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio
;

but the devil my master knew she was Margaret;
and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them,
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them,
but chiefly by my villainy, which did confirm any
slander that Don John had made, away went Claudio
enraged ; swore he would meet her, as he was ap-
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, be-
fore the whole congregation, shame her with what
he saw over-night, and send her home again without
a husband. [stand.

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's name,
2 Watch. Call up the right master Constable : we

have here recovered the most dangerous piece of
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth.

1 watch. And one Deformed is one of them ; I

know him, he wears a lock.

Con. Masters, masters.

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth,
I warrant you.

Con. Masters,^
1 Watch. Never speak; we charge you, let us

obey you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,
being taken up of these men's bills.

Con. A commodity in question, 1 warrant you.
Cooie, we'll obey you. lExei<nt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and
desire her to rise.

Urs. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. [Exit Ursula.
Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato were

better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.

Marg. By my troth, it's not so good ; and I warrant,

your cousin will say so.

Hero. IViy cousin's a fool, and thou art another

;

I'll wear none but this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if

the hair were a thought browner : and your gown's

a most rare fashion, i'faith. I saw the duchess of

Milan's gown, that they praise so.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say.

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in

respect of your's : cloth of gold, aud cuts, and laced

with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side-

sleeves, and skirts round, underborne with a blueish

tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excel-

lent fashion, yours is worth ten on't.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart

is exceeding heavy !
_

[man.

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of a

Hero. Fy upon thee ! art not ashamed ?

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ?

Is not marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not

your lord honourable without marriage? I think,

you would have me say, saving your reverence,— n
husband: an bad thinking do not wrest true speak-
ing, I'll offend nobody : Is there any harm in

—

the

heavier for a husband! None, I think, an if it be
the right husband, and the right wife ; otherwise 'tis

light, and not heavy : ask my lady Beatrice else,

here she comes.

Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. [tune ?

Hero. Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks.

Mitrg. Clap us into

—

Light o' love ; that goes
without a burden ; do you sing it, and I'll dance it.

Beat. Yea, Light o' love, wth your heels !

—

then, if yonr husband have stables enough, you'l' see

he shall lack no barns. [with my heels.

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn that

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time

you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill :

—hey ho

!

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ?

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.
Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there's

no more sailing by the star.

Beat. What means the fool, trow ?

Marg. Nothing I ; but God send every one their

heart's desire ! [an excellent perfume.
Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they are

Beat. I am stufled, cousin, I cannot smell.

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there's goodly catch-

ing of cold.

Beat. O, God help me ! God help me ! how long

have you profess'd apprehension ?

Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit

become me rarely ?

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it

in your cap.—By my troth, I am sick.

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only

thing for a qualm.
Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle.

Beat. Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have
some moral in this Benedictus.

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral
meaning; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may
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think, perchance, that I think you are in love : nay,

by"r lady, I am not such a fool to think what I list ;

nor I list not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I

cannot think, if I would think my heart out of
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in

love, or that you can be in love : yet Benedick was
such another, and now is he become a man: he
swore he would never marry ; and yet noWj in despite
of his heart, he eats his meat without grudging :

and how you may be converted, I know not; but me-
thinks, you look with your eyes as other women do.

Beat. What pace is this, that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg. Not a false gallop.

Re-ejiter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the count,

signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of
the town, are come to fetch you to church.

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg,
good Ursula. [Exeimt.

Scene V.

—

Another Room in Leonato's house.

Enter Leonato, tvith Dogberry and Verges.

Leon. What would you with me, honest neigh-

bour ?

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence
with you, that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, 'tis a busy
Dogb. Marry, this it is, sir. [time with me.
Verg. Yes, in ti utli it is, sir.

Leon. What is it, my good friends ?

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off

the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so
blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were ; but
in faith, honest, as the skin between his brov.s.

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any
man living, that is an old man, and no honester

than I. [bour Verges.

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh-

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we
are the poor duke's officers ; but truly, for mine own
part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in

my heart to bestow it all of your worship.

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha!

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more
than "tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your
worship, as of any man in the city ; and though I

be but a poor man, I am glad to Lear it.

Verg. And so am I.

Leon. I would fiin know what yon have to say.

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting
your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as

arrant knaves as any in Messina.

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking

;

as they say. When the age is in, the wit is out

;

God help us I it is a world to see !—Well said,

iTaith, neighbour Verges : — well, God's a good
man ; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride be-
hind :—An honest soul, iTaith, sir, by my troth he
is, as ever broke bread : but, God is to be worship-
ped : All men are not alike ; alas, good neighbour

!

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of
Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. [you.

Leon. I must leave you.

Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have in-

deed comprehended two auspicious persons, and
we would have them this morning examined before
your w^orship.

Leon. Take their examinadon yourself, and bring
it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may appear
Dogb. It shall be suffigance. [unto you.
Leon. Drink some wine ere yon go : fare you well.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your
daughter to her husband.
Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready.

[Exeunt Leonato and Messenger.
Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get yon to Francis

Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the

gaol : we are now to examination these men.
Verg. And we must do it wisely.
Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you

;

here's that {touching his forehead) shall drive some
of them to a non com : only get the learned writer
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at

the gaol. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—The Inside of a Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar,
Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, §-c.

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their
particular duties afterwards. [lady "?

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to mari-y this

Claud. No. [marry her.

Leon. To be married to her, friar
;
you come to

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to

Hero. I do. [this count?
Friar. If either of yon know any inward impedi-

njent why yon should not be conjoined, 1 charge
yon, on your souls, to utter it.

Claud. Know you any. Hero ?

Hero. None, my lord.

Friar. Know you any, count ?

Leon. I dare make his answer, none.

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men may do

!

what men daily do ! not knowing what they do .'

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why, then some
be of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he ! [leave

;

Claud. Stand thee by, friar:—Father, by your
Will you with free and unconstrained soul

Give me this maid, your daughter?
Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.
Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose

worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ?
D. Pedro. Nothing, unless yon render her again.
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank-

There, Leonato, take her back again
;

[fulness.

—

Give not this rotten orange to your friend

;

She's but the sign and semblance of her hononr :

—

Behold, how like a maid she blushes here :

O, what authority and show of truth

Can cunning sin cover itself withal

!

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence.

To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear
All you that see her, that she were a maid.
By these exterior shows ? But she is none :

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed

:

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
Leon. What do you mean, my lord ?

Claud. Not to be married.

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton.
Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof.

Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth.

And made defeat of her wginity
Claud. I know what you would say : If I have

kno%vn her.

You'll say, she did embrace me as a husband.

And so extenuate the 'forehand sin

:

No, Leonato,
I never tempted her with word too large ;

But, as a brother to his sister, shew'd

Bashful sincerity, and comely love.

Hero. And seera'd I ever other»\'ise to you ?

Claud. Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it

!

You seem to me as Dian in her orb

;

As chaste as is the bud, ere it be blown
;

But you are more intemperate in your blood

Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals,

That rage in savage sensuality.

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ?

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ?

D. Pedro. What should I speak ?

I stand dishonourd, that have gone about

To link my dear friend to a common stale.

Leon. Are these things spoken ? or do I but dream ?
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D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things

are true.

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True, O God

!

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ?

Is this the prince ? Is this the prince's brother ?

Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own ?

Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, my lord ?

Claud. Let me but move one question to your
daughter

;

And, by that fatherly and kindly power
That yon have in her, bid her answer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child.

Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset !

—

What kind of catechising call you this ?

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name.
Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name

With any just reproach ?

Claud. Marry, that can Hero

;

Hero itself can blot out Hero's \'irtiie.

What man was he talk'd with you yesternight
Out at your window, betvvixt twelve and one ?

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord.

D. Pedro. VV^hy, then are you no maiden.

—

Leonato,
I am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour.
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count.

Did see her, hear her, at that nour last night.

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window;
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain,

Confess'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

D. John. Fy, fy ! they are

Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of ,•

There is not chastity enough in language.

Without offence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady,

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment.

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been.

If half thy outward graces had been placed
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart

!

But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair; farewell.

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity

!

For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love.

And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang,

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,
And never shall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ?

[Hero swoons.)
Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink

you down ? [thus to light,

D. John. Come, let us go : these things, come
Smother her spirits up.

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don Jolm, and Claudia.
Bene. How doth the lady ?

Beat. Dead, I think ;—help, uncle :

—

Hero ! why. Hero !—Uncle !—Signior Benedick !

—

friar

!

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand

!

Death is the fairest cover for her shame,
That may be wish'd for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ?

Friar. Have comfort, lady.

Leon. Dost thou look up ?

Friar. Yea ; wherefore should she not ?

Leon. Wherefore? Why, doth not every earthly
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny [thing

The story that is printed in her blood ?

—

Do not live. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes :

For did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames.
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches.
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one ?

Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ?

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ?

Wliy ever wast thou lovely in my eyes?
Why had 1 not with charitable hand,
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates

;

Who smirched thus, and mired with infamy,
I might have said, No part of it is mine.

This shame derives itselffrom unknown loins ?
But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd.
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much, -

'

That I myself was to myself not mine.
Valuing of her ; why, she—O, she is fallen
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to WEish her clean again

;

And salt too little, which may season give
To her foul tainted flesh

!

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient r

For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder,
I know not what to say.

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied

!

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ?

Beat. No, truly, not ; although, until last night,

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, that is stronger

made.
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron!

Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ?

Who lov'd her so, that speaking of her foulness
Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ; let her die.

Friar. Hear me a little
;

For I have only been silent so long.

And given way unto this course of fortune.
By noting of the lady : I have mark'd
A thousand blushing apparitions start

Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes

;

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire.

To burn the errors, that these princes hold
Against her maiden truth :—Call me a fool

;

Trust not my reading, nor my observations.

Which with experimental seal doth warrant
The tenour of my book ; trust not my age.
My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be :

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left

Is, that she will not add to her damnation
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it

:

Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse
That which appears in proper nakedness ?

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accns'd of?
Hero. They know, that do accuse me ; I know

If I know more of any man alive, [none ;

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant.
Let all my sins lack mercy !—O my father.

Prove you, that any man with me convers'd
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature.
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the
princes.

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour

;

And if their wisdoms be misled in this.

The practice of it lives in John the bastard.
Whose spirits toD in frame of villainies.

Leon. I know not : If they speak but truth of her.
These hands shall tear her; if they wrung her ho-
The proudes' of them shall well hear of it. [nour.

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine.
Nor age so eat up my invention.

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means.
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends.

But they shall find, uwak'd in such a kind,

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind.
Ability in means, and choice of friends.

To quit me of them throughly.

Friar. Pause a while.
And let my counsel sway you in this case.

Your daughter here the princes left for dead

;

Let her awhile be secretly kept in.

And publish it, that she is dead indeed :

Maintain a mourning ostentation;

And on your family's old monument
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial. [this do ?

Leon. What sliall become of this ? What will



Scene 1. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 105

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her
behalf

Change slander to remorse ; that is some good

:

But not for that dream I on this strange course,
But on this travail look for greater birth.

She dying, as it must be so maintain'd.

Upon the instant that she was accus'd.

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd.

Of every hearer : for it so falls out.

That what we have we prize not to the worth,
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost.

Why, then we rack the value, then we find

The virtue, that possession would not show ns
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio

:

When he shall hear she died upon his words.
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination;
And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit.

More moving-delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and prospect of his soul.

Than when she liv'd indeed :—then shall he mourn,
(If ever love had interest in his liver,)

And wish he had not so accused her;
No, though he thought his accusation true.

Let this be so, and doubt not bul,success
Will fashion the event in better shape
Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all aim but this be levell'd false.

The supposition of the lady's death
Will quench the wonder of her infamy :

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her

iAs best befits her wounded reputation,)

n some reclusive and religious life.

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bene. Siguier Leonato, let the friar advise you :

And though, you know, my inwardness and love

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio,

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As secretly, and justly, as your soul

Should with your body.
Leon. Being that I flow in grief.

The smallest twine may lead me.
Friar. 'Tis well consented

;
presently away

;

For to strange sores strangely they strain the

cure.

—

Come, lady, die to live ; this wedding day.

Perhaps, is but prolong'd ; have patience, and
endure. [Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonato.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this

while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. I will not desire that.

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is

wrong'd.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of

me, that would right her !

Bene. Is there any way to shew such friendship ?

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.

Bene. May a mau do it?

Beat. It is a man's oflBce, but not yours.

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as

you ; is not that strange ?

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : it

were as possible for me to say, I loved nothing so

well as you : but believe me not; and yet 1 lie not

;

I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing :—I am sorry

for my cousin.

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it.

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me; and
I will make him eat it, that says, I love not you.

Beat. Will yon not eat your word ?

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it

:

I protest, I love thee.

Beat. Why then, God forgive me !

Bene. What oflFence, sweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour ; I was
about to protest, I loved you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that
none is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee
Beat. Kill Claudio.

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world.
Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewell.
Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
Beat, I am gone, though I ani here ;—There is

no love in you :—Nay, I pray you, let me go.

Bene. Beatrice,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We'll be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than
fight with mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ?
Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain,

that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins-
woman ?—O, that I were a man !—What I bear her
in hand until they come to take hands, and then,
with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmiti-
gated rancour,—O God, that I were a man ! I would
feat his heart in the market-place.

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ;

—

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ?—a pro-
Bene. Nay, but Beatrice ;

—

[per saying.
Beat. Sweet Hero !—she is wronged, she is slan-

Bene. Beat

—

[dered, she is undone.
Beat. Princes, and counties ! Surely, a princely

testimony, a goodly count-confect ; a sweet gallant,

surely ! 0, that I were a man for his sake , or that

I had any friend would be a man for my sake ! But
manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into com-
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hercules, that
only tells a lie, and swears it :— I cannot be a man
with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with
grieving. [love thee.
Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than
swearing by it. [hath wronged Hero ?

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio
Beat. Yea, as siire as I have a thought, or a soul.

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge
him ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : by
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account.
As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, comfort
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so, fare-

well. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Prison.

Enter Dogbekey, Verges, and Sexton, in gotvns

;

and the Watch, with Conrade and Borachio.

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared ?

Very. O, a stool and a cushion lor the sexton !

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ?

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner.

Verg. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition

to examine.
Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be

examined ? let them come before master constable.

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.

—

What is your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

Dogb. Pray write down— Borachio. Yours,
sirrah ? [Conrade.

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is

Dogb. Write down—master gentleman Conrade.
—Masters, do you serve God?

Con. Bora. Yea, sir, we hope.

Dogb. Write dovpn—that they hope they serve

God :—and write God first ; for God defend but

God should go before such villains !—Masters, it is

proved already that you are little better than false

knaves ; and it will go near to be thought so shortly.

How answer you for yourselves ?

Co7i. Marry, sir, we say we are none.

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ;

but I will go about with him.—Come you hither.
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sirrah ; a word in your ear, sh- ; I say to you, it is

thouglit you are false knaves.

Boit7. Sir, I say to you, we are none.

Doyb. Well, stand aside.— Fore God, they are

both in a tale : have you writ down—that they are

none ?

Sexton. Master constable, you go not tne way to

examine
;
you must call forth the watch, that are

their accusers.

Doyb. V'ea, marry, that's the eftest way :—Let
the watch come forth :—Masters, I charge you, in

the prince's name, accuse these men.
1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the

prince's brother, was a villain.

Doijb. Write down— prince John a villain:

—

Why this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother

—

Bora. Master constable,

—

[villain.

Do(jb. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like

thy look, 1 promise thee.

Se.vfon. What heard ^ou him say else ?

2 TVatch. Marry, that he had received a thou-

sand ducats of Don John, for accusing lady Hero
wrongfully.

Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed.
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is.

Sexton. What else, fellow?
1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean,

upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole
assembly, and not marry her.

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into

everlasting redemption for this.

Sexton. What else ?

2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen

away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this

very manner refused, and upon the grief of this,

suddenly died.—Master constable, let these men
be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; I will go be-

fore, and shew him their examination. [Exit.

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned.

Verg. Let them be in baud.

Con. Off, coxcomb

!

Doyb. God's ray life! where's the sexton? let

him write down—the prince's officer, coxcomb.

—

Come, bind them : Thou naughty varlet!

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass.

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost
thou not suspect my years ?—O that he were here

to write me down—an ass! but, masters, remem-
ber, that I am an ass; though it be not written

down, yet forget not (hat I am an ass :—No, thou

villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved

upon thee by good witness. I am a wise fellow;

aud, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more,

a householder; and, which is more, as pretty a

piece of flesh as any is in Messina ; and one that

knows the law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough,

go to ; and a fellow that hath had losses ; and one

that hath two gowns, and every thing handsome
about him :—Bring him away. O, that I had been

writ down—an ass ! [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene L—Before Leonato's House.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

Ant. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself;

And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief

Against yourself.

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel.

Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve : give not me counsel
j

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear.

But such a one, whose wrongs do suit with mine.

Bring me a father, that so lov'd his child.

Whose joy of her is overwhelm'u like mine.

And bid him speak of patience
;

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine.

And let it answer every strain for strain
;

As thus for thu.s, and such a grief for such.

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form :

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard :

Cry—sorrow, wag ! and hem, when he .should

groan

;

Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk
With candle-wasters : bring him yet to me.
And I of him will gather patience.

But there is no such man : for, brother, men
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief

Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it.

Their counsel turns to passion, wliich before

Would give preceptial medicine to rage.

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread.

Charm ach with air, and agony with words :

No, no; 'tis all men's office to speak patience
To those that wring under the load of sorrow

;

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency.

To be so moral, when he shall endure
The like himself: therefore give tne no counsel

:

My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

Ant. Therein do men from children notliing

difl'er. [blood

;

Leon. I pray thee, peace ; I will be flesh and
For there was never yet philosopher.

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently
;

However they have writ the style ftf gods.
And made a pish at chance and sufferance.

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself

;

Make those, that do offend you, sutler too.

Leon. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I will do
My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied

;
[so :

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince.

And all of them, that thus dishonour her.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio.

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily.

D. Pedi'o. Good den, good den.

Claud. Good day to both of yon.
Leon. Hear you, my lords,

—

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato.
Leon. Some haste, my lord I — well, fare you

well, my lord :

—

Are you so hasty now?— well, all is one.

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good
old man.

Atit. If he could right himself with quarrelling.
Some of us would lie low.

Claud. Who wrongs him ?

Leoti. Marry,
Thou, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou :

—

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword,
1 fear thee not.

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand.
If it should give your age such cause of fear :

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.
Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest di

I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool

;

[me :

As, under privilege of age, to brag
What I have done being young, or what would do,

Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head.

Thou hast sij wrong'd mine innocent child and me.
That I am Ibrc'd to lay my reverence by

;

And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days,

Do challenge thee to trial of a man.

I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child

;

Thy slander hath gone through and through her

And she lies buried with her ancestors : [heart,

O ! in a tomb where never scandal slept,

Save this of her's, fram'd by thy villainy.

Claud. My villainy

!

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say,

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man.

Leon. My lord, my lord,

I'll prove it on his body, if he dare
;

Despite his nice fence, and his active practice.

His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood.

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you.

Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast kill'd

my child
;

If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man.
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Ant. He shall kill two of iis, and raen indeed
;

But that's no matter ; let him kill one first ;

—

Win me and wear me,—let him answer me ;

—

Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me :

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence
;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,

—

[niece
;

Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I lov'd my
And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains.

That dare as well answer a man, indeed,

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue :

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops i

—

Leon. Brother Antony,

—

Ant. Hold you. content; What, man! I know
them, yea.

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple :

Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring boys.

That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander.

Go anticly, and shew outward hideonsness,

And speak off half a dozen dangerous words,
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst.

And this is all.

Leon. But, brother Antony,

—

,

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter
;

Do not you meddle, let rae deal in this.

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake
your patience.

My heai ' is sorry for your daughter's death
;

But, on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing
But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord,

—

v. Pedro. I will not hear you.
Leon. No ?

Br4>ther, away :—I will be heard ;

—

Ant. And shall.

Or some of us will smart for it.

[Exeunt Leimato and Antonio.

Enter Benedick.

D. Pedro. See, see ; here comes the man we
went to seek.

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ?

Bene. Good day, my lord.

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : You are almost
come to part almost a fray.

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses
.snapped off with two old m^n witJiout teeth.

D. Pedro. Leonatoand his brother : What think'st

thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have
been too young f(

•• them.
Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour.

I came to seek you both.

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee
;

for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain

have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ?

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ?

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ?

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have
fceen beside their wit.—I will bid thee draw, as we
do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us.

-D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks
pale :—Art thou sick, or angry ?

Claud. What ! courage, man I What though care
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in tnee to
kill care.

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an
you charge it against me :—I pray you, choose
another subject.

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff: this
last was broke cross.

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and
more'; I think, he be angry indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.
Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ?

Claud. God bless me from a challenge !

Bene. You are a villain ; I iest not :—I will
make it good how you dare, with what you dare,
and when you dare :—Do me right, or I will pro-
test your cowardice. You have killed a sweet

lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you : Let
me hear from vou. fgood cheer.

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so 1 may have
D. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ?

Claud. I'faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to
a calf's head and a capon, the which if I do not
carve most curiously, say my kmfe's naught.—Shall
I not find a woodcock too ?

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily.

p. Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy
wit the other day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit

;

True, says she, a fine little one ; No, said I, a great
ivit; Ri(//it, says she, a great gross one : Nay, said
I, a good ivit ; Just, said she , it hurts nobody: Nay,
said I, t/ie gentleman is tvise ; Certain, said she, a
wise gentleman : Nay, said I, he hath the tongues;
That, I believe, said she,/or he swore a thing to )ne
on Mmiday night, ivhich he forswore on Tuesday
morning; there's a double tongue; there's two
tongues. Thus did she, an hour together, trans-shape
thy particular virtues : yet, at last, she concluded

. with a sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy.

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and
said, she cared not.

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all

that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would
love him dearly : the old man's daughter told us all.

Claud. All, all ; and moreover, God saiv him
ivhen he was hid in the garden.
D.Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull's

horn on the sensible Benedick's head ?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Here dwells
Benedick the married mati ?

Bene. Fare you well, boy
; you know my mind ;

I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour:
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which,
God be thanked, hurt not.—My lord, for your
many courtesies I thank you : I must discontinue
your company : your brother, the bastard, is fled
from Messina : you have, among you, killed a sweet
and innocent lady : For my lord Lack-beard, there,
he and I shall meet ; and till then, peace be with
him. [Exit Benedick.
D. Pedro. He is in fearnest.

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I'll war-
rant yon, for the love of Beatrice.

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ?

Claud. Most sincerely.

D. Pedro. W^hat a pretty thing man is, when he
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit

!

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, with
CoNRADE and Borachio.

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is

an ape a doctor to such a man.
D. Pedro. But, soft you, let be

;
pluck up, my

heart, and be sad ! Did he not say, my brother
was fled ?

Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame
you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her
balance : nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once,
you must be looked to.

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men
bound ! Borachio, one !

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord .'

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men
dorje ?

Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false re-

port ; moreover, they have spoken untruths; se-

condarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they

have belied a lady; thirdly, they have verified un-
just things, and, to conclude, they are lying knaves.

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done;
thirdly, I ask thee what's their oftence ; sixth and
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude,

what j^ou lay to their charge i*

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division

;

and, by my troth, there's one meaning well suited.

D. Pedro. Whom have you ofiended, masters,

that yon are thus bound to your answer ? this
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Iparned constable is too cunning to be understood :

What's your oft'ence ?

Bora.' Sweet prince, let me go no further to

mine answer; do you hear me, and let this count

kill me. I have deceived even your very eyes :

what your wisdoms could not discover, these

shallow fools have brought to light; who, in the

night, overheard me confessing to this man, how
Don John, your brother, incensed me to slander the

lady Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard,
and saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments;
how you disgraced her, when you should marry
her : my villainy they have upon record ; which I

had rather seal with my death, than repeat over to

luy shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my
master's false accusation : and, briefly, I desire
nothing but the rev^ard of a villain.

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through
your blood ?

Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he uttered it.

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ?

Bora. Y ea, and paid me richly for the practice ofit.

D. Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of trea-

And fled he is upon this villainy. [cheiy :

—

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear
In the rare semblance that I loved it first.

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintifls ; by this

time our sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of
the matter : and, masters, do not torget to specify,

when time and place shall serve, that 1 am an ass.

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato,
and the sexton too.

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, tvith the Sexton.
Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes

;

That, when I note another man like him,
I may avoid him : Which of these is he ?

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look
on me.

Leon, Art thou the slave, that with thy breath
Mine innocent child ? [hast kill'd

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely'st thyself;

Here stand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled, that had a hand in it :

—

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death

;

Record it with your high and worthy deeds

;

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience,

Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge yourself;

Impose me to what penance your invention

Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn'd I not,

But in mistaking.

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I

;

And yet, to satisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight,
That he'll enjoin me to.

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live.

That were impossible : but I pray you both.

Possess the people in Messina here
How innocent she died : and, if your love

Can labour aught in sad invention.

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb.
And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night ;

—

To-morrow morning come you to my house

;

And since you could not be my son-ia-law.

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter.

Almost the copy of ray child that's dead,
And she alone is heir to both of us

;

Give her the right you should have given her cousin,

And so dies my revenge.

Claud. O, noble sir,

Your over kindness doth wring tears firom me !

I do embrace your offer ; and dispose
For henceforth of poor Claudio. [ing

;

Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your com-
To-night I take my leave.—This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
VVho, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong,
Hir'd to it by your brother.
Bora. No, by my soul, she was not

;

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me

;

But always hath been just and virtuous.

In any thing that I do know by her.

Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under
white and black.) this plaintiff here, the offender,
did call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered
in his punishment : And also, the watch heard them
talk of one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in
his ear, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows mo-
ney in God's name ; the which he hath used so long,
and never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted,
and will lend nothing for God's sake : pray you, ex-
amine him upon that point.

heon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains.
Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful

and reverend youth ; and I praise God for you.
Leon. There's for thy pains.

Doyb. God save the foundation ! [I thank thee.
Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and
JJogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship

;

which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself,

for the example of others. God keep your worship;
I wish your worship well ; God restore you to health

:

I humbly give you leave to depart ; and if a merry
meeting may be wished, God prohibit it.—Come,
neighbour. [Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch.

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell.

Ant. Farewell, my lords; we look for you to-

D. Pedro. We will not fail. [morrow.
Claud. To-night I'll mourn with Hero.

[Exeunt Don Pedro and Claudio.
Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we'll talk w ith

Margaret,
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Leonato's Garden.

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting.

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de-
serve well at my hands, by helping me to the speech
of Beatrice. [ofmy beauty ?

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man
living shall come over it; for, in most comely truth,

thou deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over me ? why, shall

I always keep below stairs ?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's
mouth ; it catches. [which hit, but hurt not.

Marg. And your's as blunt as the fencer's foils,

Berte. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not
hurt a woman : and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I

give thee the bucklers. [our own.
Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put in

the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous wea-
pons for maids.

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I

think, hath legs. [Exit.

Bene. And therefore vnll come.
The god of love, (Singing.)

That sits above.
And knotvs me, and knows me,

Hoiv pitiful I deserve,—
I mean, in singing ; but m loving,—Leander the good
swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pandars, and
a whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers,

whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of a

blank verse, why, they were never so truly turned

over and over as my poor self, in love : Marry, I

cannot shew it in rhyme ; I have tried ; I can find out

no rhyme to lady but baby, an innocent rhyme : for

scorn, horn, a hard rhyme ; for school, fool, a bab-

bling rhyme ; very ominous endings : no, I was not

born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in

festival terms.

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called

thee ?
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Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me.

Bene. O, stay but till then

!

Beat. Then is spoken ; fare you well now :—and
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which

IS, with knowing what hath passed between you and
Claudio. [thee.

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; there-

fore I will depart unkissed.

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his right

sense, so forcible is tny wit : but I must tell thee

plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either

1 must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe

him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for

which of ray bad parts didst thou first fall in love

with me ?

Beat. For them all together; which maintained
so politic a state of evil, that they will not admit any
good part to intermingle with them. But for which
of my good parts did you first suffer love for me ?

Bene. Suffer love; a good epithet! I do suffer

love, indeed, for I love thee against my will.

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas ! poor
heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for'

Jioara ; for I wUl never love that which my friend

lates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably.
Beat. It appears not in this confession ; there's not

one wise uian among twenty that will praise himself.

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived

in the time of good neighbours : if a man do not erect

in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live

no longer in monument than the bell rings, and the

widow weeps.
Beat. And how long is that, think you ?

Bene. Question ?—Why, an hour in clamour, and
a quarter in rheum : therefore it is most expedient
for the wise, (if Don Worm, his conscience, find no
impediment to the contrary,) to be the trumpet of his

own virtaes, as I am to myself: So much for praising

myself, (who, I myself will bear witness, is praise-

worthy,) and now tell me. How doth your cousin ?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you ?

Beat. Very ill too.

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : there will

I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.

Enter Urslia.

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle

;

vonder's old coil at home : it is proved, my lady Hero
nath been falsely accused, the prince and Claudio
mightily abus'd : and Don John is the author of all,

who is fled and gone : will you come presently?
Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior?
Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and

be buried in thy eyes ; and, moreover, I will go with
thee to thy uncle's. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—The Inside ofa Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, with
music and tapers.

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ?
Atten. It is, my lord.

Claud. (Reads from a scroll.)

Done to death by slanderous tongues,
Was the Hero tliat here lies

:

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs.
Gives her fame, tvhich never dies :

So the life that died with shame,
Lives iti death with glorious farne.

Hang thou there upon the tomb, (aflSxing it.)

Praising her when I am dumb.—
Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.

SONG.
Pardon, Goddess of the night,
Those that slew thy virgin knight

;

For the which, with songs of woe.
Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, assist our moan;
Help us to sigh and groan,

Heavily, heavily

:

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead.
Till death be ut tered,

Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night

!

Yearly will I do this. rite.

D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters
;

put your
torches out; [day.

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray .

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.
Claud. Good morrow, masters; each his several

way. [weeds

;

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other
And then to Leonato's we will go.

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue
speed's,

Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe !

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice,
Ursula, Friar, and Hero.

Friar. Did I not tell you, she was innocent ?

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accused
Upon the error that you heard debated : [her.
But Margaret was in some fault for this

;

Although against her will, as it appears
In the true course of all the question.
Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well.
Be7ie. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all,

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves

;

And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd :

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour
To visit me :—You know your ofiice, brother

;

V^ou must be father to your brother's daughter.
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies.

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance.
Be7ie. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think.
Friar. To do what, signior ?

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.

—

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior,

\ our niece regards me with an eye of favour, (true.

Leo7i. That eye my daughter lent her : 'tis most
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her.
Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me.

From Claudio and the prince ; but what's your will ?

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : •

But, for my vyill, my will is, your good will
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd
In the estate of honourable marriage ;

—

In which, good friar, I shall desire yoar help.

Leon. My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

Here comes the prince, and Claudio.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants.

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly.
Leon. Good morrow, prince ;

— good morrow,
Claudio

:

We here attend you : are you yet determin'd
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter?

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope.
Leon. Call her forth, brother; here's the friar

ready. [Exit A7itonio.
D. Pedro. Good morrow. Benedick : why, what's

the matter.
That you have such a February face.

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness?
Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull :—

Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold.
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee

;

As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
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When he would play the noble beast in love.

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low

;

And some snch strange bull leap'd your father's cow,

And got a calf in that same noble feat.

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat.

lie-enier ANTONIO, with the ladies masked.

Claud. For this I owe you : here come other
reckonings.

Which is the lady I must seize upon?
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.

Claud. Why, then she's mine : sweet, let me see
your face.

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand
Before this friar, and swear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar

;

I am your husband, if you like of me.
Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife

:

And when yon loved, you were my other husband.
Claud. Another Hero? [UiimashaKj.
Hero. Nothing certainer

:

One Hero died defil'd • but I do live.

And, surely as I live, I am a maid.
v. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero, that is dead !

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander
lived.

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify;

When, after that the holy rites are ended,
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death ;

Meantime, let wonder seem familiar,

And to the chapel let us presently.

Bene. Soft and fair, friar.—Which is Beatrice ?

Beat. I answer to that name
;
{unmasks.) What

is your will ?

Bene. Do not you love me ?

Beat. No, no more than reason.

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and
Claudio,

Have been deceived: for they swore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ? . .

Bene. No, no more than reason.

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula,

Are much deceiv'd ; for they did swear, you did.

Bene. They swore, that you were almost sick for

me. [for me.
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead
Bene. 'Tis no such matter :—Then, you do not

love me ?

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense.

Leo7i. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gen-
tleman.

Claud. And I'll be sworn iipon't, that he loves her

;

For here's a paper, written in his hand,
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain,

Fashion'd to Beatrice.

Hero. And here's another,

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket.

Containing her affection unto Benedick.

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands against

our hearts !—Come, I will have thee ; but, by this

light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. I would not deny you; But, by this good day,

I yield upon great persuasion ; and, partly, to save

your life, for I was told you were in a consumption.

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. [Kissing her.)

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick, the married
man "?

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit-

crackers cannot flout me out ofmy humour : dost thou

think, I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No •- ifa man
will be beaten with brains, he shall wear nothing

handsome about him : in brief, since I do purpose to

marry, I will think nothing to any purpose, that the

world can say against it ; and therefore never flout

at me for what I have said against it ; for man is a
giddy thing, and this is my conclusion.—For thy

part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee ; but in

that thou art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised,
and love my cousin.

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst have de-
nied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out
of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer;

which, out of question, thou wilt be, ifmy cousin do
not look exceeding narrowly to thee.

Bene. Come, come, we are friends :—let's have a

dance ere we are married, that we may lighten our
own hearts, and our wives' heels. .

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards.

Be7ie. First, o' my wotd ; therefore, play, music.

—

Prince, thou art sad
;
get thee a wife, get thee a wife :

there is no statt' more reverend than one tipped with
horn.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight.

And brought with armed men back to Messina.
Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow ; I'll devise

thee brave punishments for him.—Strike up, pipers.

[Dance.—Exeunt.
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by the Clowns.

Scene 1.

—

Athens.

ACT I.

A Room
Theseus.

ill the Palace of

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate,
. and Attendants.

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace ; four happy day.s bring in

Another moon : but, oh, niethinks, how slow
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires.

Like to a step-dame, or a dowager,

Lon? withering out a young man's revenue.

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in

nights

;

Four nights will quickly dream away the time

;

And then the moon, like to a silver bow
New belli in heaven, shall behold the night

Of our solemnities.

The. Go, Philostrate,

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments
;

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth
;

Turn melancholy forth to funerals.

The pale compauion is not for our pomp.

—

[Exit Philostrate.

Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with r y sword,
Ancl won thy love, doing thee injuries

;

But I will wed thee in another key.

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Enter Egeds, Hersha, Lysander, and
DEaiETRIUS

.

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke !

The. Thanks, good Egeus: What's the news
with thee ?

Ege, Full of vexation come I, with complaint
Against my child, ray daughter Hermia.

—

Stand forth, Demetrius ;—my noble lord.

This man hath my consent to marry her :

—

Stand forth, Lysander;—and, my gracious duke.
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child:

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes.
And interchang'd love-tokens with my child :

Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung,
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love

;

And stolen the impression of her fantasy
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits.

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; messengers
Of strong (jrevailment in unharden'd youth

:

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart;
Tnm'd her obedience, which is due to me.
To stubborn harshness :—And, my gracious dake.
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius,
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens

;

As she is mine, I may dispose of her :

Which shall be either to this gentleman.
Or to her death ; according to our law.

Immediately provided in that case. [maid :

The. What say you, Hermia ? be advised, fair

To you your father should be as a god

;

One that compos'd your beauties
;
yea, and one

To whom you are but as a form in wax.
By him imprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.
Her. So is Lysander.
The. In himself he is:

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice.
The other must be held the worthier.

Her. I would my father look'd but with my
eyes. [look.

The. Rather your eyes must with his judgment
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

I know not by what power I am made bold

;

Nor how it may concern m^ modesty
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts :

But I beseech your grace, that I may know
The worst that may befall me in this case.

If I refuse to wed Demetrius.
The. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires,

Know of your youth, examine well your blood.
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice.
You can endure the livery of a nun

;

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd.
To live a barren sister all your life.

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood.

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage :

But earthlier happy is tlie rose distill'd.

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn.

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness.

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,

Ere I -will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. [raoon.

The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me.
For everlasting bond of fellowship,)

Upon that day either prepare to die.

For disobedience to your father's will
J

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would

:

Or on Diana's altar to protest.

For aye, austerity and smgle life.

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia;—And, Lysander,

Thy crazed title to my certain right. [yield

L^s. You have her father's love, Demetrius;
Let me have Hermia's : do you marry him.

Ege. Scornful Lysander ! true, he bath my love

;
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And what is mine my \ove shall render him

;

And she is mine ; and all my right of her

I do estate unto Demetrius.

Li/s. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he.

As well possess'a ; my love is more than his
;

My Ibrtimes every way as fairly rank'd.

If not with vantage, as Demetrius'

;

And, which is more than all these boasts can be,

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia :

Why should not I then prosecute my right ?

Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head,

Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes.

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

Lfpon this spotted and inconstant man.
T/ie. I must confess, that I have heard so much.

And v«th Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof;

But, being over-full of self-affairs.

My mind did lose it.— But, Demetrius, come

;

And come, Egeus
;
you shall go with me,

I have some private schooling for you both.

—

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself

To fit your fancies to your father's will;

Or else the law of Athens yields you up
(Which by no means we may extenuate,)

To death, or to a vow of single life.

—

Come, my Hippolyta; what cheer, my love?

Demetrius, and Egeus, go along :

I must employ you in some business

Against our nuptifil ; and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.

Egc. With duty and desire we follow you.

[Exeunt T/ies. Hip. Ege. Dem. and train.

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek

so pale ?

How chance the roses there do fade so fast?

Her. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could

well

Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes.

Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read,

Could ever hear by tale or history.

The course of true love never did run smooth:

But, either it was different in blood ;

—

Her. O cross ! too high to be enthrall'd to low !

Lys. Or else misgrafl'ed, in respect of years ;

—

Her. O spite ! too old to be engaged to young

!

Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends ;

—

Her. O hell ! to choose love by another's eye

!

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice.

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it

;

Making it momentary as a sound,

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream

;

Brief as the lightning in the collied night.

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth.

And ere a man hath power to say,—Behold !

The jaws of darkness do devour it up :

So quick bright things come to confusion.

Her. If then true lovers have been ever cross'd.

It stands as an edict in destiny

:

Then let us teach our trial patience.

Because it is a customary cross

;

As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and sighs.

Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers.

Lys. A good persuasion; therefore, hear me,

I have a widow aunt, a dowager [Hermia.

Of great revenue, and she hath no child:

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues;

And she respects me as her only son.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee
;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law

Cannot pursue us : if thou lov'st me then.

Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night

;

And in the wood, a league without the town.

Where I did meet thee once with Helena,

To do observance to a morn of May,
There will I stay for thee.

Her. My good Lysander !

I swear to thee by Cupid's strongest bow;
By his best arrow with the golden head

;

By the simplicity of Venus' doves

;

By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves;
And by that fire, which burn'd the Carthage queen.
When the false Trojan under sail was seen

;

By all the vows that ever men have broke.
In number more than ever women spoke ;

—

In that same place thou hast appointed me.
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. [Helena.
Lys. Keep promise, love: Look, here comes

Enter Helena.

Her. God speed fair Helena ! Whither away?
Hel. Call you me fair ! that fair again unsay.

Demetrius loves your fair : O, happy fair

!

Vour eyes are load-stars ; and your tongue's sweet
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, [air

VVhen wheat is green, when hawthorn-buds appear.

Sickness is catching; O, were favour so!

Your's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere 1 go;
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody.

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,

The rest I'll give to be to yon translated.

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart.

Her. 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me still.

Hel. O, that your frowns would teach my smiles

such skill

!

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love.

Hel. O, that my prayers could such affection

move !

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me.
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.

Hel. None, but your beauty; would that fault

were mine

!

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see my face;

Lysander and myself will fly this place.

—

Before the time I did Lysander see,

Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me

:

O then what graces in my love do dwell.

That he hath turn'd a heaven into hell

!

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold

:

To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold

Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass,

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,

(A time that lovers' nights doth still conceal,)

Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal.

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I

Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie.

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel ^weet.

There my Lysander and myself shall meet

:

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes.

To seek new friends and stranger companies.

Farewell, sweet playfellow
;
pray thou for us.

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius !—
_

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight

From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight.

[Exit Hermia.
Lys. I will, my Hermia.—Helena, adieu:

As yon on him, Demetrius dote on you ! '^Exit Lys.

Hel. How happy some, o'er other some can be !

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;

He will not know what all but he do know.

And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes.

So I, admiring of his qualities.

Things base and vile, holding no quantity,

Love can transpose to form and dignity.

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the ramd

;

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind

:

Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment taste ;

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste :

And therefore is Love said to be a child.

Because in choice he is so oft begnil'd.

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear.

So the boy Love is perjur'd every where

:

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne.

He hail'd down oatlis, that he was only mine
;

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,

' So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt.
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» I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight

:

H- Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night,

Pursue her : and for this intelligence,

[f I have thanks, it is a dear expence :

But herein mean I to enrich my pain.

To have his sight tliither, and back again. [Exit.

Scene IT.

—

T/ie same. A Room in a Cottage.

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince,
and Starveling.

Qtiin. Is allonr company here?
Bot. You were best to call them generally, man

by man, according to the scrip.

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man's name,
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in

our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his

wedding-day at night.

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play
treats on ; then read the names of tlie actors ; and
so grow to a point.

Quin. Marry,our play is—The most lamentable co-

medy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.
Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you,

and a merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call forth

your actors by the scroll :—Masters, spread your-
selves, [weaver.

Quin. Answer as I call you.—Nick Bottom, the
Bot. Ready : Name what part I am for, and

proceed. [ramus.
Quin. Yon, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py-
Bot. What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?
Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly

for love.

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true per-
forming of it: if I do it, let the audience look to

their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in

some measure. To the rest :—Yet my chief humour
is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, or a part

to tear a cat in, to make all split.

" The raging rocks,
" With shivering shocks,
" Shall break the locks

" Of prison-gates :

" And Phibbus' car
" Shall shine from far,

" And make and mar
" The foolish fates."

This was lofty !—Now name tht rest of the players.

—This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein ; a lover is

more condoling.

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-niender.

Flu. Here, Peter Quince.

Quin. You must take Thisby on you.

Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ?

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I

have a beard coming.

Quin. That's all one
;
yon shall play it in a mask,

and you may speak as small as you will.

Bot. An I may hide my fece, let me play Thisby
too : I'll speak in a monstrsns little voice ;

—

Thisne,
Thisne—Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear ; thy Thisby
dear ! and lady dear !

Quin. No, no; you must play Pyramus; and Flute,

Bot. Well, proceed. [you Thisby.

Qtiin. Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Star. Here, Peter Quince.

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby 's

mother.—Tom Snout, the tinker. «

Snout. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. You, Pyramus's father; myself, Thisby's

father;—Snug, the joiner, you the lion's part:

—

and, I hope, here is a play fitted.

Snug. Have you the lion's part written ? pray you,
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study.

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing
but roaring.

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that

I will do any man's heart good to hear me ; I will

roar, that I will make the duke say. Let him roar
again. Let him roar again.

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would
shriek ; and that were enough to hang us all.

All. That would hang us every mother's son.

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright

the ladies out pf their wits, they would have no more
discretion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my
voice so, that I will roar you as gently a.s any suck-
ing-dove ; I will roar you an 'twere any night-

ingale.

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus: for

Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man as
one shall see in a summer's day; a most lovely,

gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs play
Pyramus.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were
I best to play it in ?

Quin. Why, what you will.

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw-
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your
purple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown-co-
loured beard, your perfect yellow.

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair

at all, and then you will play bare-faced.—But,

masters, here are your parts : and I am to entreat

you, request you, and desire you, to con them by
to-niorrov/ night ; and meet me in the palace wood

,

a mile without the town, by moon-light ; there will

we rehearse : for if we meet in the city we shall be
dogg'd vrith company, and our devices known. In
the mean time I will draw a bill of properties, such
as our play wants. I pray you, fail me not.

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse
more obscenely, and courageously. Take pains ; be
perfect ; adieu.

Quin. At the duke's oak we meet.
Bot. Enough; hold, or cut bow-strings. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I—A Wood near Athens.

Enter a Fairy at one door and Puck at another.

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ?

Fai. Over hill, over dale.

Thorough bush, thorough brier.

Over park, over pale.

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander every where.
Swifter than the moones sphere ;

And I serve the fairy queen.

To dew her orbs upon the green :

The cowslips tall her pensioners be
;

In their gold coats spots you see
;

Those be rubies, fairy favours

:

In those freckles live their savours :

I must go seek some dew-drops here.

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.

Farewell, thon lob of spirits, I'll be gone ;

Our queen and all her elves come here anon.

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night

;

Take heed, the queen come not within his sight.

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath.

Because that she, as her attendant, hath

A lovely boy, stol'n from an Indian king

;

She never had so sweet a changeling :

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to tracethe forests wild :

But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy
;

Crowns him with flowers, and nipkes him all her joy

:

And now they never meet in grove, or green.

By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen.

But they do square ; that all their eh es, for fear.

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and making quite.

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite,

Call'd Robin Goodfellow : are you not he.

That fright the maidens of the villagery
;

Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the quern.

And bootless make the breathless housewife churn

;

H
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And sometime make the drink to bear no barm
;

Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ?

Those that HobgobHn call yon, and sweet Puck,

^'ou do their work, and they shall have good luck :

Are not you he ?

Puck. Thou speak'st aright

;

I am that merry wanderer of the night.

I jest to OberoD, and make him smile,

VVhen I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal

:

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl.

In very likeness of a roasted crab

;

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob.

And on her wither d dew-lap pour the ale.

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale.

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me
;

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she.

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough

;

And then the whole quire hold tlieir hips, and loffe
;

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear,

A merrier hour was never wasted there.

—

Uut room. Faery, here comes Oheroii.

Fai. And here my mistress :—Would that he were
gone

!

Scene II.

—

Enter OberoN, at one door, ivith his

train, and Titanl\, at another, with hers.

Ohe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania.

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence
;

I have forsworn his bed and company.
Obe. Tarry, rash wanton ; Am not I thy lord ?

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : but I know.
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy laud.

And in the shape of Corin sat all day.

Playing on pipes ot corn, and versing love

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,

Come from the farthest steep of India?
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskind mistress, and your warrior love,

To Theseus must be wedded; and you come
To give their bed joy and prosperity.

Obe. How canst thou thus, lor shame, Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,

Knoiving I know thy love to Theseus?
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering

From Perigenia, whom he ravished ? [night

And make him with fair jEgle break his faith.

With Ariadne, and Antiopa ?

Tita. These are the forgeries ofjealousy

:

And never, since the middle summers spring,

Met we on hill, in dale, i'orest, or mead.
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook.

Or on the beached margeut of the sea,

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind.
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

'As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the laud.

Have every pelting river made so proud.

That they have overborne their continents :

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain.

The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard :

The fold stands empty in tlie drowned field.

The crows are fatted with the murrain Hock

;

The nine men's morris is fiU'd u|) with mud;
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,

For lack of tread, are undistingui.shable
;

The human mortals want their winter here

;

No night is now with hymn or carol blest :

—

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods.

Pale in her anger, washes all the air.

That rheumatic diseases do abound :

And thorough this distemuerature, we see
The seasons alter; hoary-headed frosts

Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose
;

And on old Hyem's chiu, and icy crown.
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds
Is, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer.
The cbiUing autumn, angry winter, change

Their wonted liveries ; and the 'mazed world.
By their increase, now knows not which is which:
And this same progeny of evils comes
From our debate, from our dissension

;

We are their parents and original.

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you :

Why should Titania cross her Oberon V

I do but beg a little changeling boy.

To be my henchman.

Tita. Set your heart at rest,

The fairy land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a vot'ress of my order:

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night.

Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ;
" -

"

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands.

Marking the embarked traders on the flood
;

When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive.

And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind

:

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait,

(Following her womb, then rich with my younr
Would imitate : and sail upon the land, [squire,)

To fetch me trifles, and return again.

As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die

;

And, for her sake, I do rear up the boy ;

And, for her sake, I will not part with him.

Obe. How long within this wood intend you stay?

Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day.

If yon will patiently dance in our round.

And see our moon-light revels, go with us

;

If not, shun me, and 1 will spare your haunts.

Ohe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.

Tita. Not for thy kingdom. Fairies, away :

We shall chide downright, ill longer stay.

[.Exeunt Titania and her train.

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this

Till I torment thee for this injui^.

—

[grove.

My gentle Puck, come hither : thou remember'st
Since once I sat upon a promontory.
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back,

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath,

That the rude sea grew civil at her song :

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres.

To hear the sea-maid's music.

Puck. I remember.
Obe. That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,)

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took
^

At a fair vestal, throned by the west

;

And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow,
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts:

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft

Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moou ;

And the imperial vot'ress passed on.

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Vet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell

:

It fell upon a little western flower,

—

Before, milk-white^ now purple with love's wound.
And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

Fetch me that flower; the herb I show'd thee once ;

The juice of it on sleepih^eye-lids laid.

Will make or man or woman madly dote

Upon the next live creature that it sees.

Fetch me this herb ; and be thou here again.

Ere the leviathan can swim a league.

Puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth

In i'orty minutes. [Exit Puck.

Obe. Having once this juice,

I'll watch Titania when she is asleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes :

The next thing then she waking looks upon,

(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull.

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape).

She shall pursue it with the soul of love.

And ere 1 take this charm off from her sight,

(As I can take it, with another herb,)

III make her render up her page to me.

—

;

But who comes here ? I am invisible ;

And I will over-hear their conlcreuce. •
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Enter Demetrius, Helena fol/ozoing him.

Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.

Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia ?

The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me.
Thou told'st nie, they were stol'n into this wood.
And here am I, and wood within this wood.
Because I cannot meet with Hermia.
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart
Is true as steel : leave you your power to draw.
And I shall have no power to follow you.

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I speak you fair ?

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth

Tell you—I do not, nor I cannot love you ?

Hel. And even for that do I love you the more.
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius,
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you

:

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me.
Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave.

Unworthy as I am, to follow you.
What worser place can I beg in your love,

(And yet a place of high respect \vith me,)
Than to be used as you use your dog ?

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred ofmy spirit

;

For I am sick, when I do look on thee.

Hel. And I am sick, when I look not on you.
Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much.

To leave the eity, and commit yourself
Into the hands of one, that loves you not;
To trust the opportunity of night,

' And the ill counsel of a desert place.
With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel. Your virtue is my privilege for that.

It is not night, when I do see your face.

Therefore I think I am not in the night

:

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company
;

For you, in my respect, are all the world.
Then how can it be said, I am alone.
When all the world is here to look on me ?

Dem. I'll run from thee, and hide me in the brakes,
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.

Hel. The wildest bath not such a heart as you.
Run when you will, the story shall be chang'd

;

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase
;

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger : bootless speed

!

When cowardice pursues, anc' valour flies.

Dent. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go :

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field.

You do me mischief. Fy, Demetrius

!

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex :

We cannot fight for love, as men may do
;We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo,

I'll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell.

To die upon the hand I love so well.

[Exeunt Dem. and Hel.
Obe. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave

this grove.
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love.

—

Re-enter Puck.
Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer.
Puck. Ay, there it is.

Obe. I pray thee, give it me.
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows

;

Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine.
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine :

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night,
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight

;

And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin.
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in

:

And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes,
And make her full of hateful fantasies.
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove :

A sweet Athenian lady is in love
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes

;

But do it, when the next thing he espies
May be the lady : thou shalt know the matt
By the Athenian garments he hath on.
Ertect it with some care ; that he may prove
More fond on her, than she upon her love :

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.
Puck, Fear not, my lord, your servant shall doso-

[Exeunt.

ScEtiEllh—Anotherpari of the Wood.
Enter Titania, with her train.

Tita. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy song

;

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence
;

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds

;

Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings.
To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders
At our quaint spirits : sing me nosv asleep

;

Then to your offices, and let me rest.

SONG.
I.

1 Fai. ITou spotted snakes, with double tongue,
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen ;

Newts, and blind worms, do no lorong

;

Come not near our fairy queen :

CHORUS.

Philomel, with melody.
Sing in our sweet lullaby :

Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lidla, lulla, lullaby :

Never harm, nor spell nor charm,
Come our lovely lady nigh ;

So, good night, with lullaby.

II.

2 Fai. JVeaving spiders, come not here :

Hence, you long-legg'dspinners, henct

;

Beetles black, approach not near ;

Worm, 7ior stiail, do no offence.

CIIORUS.

Philomel, with melody, §'c.

] Fai. Hence, away ; now all is well

:

One, aloof, stand sentinel.

[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps.

Enter Oberon.

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake,
[Squeezes tliejlotver on Titania's eye-lids.

Do it for thy true-love take ;

Love, and languish for his sake
;

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with bristled hair.

In thy eye that shall appear

When thou wak'st, it is thy dear

;

Wake, when some vile thing is near. [Exit.

Enter Lysander and Hermia.

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the

wood;
And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way;

We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good.

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her. Be it so, Lysander ; find you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will rest my head.

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both

;

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth.

Her. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, ray dear.

Lie further off yet, do not lie so near.

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence
;

Love takes the meaning, in love's conference.

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit

;

So that but one heart we can make of it

:

Two bosoms interchained with an oath
;

So then, two bosoms, and a single troth.

Then, by your side no bed-room me deny

;

For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie.

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily.

—

Now much beshrew ray manners and my pride.

If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied.

Bat, gentle friend, for love and courtesy
H*
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Lie further off; in human modesty

Such separation, as, may well be said.

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid :

So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend :

Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end '

Lijs. Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer, say I

;

And then end life, when I end loyalty !

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest

!

Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes be
press'd

!

{They sleep.)

Enter Puck.

Puck, Through the forest have I gone.

But Athenian found I none.

On whose eyes I might approve
This flower's force in stirring love.

Night and silence ! who is here ?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear

:

This is he, my master said.

Despised the Athenian maid

;

And here the maiden, sleeping sound,

On the dank, and dirty ground.

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie

Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy.

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe :

When thou wak'st, let love forbid

Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid.

So awake, when I ara gone;
For I must now to Oberon. [Exit.

Enter Demetrius and Helena, rmming.

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme-
trius, [me thus.

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt
Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so.

Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go.

[Exit Demetritfs.

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase '

The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace.

Happy is Hermia, whereso'er she lies

;

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes.

How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears :

If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear
;

For beasts that meet me, rup away for fear :

Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus.

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ?

—

But who is here ?—Lysander ! on the ground !

Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound :

Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.
Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet

sake.
(
Waking.)

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art.

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.

Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word
Is that vile name, to i)eiish on uiy sword?

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so :

What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what
though ?

Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content.

Lys. Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have spent.

Not Hermia, but Helena I love :

Who will not change a raven for a dove ?

The will of man is by his reason svvay'd :

And reason says you are the worthier maid.

Things growing are not ripe until their season
;

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason
;

And touching now the point of human skill.

Reason becomes the marshal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook

Love's stories, written in love's richest book.

Her. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom?
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn?
Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man,
That I did never, no, nor never can.
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye.

But you must flout my insufficiency ?

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do.

In sucii disdainful manner me to woo.
But fare you well : perforce I must confess,

I thought you lord of more true gentleness.

O, that a lady, of one man refus'd.

Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! [Exit.

Lys. She sees not Hermia :—Hermia, sleep thou

there

;

And never may'st thou come Lysander near!

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings

;

Or, as the heresies, that men do leave.

Are hated most of those they did deceive ;

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy.

Of all be hated ; but the most of me !

And all my powers, address your love and might,

To honour Helen, and to be her knight

!

[Exit.

Her. [Starting.) Help me, Lysander, help me !

do thy best,

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!

Ah me, for pity !—what a dream was here ?

Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear!

Methought a serpent eat my heart away.
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey :

—

Lysander ! what, remov'd? Lysander ! lord !

What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ?

Alack, where are you t speak, an if yon hear

;

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear.

No ?—then I well perceive you are not nigh :

Either death, or you, I'll find immediately. [Exit.

ACT in.
Scene I.

—

The same. The Queen of Fairies
lying asleep.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout,
and Starveling.

Bot. Are we all met ?

Quin. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous conve-
nient place for our rehearsal : this green plot shall

be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring house ;

and we will do it in action, as we will do it before

iJo^. Peter Quince,

—

[the duke.

Quin. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ?

Bot. There are things in this comedy oi Pyramus
and Thisby, that will never please. First, Pyramus
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies

cannot abide. How answer you that ?

Snout. By'rlakin, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out,

when all is done.
Bot. Not a whit: I have a device to make all

well. Write me a prologue : and let the prologue

seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords :

and that Pyramus is not killed indeed : and, for the

more better assurance, tell them, that I Pyramus am
not Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : this will put

them out of fear.

Quin. Well, we will have such a prolog"? ; and it

shall be written in eight and six.

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in

eight and eight.

Snout. W ill not the ladies be afeard of the lion ?

Star. I fear it, I promise you.

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with your-
selves : to bring in, God shield us ! a lion among
ladies, is a most dreadful thing; for there is not a
more fearful wild-fowl than your lion, living; and we
ought to look to it. [is not a lion.

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell, he
Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his

face must be seen through the lion's neck ; and he
himself must speak tlirough, saying thus, or to the

same defect,—Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish
you, or, I would request you, or, I would entreat

you, not to fear, not to tremble ; my life for yours. If

you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my
life : no, I am no such thing; I am a man as other

men are ;—and tliere, indeecl, let him name his name

;

and tell tbenj plainly, he is Snug the joiner.
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Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard
things ; that is, to bring the moon-light into a cham-
ber : for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by
moon-light. [our play ?

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we jjlay

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanack;
find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine.

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night.

Bot. Why, then you may leave a casement of the

great chamber window, where we play, open ; and
the moon may shine in at the casement.

'

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come in wth a bush of

thorns and a lantern, and say, he comes to disfigure,

or to present, the person of moon-sbine. Then, there

is another thing : we must have a wall in the great

ciiamber ; for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story,

did talk through the chink of a wall.

Syiug. You never can bring in a wall.—What say

you, Bottom?
Bot. Some man or other must present wall : and

let liim have some plaster, or some loam, or some
rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let him hold

his fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Py-
ramus and Thisby whisper. '

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit

down, every mother's son, and rehearse your parts.

Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your
speech, enter into that brake ; and so every one ac-

cording to his cue.

Enter Puck behind.

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swag-
gering here.

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ?

W hat, a play toward ? I'll be an auditor

;

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause.

Quin. Speak, Pyramus :—Thisby, stand forth.

Pyr. TAisby,theflowers ofodious savours sweet—
Quin. Odours, odours.

Pijr. odours savours sweet :

So doth thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.—
But, hark, a voice '. stay thou but here a while.

And by and by I tvill to thee appear. [Exit.

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e'er play'd here !

{Aside.)— [Exit.

This. Must I speak now ?

Quin. Ay, marry, must you : for you must under-
stand, he goes but to see a noLse that he heard, and is

to come again. [ hue.
This. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily white of
Of colour like th" red rose on triumphant brier,

Most brisklyJuvenal, and eke most lovely Jew,
As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire,

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.
Quin. Ninus' tomb, man : why you must not speak

that yet : that you answer to Pyramus : you speak
all your part at once, cues and all. Pyramus enter;
your cue is past ; it is, never tire.

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head.

This. O,

—

As true as truest horse, that yet would
7iever tire.

Pyr. IfI werefair, Thisby, I were only thine

:

—
Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted.

Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! [Exeunt Cloivns.
Puck. I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round.
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through

brier

;

Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound,
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire

;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and buru.
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, tire, at every turn.

[Exit.
Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery of

them, to make me afeard.

Re-enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed I what do I

see on thee?

Bot. What do you see ? yon see an ass's head of
your own ; do you ?

Re-enter QumcE.
Qtiin. Bless thee. Bottom! bless thee! thou art

translated. ^Exit.
Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an ass

ot me
; to fright me, if they could. But I will not

stir from this place, do what they ean : I \v\\\ walk
up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall
hear I am not afraid. {Sings.)

The ousel-cock, so black of hue.
With orange-tawny bill,

The throstle with his note so true.
The wren with little quill;

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery
bed? {Waking.)

Bot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark.
The plain-song cuckoo gray,

Whose notefull many a man doth mark.
And dares not answer, nay ;

—
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a
bird ? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry
cuckoo, never so ?

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again :

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note.

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape
;

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me.
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little

reason for that : And yet, to say the truth, reason
and love keep little company together now-a-days :

The more the pity, that some honest neighbours
will not make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon
occasion.

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.
Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to

get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mme
own turn.

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go

;

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.
I am a spirit, of no common rate;

The summer still doth tend upon my state.

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me

;

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee
;

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep.
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep :

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so.

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

—

Peas-blossom ! Cobweb I Moth! and Mustard-seed

;

Enter four Fairies.

1 Fai. Ready.
2 Fai. And I.

3 Fai. And I.

4 Fai. Where shall we go ?

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ;

,

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries
;

With purple grapes, green figs, and nnilberries

;

The honey bags steal from the humble-bees.
And, for night-tapers, crop their waxen thighs.

And liglit tliem at the fiery glow-worm's eyes.

To have my love to bed, and to arise ;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies.

To fan the moon-bearas from his sleeping eyes :

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.

1 Fai. Hail, mortal

!

2 Fai. Hail

!

3 Fai. Hail

!

4 Fai. Hail

!

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily. — I

beseech, your worship's name.

Cob. Cobweb.
Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good

master Cobweb : If I cut my finger, I shall make
bold with you.—Your name, honest gentleman ?

Peas. Peas-blossom.
Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash,
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yonr motlier, and to master Peas-cod, your father.

Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of

uiore acquaintance too. — Your name, 1 beseech

.J/ms. Mustard-seed. [you, sir?

Bot. Good master Mustard - seed, I know your

patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox-

beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your

house : I promise you, your kindred hath made my
eyes water ere now. I desire you more acquaint-

ance, good master Mustard-seed. [bower.

Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my
The moon, methinks, looks \«th a watery eye

;

And when she weeps, weeps every little liower.

Lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silenfly.

[Exeunt

Scene II.—Anof/ierpartofthe Wood.

Enter Oberon.

Obe. I wonder, if Titania be awak'd

;

Theu, what it was that next came in her eye,

Which she must dote on in extremity.

Enter PucK.

Here comes my messenger.—How now, mad spirit

!

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love

.

Near to her close and consecrated bower.
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals.

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls.

Were met together to rehearse a play.

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial day.

The shallowest tliick-skin of that barren sort.

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport

Forsook his scene, and enter'd in a brake :

When I did him at this advantage take.

An ass's nowl I fixed on his head
;

Anon, his Thisbe must be answered.
And forth my mimic comes : when they him spy.

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye.

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort.

Rising and cawing at the gun's report.

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky;
So, at his sight, away his fellows fly :

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls

;

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus

strong.

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong

:

For briers and thorns at tlieir apparel snatch
;

Some, sleeves ; some, hats : from yielders all things

I led them on in this distracted fear, [catch.

And left sweet Pyramus translated there :

When in that moment (so it came to pass,)

Titania vvak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass.

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise.

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. I took him sleeping,—that is fiuish'd too,

—

And the Athenian woman by his side

;

That when he wak'd, offeree she must be ey'd.

Enter Demetrius and Hermia.

Obe. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian.

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man.
De7n. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so?

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter i'oe. [worse
;

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use thee

For thou, 1 fear, hast given me cause to curse.

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep,

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep.
And kill me too.

The sun was not so true unto the day.
As he to me : Would he have stol'n away
From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon.
This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that the moon
May through the centre creep, and so displease
Her brother's noon-tide with the Antipodes.
It cannot bo, but thou hast murder'd him

;

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim.

Dent. So should the murder'd look; and so shoidd I,

Pierc'd through the heart with your stern cruelty

:

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,

As vonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

Ser. What's this to my Lysander? where is he?
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ?

Dem. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds

.

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou driv'st me past the

bounds
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him then?
Henceforth be never number'd among men !

Oh ! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake
;

Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake.
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping ? O brave touch

!

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ?

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung.

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris'd

I am not guilty of Lysander's blood
;

[mood :

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee, tell me theu, that he is well.

Dem. An if I could, what should I get therefore ?

Her. A privilege, never to see me more.

—

And from thy hated presence part I so:

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [Exit.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein

:

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow
For debt, that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ;

Which now, in some slight measure it will pay.
If for his tender here I make some stay. {Lies down.)

Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken
quite,

And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight

:

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue
Some true-love turn'd, and not a false turn'd true.

Puck. Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man holding
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. [troth,

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind.
And Helena of Athens look thou find

:

All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear:
By some illusion see thou bring her here

;

I'll charm his eyes, against she do appear.
Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go

;

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. [Exit.
Obe. Flower of this purple die.

Hit with Cupid's archery,
Sink in apple of his eye !

When his love he doth espy.
Let her shine as gloriously

As the Venus of the sky.

—

When thou wak'st, if she be by,
Beg of her for remedy.

Re- enter PocK.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is here at hand

;

And the youth, mistook by me,
Pleading for a lover's fee

;

Shall we their fond pageant see ?

Lord, 'vhat fools these mortals be !

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make,
VV'ill cause Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then will two at once, woo one;
That must needs be sport alone

;

And those thiiigs do best please me.
That befal preposterously.

Enter Lysander and Helena.

Lys. Why should yon think, that I should woo in

scorn ?

Scorn and derision never come in tears
;

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so bom.
In their nativity all truth appears,

(low can thesL things in me seem scorn to yon.
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ?

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more.
When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray

!
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These vows are Hernila's : will you give iier o'er ?

Weigh oath witii oath, and you will notliing

weigh :

Vour vows, to her and me, put in two scales.

Will even weigh : and both as light as tales.

Lys. I had uo judgment, when to her I swore.

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.

hys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.

Dem. {Awaking.) ' O Helen, goddess, nymph,
perfect, divine

!

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ?

Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow I

That pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow,
Fann"d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow.
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O, let me kiss

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss !

Hel. O spite ! O hell ! I see you all are bent

To set against me, for your merriment.

If you were civil, and knew courtesy.

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you do.

But you must join, in souls, to mock me too ?

If you were men, as men you are in show,
Vou would not use a gentle lady so

j

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,

VVTien, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts.

You both are rivals, and love Hermia
;

And now both rivals, to mock Helena:
A trim exploit, ;» manly enterprize,

I'o conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes,

^Vith your derision ! none, of noble sort,

Would so offend a virgin ; and extort

A poor soul's patience, all to make yon sport.

iys. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;
For you love Hermia ; this, you know, 1 know :

And here, with all good will, with all ray heart,

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part

;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath,
Whom I do love, and will do to my death.

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breatii.

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia: I will none ;

If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone.

My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojourn'd :

And now to Helen is it home retum'd,

There to remain.

Lys. Helen, it is not so.

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know.
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

—

Look, where thy love comes
;
yonder is thy dear.

Enter Hermu.

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function

takes.

The ear more quick of apprehension makes

;

Wherein it dotn impair the seeing sense,

It pays the hearing double recompense
;

Thou art not by mine eye, Ljsander, found
;

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound.

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so?
Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press

to go ? [side ?

Her. What lore could press Lysander from my
Lys. Lysander's love, that would not let him bide,

FairHeleua; who more engilds the- night

Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light. [know,

VV hy seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee

The hate 1 bear thee made me leave thee so i*

Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot be.

Hel. Lo, she is one of tliis confederacy !

Now I perceive they have conjcin'd, all three,

To fashion this false sport in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid !

*

Have you conspir'd, have you with these contriv'd

To bait me with this foul derision ?

Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd,
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent,
When we have chid the hasty-footed time
For partmg us,—O, and is all forgot?

All School-days' friendship, childhood innocence?
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods.
Have with our neelds created both one flower,
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion.
Both warbling of one song, both in one key;
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds.
Had be«n incorporate. So we grew together.
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted;
But yet a union in partition,

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem :

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart;
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry.
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest
And will you rend our ancient love asunder.
To join with men in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly

:

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it

;

Though I alone do feel the injury.

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words

:

I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me.
Hel. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn.

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face ?

And made your other love, Demetrius,
(VVho even but now did spurn me with his foot,)

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celestial ? \Vherefore speaks he this

To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so rich within his soul,

And tender me, forsooth, affection;

But by your setting on, by your consent?
WTiat though 1 be not so in grace as you.
So hung upon with love, so fortunate

;

But miserable most, to love unlov'd ?

This you should pity, rather than despise.
Her. I understand not what you mean by this.

Hel. Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks.
Make mowes upon me, when I turn my back

;

W ink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up

:

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled.
If you have any pity, grace or manners,
\ ou would not make me such an argument.
But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault

;

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy.
Lys. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my excuse ;.

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena !

Hel. O excellent

!

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.

Dem. If she cannot entreat, I can compel.
Lys. Thou canst compel no more thzin she en-

treat
;

[prayers.

—

Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak
Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do

;

I swear by that, which I will lose for thee,

To prove him false, that says I love thee not.

Dem. I say, I love thee more than he can do.

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.

Dem. Quick, come,—
Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this ?

X(//*. Away, you Ethiop I

Dem. No, no, sir :—he will

Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would follow

;

But yet come not : you are a tame man, go

!

Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr : vile thing, let

loose
;

Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent.

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? what change

Sweet love ? [is this,

Lys. Thy love ? out, tawny Tartar, out

!

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence

!

Her. Do you not jest ?

Hel. Yes, sooth ; and so do you.

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.

Dem. I would, I had your bond ; for I perceive,

A weak bond holds you; I'll not trust your word.

Lys. What, .should I hurt her, strike her, kill her

dead?
Although I hate her, 111 not harm her so. [hate ?

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, thai\

Hate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love ?

Am not I Hermia ? Are not you Lysander ?
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I am as fair now, as I was erewhile. [left me

;

Since night you lov'd me; yet, since night you

Why, then you left me,—O, the gods forbid I

—

la ea'ruest, shall I say ?

Lys. Ay, by my life

;

And never did desire to see thee more.

Therefore, be out of hope, of question, doubt,

lie certain, nothing truer : 'tis no jest.

That I do hate thee, and love Helena.

Her. O me ! you juggler ! you canker-blossom !

"i'ou thief of love ! what, have yon come by night.

And stol'n my love's heart from him ?

Hel. Fine, i'faith

!

Have you no modesty, no maiden sharae.

No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear

Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ?

Fy, fy ! you counterfeit, you puppet you !

Her. Puppet ! why so ? Ay, that way goes the

game.
Now I perceive, that she hath made compare
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height;

And with her personage, her tall personage,

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.

And are you grown so high in his esteem.

Because I am so dwarfish, and so low?
How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak

;

How low am I ? I am not yet so low.

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

HpI. I pray you, though you mock me, gentle-

Let her not hurt me : I was never curst

;

[men
;

I have no gift at all in shrewishness
;

I am a right maid for my cowardice
;

Let her not strike me : you, perhaps, may think.

Because she's something lower than myself.

That I can match her.

Her. Lower ! hark, again.

Hel. Good Hermi'a, do not be so bitter with me.

I evermore did love you, Herraia.

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,

I told him of your stealth unto this wood

:

He follow'd you ; for love, I follow'd him.

But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten'd me
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too :

And now, so you will let nie quiet go,

To Athens will I bear my folly back.

And follow you no further : let me go :

Yon see how simple and how fond I am.
Her. Why, get you gone : v?ho is't that hinders

you ?

Hel. A foolish heart that I leave here behind.

Her. What, with Lysauder?
Hel. With Demetrius.

Lys. Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee,

Helena. [part.

Dem. No, sir ; she shall not, though you take her

Hel. O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd

:

She was a vixen when sne went to school

;

And, though she be but little, she is fierce.

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ?

—

Why will you suffer her to tiout me thus ?

Let me come to her.

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf;
You minimus, of hind'ring knot-grass made ;

\ ou bead, you acorn.

Dem, Yon are too officious,

In her behalf that scorns your services.

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena

;

Take not her part: for if thou dost intend

Never so little show of love to her.

Thou shalt aby it.

Lys. Now she holds me not

;

Now follow, if thou dar'st, to try whose right.

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena.
Dem. Follow ? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by

jole. [Exeunt Lys. and Dem.
Her. You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you :

^«ay, go not back.
Hel. I will not trust you, I

;

Nor lon';er stay in your curst company.

Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray
;

INly legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit.

Her. 1 am amaz'd, and know not what to say.

[Exit, jnirsuing Helena.
Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak'st,

Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully.

Puclc. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook.

Did not you tell me, I should know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on ?

And so far blameless proves my enterprize.

That I have 'noiuted an Athenian's eyes :

And so far am I glad it so did sort.

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. [fight

:

Obe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;

The starry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron

;

And lead these testy rivals so astray.

As one come not witliin another's way.
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong;
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius;
And from eacli other look thou lead them thus,

'I'ill o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep
^

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep ;

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye
;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property.

To take from thence all error, with his mi^ht.

And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight.

When they next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision

;

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend,
VVitJi league, whose date till death shall never end.

Whiles I in this aifair do thee employ,

I'll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy;
And then I will her charmed eye release

From monster's view, and all things shall be peace.

Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with haste;

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast.

And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger;
At whose ap|)roach, ghosts, wandering here and

there.

Troop home to church-yards : damned spirits all.

That in cross- ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone
;

For fear lest day should look their shames upon.
They wilfully themselves exile from light.

And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night.

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort

:

I with the morning's love have oft made sport;

And, like a forester, the groves may tread.

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red.

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams,
'J'ums into yellow gold his salt-green streams.

But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay:
W^e may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit Ober.
Puck. Up and down, up and down

;

I will lead them up and down

:

I am fear'd in field and town
;

Goblin, lead them up and down.
Here comes one.

Enter Lysander.

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? speak
thou now. [art thou ?

Puck. Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where
Lys. I will be with thee straight.

Puck. Follow me then

To plainer ground. [Exit Lys. asfollowing the voice.

Enter Demetrius.

Detn. Lysander ! speak again.

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?

Speak. In some bush ? Where dost thou hide thy
head?

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars.

Telling the bushes, that thou look'st for wars.

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou
child ;

I'll whip thee with a rod : he is defil'd.
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That draws a sword on thee.

Deni. Yea ; art thou there ?

Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try manhood here.

[Exeu7it.

Re-enter Lysander.

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on

;

When I come where he calls, then he is gone.

The villain is much lighter heel'd than I

:

I follow'd fast, but faster he did fly
;

That fallen am I in dark uneven way,
And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day !

[Lies down.)
For if but once thou show me thy grey light,

I'll find Demetrius, and revenge tliis spite. (Sleeps.)

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius.
Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! Coward, why com'st thou

not?
Dent. Abide me, if thou dar'st ; for well I wot.

Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place
;

And dar'st not stand, nor look, me in the face.

Where art thou ?

Puck. Come hither ; I am here.

Dem. Nay, then thou mock'st me. Thou shalt

buy this dear,

If ever I thy face by day-light see :

Now, go thy way.— Faintness constraineth me
'i'o measure out my length on this cold bed.

—

By day's approach look to be visited.

{Lies down and sleeps.)

Enter Helena.

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night.
Abate thy hours : sliiue, comforts, irora the east

;

That I may back to Athens by day-light.

From these, that my poor company detest :

—

.\nd, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye.
Steal me a while from mine own company. [Sleeps.)
Puek. Yet but three ? Come one more

;

Two of both kinds make up lour.

Here she comes, curst and sad :

—

Cupid is a knavish lad.

Thus to make poor females mad..

Enter Hermia.
Her. Never so weary, never so in woe.
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers;

I can no further crawl, no further go

;

My legs can keep no pace with my desires.
Here will 1 rest me, till the bi^ak of day.
Heavens shield liysander, if they mean a fray

!

[Lies down.)
Puck. On the ground

Sleep sound

:

I'll apply
To your eye,

Gentle lover, remedy
[Sqiteezinrj the juice on Li/sander's eye.)
When thou wakest.
Thou takest

True delight

In the sight

Of thy former lady's eye :

And the country proverb known,
That every man should take his own.
In your waking shall be shown :

Jack shall have Jill

;

Nought shall go ill

:

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be
well. [Exit Puck.—Dem. Hel. ^c. sleep.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

T/ie same.
Enter Titania and BottOx^, Fairies attending

;

Oberon behind, unseen.

Tttn. Come., sit thee down upon this flowery bed,
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy.

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,

D . A?'. *^"*^ *''y '^^''' '»'«« ears, my gentle joy.
Bof. Where-sl'eas-blossora?
Peas. Readv.

Bot. Scratch my head. Peas-blossom.—WTiere's
monsieur Cobweb ?

Cob. Ready.
Bot. Monsieur Cobweb ;

good monsieur, get your

weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped

humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good mon-
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself

too much in the action, monsieur; and, good mon-
sieur, have a care the honey-bag break not ; I would
be loth to have you over-flown with a honey-bag,

signior.—Where's monsieur Mustard-seed ?

Must. Ready.
Bot. Give me your neif, monsieur Mustard-seed.

Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur-

Must. What's your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cava-

lero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's,

monsieur ; for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy

about the face : and I am such a tender ass, if my
hair do but tickle me, I must scratch.

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet

.

love ?

Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in music : let

us have the tongs and the bones.
.

(eat.

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir'st to

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch
your good dry oats. Methiuks, I have a great desire

to a bottle of hay : good hay, sweet hay, hath no
fellow.

Tita. I have a venturous fairy, that shall seek
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.

Bot. I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried

peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people
stir me ; I have an exposition of sleep come upon
me. (arms.

—

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away.
So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle.
Gently entwist,— the female ivy so
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.

O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee; [They sleep.)

Oberon advances. Enter Puck.

Obe. Welcome, good; Robin. See'st thou this

sweet sight?

Her dotage now I do begin to pity.

For meeting her oflate, behind the wood.
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her :

For she his hairy temples then had rounded
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers

;

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls.

Stood now within the pretty flowerets' eyes.

Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail.

When I had, at my plesure, taunted her,

And she, in mild terms, begg'd my patience,

I then did ask of her her changeling child
;

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent

To bear him to my bower in fairy land.

And now I have the boy, I will undo .

This hateful imperfection of her eyes.

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp

From oS'the head of this Athenian swain;
'J'hat he, awaking, when the other do,

I\Iay all to Athens back again repair;

And think no more of this night's accidents,

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.
But first I will release the fairy queen.

Be, as thou wast wont to be

;

[Touching her eyes tvith an herb.)

See, as thou wast wont to see :

Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower

Hath such force and blessed power
Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen.

Tita. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen '

Methought I was enamour'd of an ass.

Obe. There lies your love.

Tita. How came these things to pass ?

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now

!
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Obe. Silence, a while.—Robin, take off this head.—

Titania, music call ; and strike more dead

Than common sleep, of all these five the sense.

Tita. Music, ho* music ; such as charmeth sleep.

Puck- Now, when thou wak'st, with thine own
fool's eyes peep.

Obe. Sound, music. {Still music.) Come, my
queen, take hands with me.

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.

Now thou and I are new in amity
;

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly.

Dance in duke Theseus' house triumphantly.

And bless 'it to all fair posterity

:

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be

Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity.

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark

;

I do hear the morning lark.

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad.

Trip we after the night's shade
;

We the globe can compass soon.

Swifter than the wand'ring moon.
Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight.

Tell me how it came this night.

That I sleeping here was found,

, With these mortals on the ground. [Exeunt.
{Horns sound tvithin.)

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train.

The. Gk), one of you, find out the forester ;

—

For now our observation is perform'd :

And since we have the vaward of the day,

My love shall hear the music of my hounds.

—

Uncouple in the western valley
;
go :

—

Despatch, I say, and find the forester.

—

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top.

And mark the musical confusion

Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once,

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear

With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear

Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves.

The skies, the fountains, every region near

Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard

So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,

So flew'd, so sanded ; and their heads are hung

With ears that sweep away tlie.moraiug dew
;

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls

;

Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells.

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn.

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : [are these ?

Judge, when you hear.—But, soft; what nymphs
Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep;

And this Lysander ; this Demetrius is
;

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena :

I wonder of their being here together.

The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe

The rite of May ; and hearing our intent,

Came here in grace of our solemnity.

—

But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day,

That Hermia should give answer of her choice ?

Eye. It is, my lord. (horns.

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with tlieir

Horns and shout within. Demetrius, Lysander
,

Hermia and Helena, ivake, and start up.

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is

past

;

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ?

Lys. Pardon, my lord.

{He and the rest kneel to Theseus.)

T/ie. I pray you all, stand uj

.

I know, yoa are two rival enemies
;

How comes this gentle concord in the world.

That hatred is so far from jealousy,

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ?

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly,
Hah 'sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear,
1 caunot truly say how I came here :

But, as I think, (for truly would I speak,

—

And now I do bethink me, so it is
;)

I came with Hermia hither : our intent

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be
Without the peril of the Athenian law.

E(/e. Enough, enough, my lord
;
you have enough :

I beg the law, the law, upon his head.— [trius,

They would have stol'n away, they would, Derae-
Thereby to have defeated you and me

:

You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent

;

Of my consent that she should be your wife.

DefH. My lord, fair Helen told rae oftheir stealth.

Of this their purpose hither, to this wood

;

And I in fury hither follow'd them

;

Fair Helena in fancy following me.
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,
(But, by some power it is,) my love to Hermia,_

Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now
As the remembrance of an idle gawd.
Which in my childhood I did dote upon :

And all the taith, the virtue of my heart.

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye,

Is only Helena. To her, my lord.

Was I beiroth'd ere I saw Hermia;
But, like in sickness, did I loath this food :

But, as in health, come to my natural taste.

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it,

And will for evermore be true to it. \

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met

:

Of this discourse we will hear more anon.

—

Egeus, I will overbear your will

;

For in the temple, by and by with us.

These couples shall eternally be knit.

And, for the morning now is something worn.

Our purposed hunting shall be set aside.

—

Away, with us, to Athens : three and three.

We'll hold a feast of great solemnity.

—

Come, Hippolyta.

[Exeunt Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train.

Dem. These things seem small and undistin-

guishable.

Like far otif mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methings, I see these things with parted eye,

When every thing seems double.

Hel. So methinks :

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel.

Mine own, and not mine own.
Dem. It seems to me.

That yet we sleep, we dream.—Do not you think.

The duke was here, and bid ns tbllow him?
Her. Vea ; and my father.

Hel. And Hippolyta.

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why then, we are awake : let's follow him
;

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams.
[Exeunt

As they <jo out. Bottom awakes.

Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will an-

swer:—my next is, Most fair Pyramvs.—Hey,
ho!—Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-niendtr

I

Snout, the ti.iker! Sl;\rveling ! God's my life! stulea

hence, and left nie asleep ! I have had a most rare

vision. 1 have had a dream,—past the wit of man
to say what dream it was :—Man is but an ass, if

he go about to expound this dream. Methought I

^vas—there is no man can tell what. Methought I

was, and methought I had,—but man is but a

patched fool, if he will offer to say what methought

I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of

man liath not seen ; man's hand is not able to taste,

his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report, what
my dream was, I will get Peter Quince to write a

ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom's

Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will sing it

in tlie latter end of a play, before the duke : per-

adventurp, to make it tiie more gracious, I shall

sing it after death. [Eixit.
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Scene 11.—Athens. A Room in Quince's House.

Enter QumcE, Flute, Snout, and Starveung.

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he

come home yet? [is transported.

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred ; it

goes not forward, doth it ?

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man in

all Athens able to discharge Pyramus, but he.

Flu. No; he hath simply the best wit of any

handycraft man in Athens.

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is a

very paramour, for a sweet voice.

Flu. You must say, paragon : a paramour is, (Jod

bless US, a thing of nought.

Enter Snug.

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the

temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies

more married : if our sport had gone forward, we
had all been made men.

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost

sixpence a-day during his life; he could not have

'scaped sixpence a-day : an the duke had not given

him sixpence a-day for playing Pyramus, I'll be

lianged ; he would have deserved it : sixpence a-day,

iu Pyramus, or nothing.

Enter Bottom.

Bot. Wliere are these lads? where are these hearts?

Quin. Bottom !—O most courageous day ! O most
happy hour

!

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but

ask me not what ; for if I tell you, I am no true

Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it

fell out.

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom.

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell yon,

is, that the duke hath dined : get your apparel to-

gether
;
good strings to your beards, new ribbons

to your pumps ; meet presently at the palace ; every

man look o'er his part ; for, the short and the long

is, our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby

have clean linen ; and let not him, that plays the

lion, pare his nails, for they shall hang out for the

lion's claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions,

nor garlick, for we are to utter sweet breath ; and
I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is a sweet

comedy. No more words ; away ;
go away.

^Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—The same. An Apartment in tJw Palace
of Theseus.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate,
Lords, and Attendants.

Hip. 'Tis strange, ray Theseus, that these lovers

speak of. [lieve

The. More strange than true. I never may be-

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.

Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains,

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet.

Are of imagination all compact:
One sees more devils than vast hell ran hold

;

Tliat is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic,

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt

:

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to

heaven

;

And, as imagination bodies forth

The fonns of things unknown, the poet's pen
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation, and a name.
Such tricks hath strong imagination :

That, if it would but apprehend some joy.
It comprehends some bringer of that joy

;

Or, in the night, imagining some fear.

How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear?
Hip. But all the story of the night told over.

And all their minds transfigur'd so together,

More witnesseth than fancy's images.

And grows to something of great constancy ;

But, howsoever, strange, and admirable.

Elder Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and
Helena.

The. Here come the lovers, full ofjoy and mirth.

—

Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love.

Accompany your hearts

!

Lys. More than to us

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed

!

The. Come now ; what masks, what dances shall

we have.
To wear away this long age of three hours.

Between our after-supper, and bed-time ?

Where is our usual manager of mirth ?
'

What revels are in hand? Is there no play.

To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ?

Call Philostrate.

, Philost. Here, mighty Theseus.

The. Say, what abridgment have yott for. this

evening ?

What mask ? what music ? How shall we beguile

The lazy time, if not with some delight?

Philost. There is a brief, how many sports are ripe;

Make choice of which your highness will see first.

[Giving a paper.)

The. [Reads.) Tlie battle with the Centaurs, to

be sung,
By an Athenian eunuch, to the harp.

We'll none of that : that have I told my love.

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.

The riot of the tipsy bacchanals.
Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.

That is an old device ; and it was play'd

When I from Thebes came last a conqueror.

The thrice three Muses 7?iournitigfor the death

Of learning, late deceas'd in beggary

.

That is some satire, keen, and critical.

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.

A tedious brief scene ofyoimg Pyramus,
And his love Thisbe : very tragical mirth.

Merry and tragical ? tedious and brief?

That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow.

How shall we find the concord of this discord?

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words
long

;

Which is as brief as I have known a play

;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long

;

Which makes it tedious : for in all they play

There is not one word apt, one player fitted.

And tragical, my uoble lord, it is ;

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself.
_

Which, when I saw rehears'd, I must confess,'

Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears

The passion of loud laughter never shed.

The. What are they that do play it?

Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens
here.

Which never labour'd in their minds till now;
And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories

With this same play, against your nuptial.

The, And we will hear it.

Philost. No, my uoble lord.

It is not for you : I have heard it over.

And it is nothins;, nothing in the world;

Unless you can find sport in their intents.

Extremely stretch'd and coun'd with cruel pain,

To do you service.

The. I will hear that play

:

For never any thing can be amiss,

VVhen simpleness and duty tender it.
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Go, bring them in : and take your places, ladies.

[Exit Philostrate.

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercharged.

And duty in his ser\ ice perishing. [thing.

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such
Hip. He says, they can do nothing in this kind.

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for

nothing.

Onr sport shall be, to take what they mistake

:

And what poor duty cannot do.

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed
To greet me with premeditated welcomes

;

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale.

Make periods in the midst of sentences.

Throttle their practised accent in their fears,

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off,

Not paying me a welcome : trust me^ sweet.
Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome;
And in the modesty of fearful duty
1 read as much, as from the rattling tongue
Of saucy, and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity.

In least, speak most, to my capacity.

Enter Philostrate.

Philost. So please your grace, the prologue is

addrest.

The. Let him approach. [Flourish oftrumpets.)

Enter Prologue.

Prol. If we offend, it is tvith our goodtcill.

That you should think, ice come not to offend,
But tcith good will. To shoiv our simple skill,

That is the true beginning of our end.
Consider then, we come but in despite,

TVe do not come as minding to content you.
Our true intent is. Allfor your delight, \yoii,

ITe are not here. That you should here repent
The actors are at hand; and, by their show,
You s/iall know all, that you are like to know.

The. This felbw doth not stand upon points.

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt

;

he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : it

is not enough to speak, but to speak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue,
like a child on a recorder ; a sound, but not in go-
vernment.

The. His speech was like a tangled chain : no-
thing impaired, but all disordered. Who is next ?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, TVall, Moonshine,
and Lion, as in dumb show.

Prol. " Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this

sliow
;

" But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.
" This man is Pyramus, if you would know

;

" This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain.
" This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present

" Wall, that vile wall which did these lo\ers
sunder

:

"And through wall's chink, poor souls, they are
content

" To whisper ; at the which let no man wonder.
"This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn,

" Presenteth moon-shine : for, if you will know,
" By moon-shine did the.se lovers ttiink no scorn

" To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.
" This grisly beast, v.hich by name lion bight,
" The trusty Thisby, coming first by night,
' Did scare away, or rather did affright

:

" And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall

;

" Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain :

" Anon comesPyramus, sweet youth, and tall,
'' And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain :

" Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade,
"He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breast;

*' And, Thisby tarrying in mulberry shade,
" His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest.

" Let lion, moon-shine, wall, and lovers twain,
" At large discourse, while here they do remain. "

[Exeunt Prol. Thisbe, Lion, and Moon-shine.
The. I wonder, if the lion be to speak.
Dem. No wonder, my lord : one lion may, when

many asses do.

PFall. " In this same interlude, it doth befall,
" That I, one Snout by name, present a wall

:

" And such a wall as I would have you think,
" That had in it a cranny'd hole, or chink,
" Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,
" Did whisper often very secretly. [show
" This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth
•' That I am that same wall ; the truth is so

:

" And this the cranny is, right and sinister,
" Througii which the fearful lovers are to whisper."

The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak
better?

Dem. It is the wittiest partition, that ever I heard
discourse, my lord.

The. Pyramus draws near the wall: sUence!

Enter Pyramus.
Pyr. " O grim-look'd night I O night with hue

so black !

" O night, which ever-art, when day is not

!

" O night, O night, alack, alack, alack,
" I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot I

—

" And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall,
" That stand'st between her father's ground and

mine

;

" Thou wall, wall, O sweet and lovely wall,
" Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine

eyne. ( TVall holds tip his fingers.)
"Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee well

for this

!

" But wliat see I ? No Thisby do I see.
" O wicked wall,through whom I see no bliss;
" Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me !

"

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should
curse again.

Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. Deceiving
me, is Thisby's cue : she is to enter now, and I am
to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will

fall pat as I told you :—yonder she coiUes.

Enter Thisbe.

This. " O wall, full often hast thou heard my
moans,

" For parting my fair Pyramus and me :

" My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones

;

" Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee."

Pyr. " I see a voice : now will I to the chink,
" fo spy an I can hear my Thisby's face.

" Thisby !

"

This. " My love ! thou art my love, I think."

Pyr. "Think what thou wilt, I am thy lovers
grace

;

" And like Limander am I trusty still."

This. " And I like Helen, till the fates me kill."

Pyr. " Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true."

This. " As Shafalus to Procrus, I tj you."

Pyr. " O, kiss me through the hole of this vile

wall."

This. " I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all."

Pyr. "Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me
straightway?"

This. " Tide liie, tide death, I come without
delay."

Tf all. " Thus have I, wall, my part discharged so

;

" And, being done, thus wall away doth go."

[Exeunt Hall, Pyramus and Thisbe.

The. Now is the mural down between the two
neishbours.

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so

vnlful, to hear without warning.

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard.

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : and
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them.

Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not

theirs.
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The. If we uiiagiDe no worse of them, than they

of themselves, they may pass ibr escelleut men.
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion.

Enter Lion and Moon-shine.

Lion. " You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do
fear [floor,

" The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on
" May now, perchance, both quake and tremble,

here,
" When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar.

" Then know, that I, one Snug, the joiner, am
" A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam :

" For if 1 should as lion come in strife

" Into this place, 'twere pity on my life."

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience.

Dem. The very best at a beast, ray lord, that e'er

I saw.
Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour.

The. True : and a goose for his discretion.

Dem. Not so, ray lord ; for his valour cannot
carry his discretion ; and the fox carries the goose.

The. His discretion, I ain sure, cannot carry his

valour ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is

well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to

the moon.
Moon. " This lantern doth the horned moon

present:

"

Detn. He should have worn the horns on his head.
The. He is no crescent, and his horns are invi-

sible within the circumference.

Moon. " This lantern doth the homed moon
present

;

" Myself the man i'th'moon do seem to be."
The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the

man should be put into the lantern: how is it else

the man i'the moon ?

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle :

for, you see, it is already in snuft'.

Hip. I am weary of this moon: would, he would
change !

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion,

that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all

reason, we must stay the time.

Ijvs. Proceed, moon.
Moon. " All that I have to say, is, to tell yon that

the lantern is the moon ; I, the man in the moon

;

tl>is thorn-bush, ray thoru-bu.sh; and this dog, my
do^"
Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern

;

for they are in the moon. But silence ; here comes
Thisbe.

Enter Thisbe.

This. " This is old Ninny's tomb : where is my
love ?

"

Lion. " Oh—."( The lion roars.—Thisbe runs off.)

Dem. \Ve\l roared, lion.

The. Well run, Thisbe.
Hip. Well shone, moon.—Truly, the moon shines

with a good grace.

The. Well moused, lion. [The lion tears Thisbe'

s

mantle, and exit.)

Dem. And so comes Pyrartus.
Lijs. And then the moon vanishes.

Enter Pyraniiis.

Pyr. " Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny
beams;

" I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright

:

" For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams,
" I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight.

" But stay ;—O spite !

" But mark ;—Poor knight,
" What dreadful dole is here !

" Eyes, do you see ?
" How can it be ?

" O dainty duck ! O dear !

"Thy mantle good,
" What, staind with blood?

" Approach, ye furies fell

!

" O fates ! come, come
;

" Cut thread and thrum
;

" Quail, crush, conclude, and quell !
"

The. This passion, and the death of a dear friend,
would go near to make a man look sad.

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.
Pyr. " O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions

frame ?

"Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear

:

" Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame,
" That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd

with cheer.
" Come, tears, confound ;

" Out, sword, and wound
" The pap of Pyramus :

" Ay, that left pap,
" Where heart doth hop:

—

" Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.
" Now am I dead,
" Now am I fled

;

" My soul is in the sky :

" Tongue, lose thy light

!

" Moon, take thy flight

!

" Now die, die, die, die, die." {Dies.)
[Exit Moonshine.

Detn. No die, but an ace, for him; ior he is but one.

Lys. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he
is nothing.

The. \Vith the help of a surgeon, he might yet
recover, and prove an ass.

Hip. How chance moon-shine is gone, before
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover?

The. She will find him by star-light.—Here she
comes ; and her passion ends the play.

Enter Thisbe.

Hip. Methinks, she should not nse a long one,
for such a Pyramus: I hope, she will be brief.

De7n. A mote wnll turn the balance, which Py-
ramus, which Thisbe, is the better.

Lys. Slie hath spied him already with those sweet
eyes.

Dem. And thus she moaqs, videlicet.—
This. " Asleep, my love ?

" What, dead, ray dove ?
" O Pyramus, arise,

" Speak, speak. Quite dumb ?

"Dead, dead? A tomb
" Must cover thy sweet eyes.

" These lily brows,
" This cherry nose,

" These yellow cowslip cheeks,
" Are gone, are gone :

" Lovers, make moan

!

" His ej'es were green as leeks.
" O sisters tJiree,

" Come, come to me,
" With hands as pale as milk ;

" Lay them in gore,
" Since you have shore

" With shears his thread of silk.

" Tongue, not a word :

—

" Come, trusty sword
;

" Come, blade, my breast imbnie :

" And farewell, I'riends ;

—

" Thus Thisbe ends :

" Adieu, adieu, adieu." {Dies.)

The. Moon-shine and lion are left to bury the

dead.
Dem. Ay, and wall too.

Bot. No, I assure you ; the wall is down that
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the
epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance, between
two of our company.

The. No epilogue, 1 pray you ; for your play
needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for when tiie

players are all dead, there need none to be blamed.
jMarry. if he that writ it had played Pyramus, and
hanged himself in Tliisbe's garter, it would have
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been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and very
!

notably discharged. But come, your Rergomask : I

let your epilogue alone. {Here a dance of Clotons.)

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve :

—

'Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time.

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming mom,
As much as we this night have overwatch'd.

This palpabie-gross play hath well begiiil'd

The heavy gait of night.—Sweet friends, to bed.

A fortnight hold we this solemnity,

la nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

Enter PucK.

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars.

And the wolf behowls the moon

;

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,

AH with weary task fordone.

Now the wasted brands do glow.

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud.

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe.
In remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of night,

That the graves, all gaping wide,

Every one lets forth his sprite,

In the church-way paths to glide :

And we fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecat's team.

From the presence of the sun.

Following darkness like a dreara.

Now are frolic ; not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallovv'd house :

I am sent, with broom, before.

To sweep the dust behind tlie door.

Enter Oberon andTiTXSiK, ivith their train.

Obe. Through this house give glimmering light,

By the dead and drowsy fire :

Every elf, and fairy sprite.

Hop as light as bird from brier

;

And this ditty, after me,
Sing, and dance it trippingly.

Tita. First, rehearse this song by rote :

To each word a warbling note,

Hand in hand, with fairy grace,

Will we sing, and bless this place.

SONG, AND DANCE.
Obe. Now, until the break of day.

Through this house each fairy stray.

To the best bride-bed will we.
Which by us shall blessed be

;

And the issue, there create.

Ever shall be fortunate.

So shall all the couples three

Ever true in loving be :

And the blots of nature's hand
Shall not in their issue stand

;

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar.

Nor mark prodigious, such as are

Despised in nativity.

Shall upon their children be.— ' '

With this field-dew consecrate.

Every fairy take his gait

;

And each several chamber bless.

Through this palace with sweet peace x

E'er shall it in safety reft,

And the owner of it blest.

Trip away

;

Make no stay

;

Meet me all by break of day.
[Exeunt Oberon, Titania and train.

Puck. Iftve shadows have offended,

Think but this, {and all is mended,)
That you have but slumber'd here.

While these visions did appear ;

And this tceak and idle theme.
No more yielding but a dream.
Gentles, do not reprehend

;

If you pardon, ive will mend.
And, as I'm an honest Puck,
If we have unearned Iuck
Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,
fVe will make amends, ere long :

Else the Puck a liar call.

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, ifwe befriends.
And Robin shall restore amends. [Exit.
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Scene,—Navarre.

Scene I.

—

Navarre.

ACT I.

A Park tvith a Palace in it.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
DUMAIN.

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives.

Live registered upon our brazen tombs.
And then grace us iu the disgrace of death;
When, spite of cormorant devonring time.

The endeavour of this present breath may bny
That honour, which shall bate liis scythe's keen
And make us heirs of all eternity. [edge.

Therefore, brave conquerors !—for so you are.

That war against your own affections.

And the hnge army of the world's desires,

—

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force :

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world
;

Our court shall be a little academe.
Still and contemplative in living art.

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville,

Have sworn for three years' term to live with me.
My fellow scholars, and to keep those statutes,

Tliat are recorded in this schedule here :

Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names

:

That his own hand may strike h's honour down.
That violates the smallest branch herein :

If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do.

Subscribe to your detp oath, and keep it too.

Long. I am resolv'd : 'tis but a three years' fast

;

The mind shall banquet, though the body pine :

Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits.

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified

;

The grosser manner of these world's delights

He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves

:

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die
;

With all these living in philosophy.

Biron. I can but say the protestation over.

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn.
That is, to live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances :

As, not to see a woman in that term
;

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there :

And, one day in a week to touch no food

;

And but one meal on every day beside
;

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there :

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night,

And not be seen to wink of all the day;
(When I was wont to think no harm all night.

And make a dark night too of half the day;)
Which, T hope well, is not enrolled there :

O, these are barren ta.sks, too hard to keep ;

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep.
King. Youroathispass'dto passaway from these.
Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please

;

I only swore to study with your grace.

And stay here in yonr court for three years' space.

Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest.

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest.

—

What is the end of study ? let me know.
King. Why, that to know, which else we should

not know. [common sense ?

Biron. Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from
King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense.
Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so.

To know the thing I am forbid to know

:

As thus,—To study where I well may dine,

VVhen I to feast expressly am forbid

;

Or, study where to meet some mistress fine.

When mistresses from common sense are hid
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath.

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If study's gain be thus, and this be so, i

Study knows that, which yet he doth not know : >

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. S

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite,

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most
vain.

Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain

:

As, painfully to pore upon a book,
To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while

Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look :

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile :

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies.

Your light grows dark by losmg of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed,

By fixing it upon a fairer eye
;

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed,

And give him light that was it blinded by.

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun,

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks

;

Small have continual plodders ever won.

Save base authority from others' books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven's hghts,

That give a name to every fixed star.

Have no more profit of their shining nights,

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are.

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame

;

And every godfather can give a name.

King. How well he's read, to reason againsJ

reading

!

[ceeding

!

Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro-

Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the

weeding. [a-breeding.

Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are

Dum. How follows that ?

Biron. Fit in his place and time.

Du7n. In reason nothing.

Biro7i. Something then in rhyme.
Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost,

That bites the first-born infants of Die spring.
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Btroti. Well, say I am ; why shonld proud sum
nier boast,

Before the birds have any cause to sing?

Why should I joy in an abortive birth?

At Christmas I no more desire a rose,

Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows
But like of each thing, that in season grows.

So j'ou, to study now it is too late.

Climb o'er the house to unlock, the little gate.

King. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron ; adieu !

Biron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay

with you :

And, though I have for barbarism spoke more.
Than for that angel knowledge you can say,

Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore,
And bide the penance of each three years' day.

Give me the paper, let me read the same

;

1

And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name, f

King. How well this yielding rescues thee i

from shame

!

)

Biron. (Reads.) Item, That no ivoman shall
come ivithin a mite of my court.—
And hath this been proclaim'd ?

Long. Four days ago.

BiroJi. Let's see the penalty.

{Reads.)—On pain of losing tier tongue.—
Who devis'd this ?

Long. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why?
Long. To fright them hence with that dread

penalty.

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility.

[Reads.) Item, Ifany man beseento talhwith
a ivoman ivithin the term of three years, lie shall
endure such public shame as the rest of the court
can possibly devise.—
ITiis article, ray liege, yourself must break;
For well you know, here comes in embassy

The French king's daughter, with yourself to

speak,

—

A maid of grace, and complete majesty,

—

About surrender up of Aquitain

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father :

Therefore this article is made in vain.

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither.

King. VVhat say you, lords ? why, this was quite

forgot. *

Biron. So study evermore is overshot

;

While it doth study to have what it would.
It doth forget to do the thing it should :

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most,
'Tis won, as towns with tire ; so won, so lost.

King. We must, of force, dispense with this de-
She must lie here on mere necessity. [cree

;

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn
Three thousand times within this three years'

space

:

For every man with his affects is born

;

Not by might master'd, but by special grace :

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me,
I am forsworn on mere necessity.

—

So to the laws at large I write my name :

(Subscribes.)
And he, that breaks them in the least degree.

Stands in attainder of eternal shame ;

Suggestions are to others as to me

;

But, I believe, although I seem so loth,

I am the last, that will last keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

King. Ay, that there is : our court you know is

haunted
With a refined traveller of Spain

;

A. man in all the world's new fashion planted.

That hath a mint of piirases in his brain :

One, whom the music of his own vain tongue
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony

;

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny :

This child of fancy, that Arraado hight.
For interim to our studies, shall relate.

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate.

How j'ou delight my lords, I know not, I;

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie.

And I will use him for my minstrelsy.

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight.

Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our
sport;

And so to study, three years is but short.

Enter Dull tvith a letter, and Costard.

Dull. Which is the duke's own person?
Biron. This, fellow; What would'st?

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for I

am his grace's tharborough : but 1 would see his

own person in flesh and blood.

Biron. This is he.

Dull. Signior Arme—Arme—commends you.

There's villainy abroad; this letter will tell you
more. (me.

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in

God for high wordsi [us patience

!

Long. A high hope for a low having : God grant

Biron. To hear ? or forbear hearing ?

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh mode-
rately ; or to forbear both.

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us

cause to climb in the merriness.

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning

Jamienetta. The manner of it is, I was taken witii

Biron. In what manner ? [the manner.
Cost. In manner and form following, sir ; all

these three : I was seen with her in the manor-house,
sitting with her upon the form, and taken following

her into the park ; which, put together, is in man-
ner and form following. Now, sir, for the man-
ner,—it is the manner of a man to speak tp a
woman: for the form,—in some form.

*

Biron. For the following, sir?

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction; and
God defend the right

!

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ?

Biron. As 1 would hear an oracle.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken
after the flesh.

King. (Reads.) Great deputy, the welkin's vice-

gerent, and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul's

earth's God, and body's fostering patron,—
Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King. So it is,—
Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he is,

in te'ling true, but so, so.

King. Peace. [fight

!

Cost.—be to me, and every man that dares Uut
King. No words.

Cost.—of other men's secrets, I beser ch you.

King. So it is, besieged ivith sahle-coloured
melancholy, I did commend the black-oppressing
humour to the most wholesome physic of thy
health-giving air; and, as I am a gentleman,
betook myself to walk. The time when f About
the sixth hour ; when beasts most graze, birds
best peck, and men sit down to that nourish-
ment which is called supper. So much for the
time ivhen : now for the ground which ; which
I mean I walked upon- : it is ycleped thy park.
Then for the place where; tohere, I mean,
I did encounter that obscene and most preposte-
rous event, that draweth from my snow-white
pen tJie ebon-coloured ink, which here thou
viewest, beholdest, survcyest, or seest : but to the
place, ivhere,—It standeth north-north-east and
by east from the west corner of thy curious-
knotted garden : there did I see that low-spirited
swain, that base minnow ofthy mirth.

Cost. Me.
King.—that unlettered small-knowing soul.
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Cost. Me.
King.—that shallow vassal,
Cost. Still me.
King.—ivhich, as I remember, hight Costard,
Cost. O me

!

King.—sorted and consorted, contrary to thy
establishedproclaimed edict and continent canon,
with—with— with—but with this I passion to

say where-with.
Cost. With a wench.
King.—ivith a child of our grandmother Eve,

a female; or, for thy more stveet understanding,
a woman. Him I {as my ever-esteemed duty
pricks me on) have sent to thee, to receive the

meed ofpunishment, by thy sweet grace's officer,

Antony Dull; a man of good repute, carriage,
bearing, and estimation.
Dull. Me, an't shall please you ; I am Antony

Dull.

King. For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker vessel
called, ivhich I apprehended with the aforesaid
swain,) I keep her as a vessel of thy law's fury ;

and shall, at the least of thy sweet notice, bring
her to trial. Thine, in all cotnpliments of devoted
and heart-burning heat ofduty,

Don Adriano de Armado.
Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the

best that ever I heard.

King. Ay, the best for the worst.—But, sirrah,

what say you to this ?

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation ?

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but
little of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment,
to be taken wth a weuch.

Cost. I was taken with none, sir ; I was taken
with a damosel.
King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel.

Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir ; she was
a virgin.

King. It is .so varied too ; for it was proclaimed
virgin.

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity; I was
taken with a maid.
King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir.

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir.

King. Sir, I will pronounce vour sentence ; You
shall fast a week with bran and water.

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton and
porridge.

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper.

—

My lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er

—

And go we, lords, to put in practice that.

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.

—

[Exeunt King, Longaville, and Dumain.
Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat,

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.

—

Sirrah, come on,

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir : for true it is, I

was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaqueuetta is a true

girl : and therefore, Welcome the sour cup of pros-

perity! Af9iction may one day smile again, and till

then. Sit thee down, sorrow

!

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another of the same, Armado'

s

House.

Enter Armado and Moth.
Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great

spirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same
thing, dear imp.
Moth. No, no ; O lord, sir, no.

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan-
choly, ray tender juvenal?
Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work-

ing, my touah senior.

Artn. Why tough senior? why tough senior?
Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal"?
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Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent
epitheton, appertaining to thy yonng days, which
we may nominate tender.
Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent

title to your old time, which we may name tough.
Arm. Pretty, and apt.

Moth. How mean you, sir? [ pretty, and my
saying apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. [apt ?

Moth. Little pretty, because little : wherefore
Arm. And therefore apt, because quick.
Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master
Arm. In thy condign praise.

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.
Ar?n. What ? that an eel is ingenious ?

Moth. That an eel is quick.
Ann. I do say, thou art quick in answers : thou

heatest my blood.

Moth. I am answered, sir.

Arm. I love not to be crossed.
Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses love

not him. {Aside.)
Arm. I have promised to study three years with

the duke.
Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir.

Arm. Impossible.
Moth. How many is one thrice told ?

Aim. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of
a tapster.

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir.

Arm. I confess both ; they are both the varnish
of a complete man.
Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much

the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.

A?-}n. It doth amount to one more than twd.
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three.
Arm. True.
Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ?

Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink :

and how easy it is to put years to the word three,
and study three years in two words, the dancing
horse will tell you.

Arm. A most fine figure !

Moth. To prove you a cypher. (Aside.)
Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and,

as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love
with a base wench. If drawing my sword against
the humour of affection would deliver me from the
reprobate thought of it, I would take desire pri-

soner, and ransom him to any French courtier for

a new devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh; me-
thiuks, I should out-swear Cupid. Comfort me,
boy : what great men have been in love ?

Moth. Hercules, master.
Arm. Most sweet Hercules !—More authority,

dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let

them be men of good repute and carriage.

Moth. Sampson, master : he was a man of good
carriage, great carriage ; for he carried the to\vn-

gates on his back, like a porter: and he was in

love.

Arm. O well-knit Sampson! strong-jointed Samp-
son ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as tliou

didst me in carrying gates. I am in love too.

—

Who was Sampson's love, my dear Moth?
Moth. A woman, master.

Ann. Of what complexion ?

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two,

or one of the four.

Ann. Tell me precisely of what complexion ?

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir.

Ann. Is that one of the four complexions?

Moth. As I have read, sir; and the best of them
too.

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers: but

to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampson
had small reason for it. He, surely, afiected her

for her wit.

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit.

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red.
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Mofh. Most maculate thoughts, master, are

masked under such colours.

Arm. Define, define, well educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit, and my mothers tongue!

assist me ! [and pathetical

!

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty,

Moth. If she be made of white and red.

Her faults will ne'er be known

;

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred.

And fears by pale-white shown

:

Then, if she fear, or be to blame,

By this you shall not know;
For still her cheeks possess the same, ,
Which native she doth owe.

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of

white and red. [and the Beggar ?

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King
Moth. The world was very guilty ofsuch a ballad

some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to

be found ; or, if it were, it would neither serve for

the writiDg, nor the tune.

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er,

that I may example my digression by some mighty

frecedent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that

took in the park with the rational hind Costard

;

she deserves well.

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love than

my master. {Aside.)

Arm. Sing, boy \ my spirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light

Arm. I say, sing. [wench.

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta.

Didl. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that yon keep
Costard safe : and you must let him take no delight,

nor no penance ; but a' must fast three days a-week

:

for this damsel, I must keep her at the park : she is

allowed for the day-woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.—Maid.

Jaq. Man.
Arm. I will visit theef at the lodge.

Jaq. That's hereby.
Arm. I know where it is situate.

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are !

Ar7n. I will tell thee wonders.

Jaq. With that face ?

Arm. I love thee.

Jaq. So I heard you say.

Arm. And so farewell.

Jaq. Fair weather after you !

Didl. Come, Jaquenetta, away.
[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm. Villain, thou shall fast for thy otfences, ere

thou be pardoned.
Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do

it on a full stomach.

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished.

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows,

for they are but lightly rewarded.
Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up.

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away.
Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast

being loose. [shalt to prison.

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose ; thou
Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of

desolation that I have seen, some sliall see

—

Moth. What shall some see ?

Cost. Nay nothing, master Moth, but what they
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent

Jn their words • and, therefore, I will say nothing:

I thank God, 1 have as little patience as another
man ; and, therefore, I can be quiet.

[Exeunt Moth and Costard.
Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is base,

where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her
foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shall be for-

sworn, (which is a great argument of falsehood,) if

I love : and how can that be true love, which is

falsely attempted V Love is a familiar; love is a

devil : there is no evil angel but love. Vet Samp-
son was so tempted ; and he had an excellent
strength : yet was Solomon so seduced ; and he
had a very good vvit. Cupid's butt-shaft is too

hard for Hercules' club, and therefore too much
odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The first and second
cause will not serve my turn ; the passado he re-

spects not, the duello he regards not : his disgrace

is to be called boy ; but his glory is to subdue men.
Adieu, valour ! rust, rapier ! be still, drum ! for

your manager is in love
;
yea, he loveth. Assist

me, some extemporal god of rhyme ; for, I am
sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit ; write,

pen ; for I am for whole volumes in folio.

[Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Another part of the same. A Pavilion
and Tents at a distance.

Enter the Princess of France, Bosalfne,
Maria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other

A ttendants.

Boyet. Now, mad^m, summon up your dearest

spirits :

Consider who the king your father sends
;

To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy

:

Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem

;

To parley with the sole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man may owe.
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight

Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace.

As nature was in making graces dear,

When she did starve the general world beside.

And prodigally gave them all to you. [mean,

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise
;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye.

Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues:
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth.

Than you much willing to be counted wise
In spending your wit in the praise of mine.

But now to task the tasker,—Good Boyet,
Vou are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow,
Till painful study shall out-wear three years.

No woman may approach his silent court:

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course.

Before we enter his forbidden gates.

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf.

Bold of your worthiness, we single you
As our best-moving fair solicitor

:

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France,
On serious business, craving quick despatch.

Importunes personal conference with his grace.

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend,

Like humbly-visag'd suitors, his high will.

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go.

[Exit.

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and your's is so.

—

Who are the votaries, my loving lords.

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ?

1 Lord. Longaville is one.

Prin. Know you the man ?

Mar. I know him, madam; at a marriage feast.

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized,

In Normandy saw I tins Longaville :

A man of sovereign parts he is esteemed

;

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms

:

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well.

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss,

(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,)

Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a vvill

;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills

It should none spare that come within his power.

Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is't so?

Mar. They say so most, that most his humours
know.
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Prtn. Sach short-liv'd v/its do witlier as they grow.

Who are the rest ?

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd

Of all, that virtue love, for virtue lov'd : [youth,

Most power to do most harm-, least knowing ill

;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good.

And shape to \nxx grace though he had no wit.

I sav? him at the duke Alencon's once
;

And much too little of that good I saw.
Is niy report, to his great worthiness.

Ros. Another of these students at that time.

Was there with him : if I have heard a truth,

Biron they call him : but a merrier man.
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never spent an hour's talk withal

:

His eye begets occasion for his wit

;

For every object that the one doth catch.

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest

;

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,)

Delivers in such apt and gracious words.
That aged ears play truant at his tales.

And younger hearings are quite ravished
;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in love
;

That every one her own hath garnished
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ?

Mar. Here comes Boyet.

Re-enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ?

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach
;

And he, and his competitors in oath.

Were all address'd to meet you, gentle lady.

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt,

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,)

Than seek a dispensation for his oath.

To let you enter his unpeopled house.

Here comes Navarre. [The Ladies mash.)

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, BmoN, and
Attendants.

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of
Navarre.

Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and, welcome
I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to

be yours ; and welcome to the wild fields too base

to be mine.

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court.

Prin. I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither.

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath.

Prin. Our lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn.

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will.

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and no-

thing else.

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise.

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.

I hear your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping :

'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord,

And sin to break it

:

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold
;

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming.
And suddenly resolve me in my sa\i.{Gives apaper.)
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.
Prin. You vidll the sooner, that 1 were away

;

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay.

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once?
Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Biron. 1 know you did.

Ros. How needless was it then
To ask the question

!

Biron. You must not be so quick.
Ros- 'Tis 'long of you that spur me with such

questions. ['twill tire.

B^ron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast,

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.
Biron. What time o'day ?

Ros. The hour that fools should ask.
Biro7i. Now fair befal your mask

!

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers I

Biron. And send you many lovers

!

Ros. Amen, so you be none.
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.
King. Madam, your father here doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns
;

Being but the one half of an entire sum.
Disbursed by my father in his wars.
But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,)
Receiv'd that sum

;
yet there remains unpaid

A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which,
One part of Aquitain is bound to os,

Although not valued to the money's worth.
If then the king your father will restore
But that one half which is unsatisfied.

We will give up our right in Aquitain,
And hold fair friendship with his majesty.
But that, it seems, he little pnrposeth.
For here he doth demand to have repaid
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands.
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns,
To have his title live in Aquitain

;

Which we much rather had depart withal.

And have the money by our father lent.

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far

From reason's yielding, your fair self should make
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast,

And go well satisfied to France again.

Prin. You do the king my father too much
wrong,

And wrong the reputation of your name.
In so uuseeming to confess receipt
Of that, which hath so faithfully been paid.

King. I do protest, I never heard of it

;

And, it you'll prove it, I'll repay it back,
Or yield up Aquitain.
Prin. We arrest your word :

—

Boyet, you can produce acquittances.
For such a sum, from special officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfy me so.

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not
come,

WTiere that and other specialties are bound
;

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.
King. It shall sufiice me : at which interview, i

All liberal reason I will yield unto.

Mean time, receive such welcome at my baud.
As honour, without breach of honour, may
Make tender of to thy true worthiness

;

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates
;

But here without you shall be so receiv'd.

As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart.

Though so denied fair harbour in my house.

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell

:

To-morrow shall vw visit you again.

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your
grace !

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place !

[Exezint King and his train.

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own
heart. [be glad to see it.

Ros. 'Pray you, do my commendations ; I would
Biron. I would, you heard it groan.

Ros. Is the fool sick ?

Biron. Sick at heart.

Ros. Alack, let it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good ?

Ros. My physic says, I.

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ?

Ros. No poynt, with my knife.

Biron. Now, God save thy life !

Ros. And yours from long living !

Biro7i. I cannot stay thanksgiving. (Retiring.)

Diim. Sir, I pray yon, a word ; What lady is

that same '!

Boyet, The heir of Alengon, Rosaline her name
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Dum A eallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well.

[Exit.

Long. I beseech you a word : what is she in

the white ? [the light.

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in

Long. Perchance, light in the light : I desire

her name.
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire

that, were a shame.
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ?

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.

Long. God's blessing on your beard !

Boyet. Good sir, be not ofl'ended

:

She is an heir of Falconbridge.

Long. Nay, my choler is ended.

She is a most sweet lady.

Boyet. Not unlike, sir ; that may be. [Exit Long.
Biron. What's her name, in the cap ?

Boyet. Katharine, by good hap.

Biron. Is she wedded, or no ?

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so.

Biron. You are welcome, sir ; adieu !

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you.

[Exit Biron.—Ladies unmask.
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord;

Not a word with him but a jest.

Boyet. And every jest but a word.
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his

word. [board.

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to

Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry !

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ?

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips.

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture ; shall that finish

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. [the jest ?

{Offering to kiss her.)

Mar. Not so, gentle beast;

My lips are no common, though several they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom?
Mar. To my fortunes and me.
Prin. Good wits will be jangling : but, gentles,

agree :

The civil war of wits were much better used
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused.
Boyet. Ifmy observation, (which very seldom lies,)

By the heart's still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes.

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin. With what?
Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected.

Prin. Your reason ? [retire

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire :

His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed.
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed

:

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see.

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be
;

AJl senses to that sense did make their repair.

To feel only looking on fairest of fair :

Methought all his senses were lack'd in his eye.
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy

;

Who, tend'ring their own worth, from where they
were glass'd.

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd.

His face's own margent did quote such amazes.
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes :

I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his.

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss.

Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos'd

—

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye
hath disclos'd

:

I only have made a month of his eye.
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Ros. '1 hoii art an old love-monger, and speak'st

skilfully. [of him.
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news
Rss. Then was Venus like her mother ; for her

father is but grim.
Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches?
Mar. No.
Boyet. What then, do you see ?

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet. You are too hard for me.
[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Another part of the same.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. Warble, child ; make passionate my sense
of hearing.

Moth. ConcoUnel (Singing.)

Ar?n. Sweet air!—Go, tenderness of years ; take

this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him
festinately hither : I must employ him in a letter to

my love.

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a
French brawl?
Arm. How mean'stthon? brawling in French?
Moth. No, my complete master : but to jig off a

tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your
feet, humour it with turning up your eye-Uds ; sigh

a note, and sing a note ; sometime through the
throat, as if you svfallowed love with singing love

;

sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up
love by smelling love ; with your hat penthouse-like,

o'er the shop ol your eyes ; with your arms crossed
on your thin belly-doublet, like a rabbit on a spit

;

or your hands in your pocket, like a man after the
old painting ; and keep not too long in one tune,

but a snip and away : these are complements, these

are humours ; these betray nice wenches—that would
be betrayed without these ; and make them men of
note, (do you note, men ?) that most are affected

to these.

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience ?

Moth. By my penny of observation.
Arm. But O,—but O,

—

Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot.

Arm. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse?
Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a

colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have
you forgot your love ?

Ar7n. Almost I had.
Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart.
Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy.
Moth. And out of heart, master: all those three

I will prove.
Arm. What wilt thou prove ?
Moth. A man, if I live : and this, by, in, and

without, upon the instant : by heart you love her,
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart
you love her, because your heart is in love with her

;

and out of heart you love her, being out of heart that
you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. I am all the.se three.

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet
nothing at all. [a letter.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry me
Moth. A me.ssage well sympathized ; a horse to

be ambassador for an ass !

Arm. Pa, ha ! what say est thou ?

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the
horse, for he is very slow-gaited : but I go.

Arm. The way is but short; away.
Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ?

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow?
Moth. Minime, honest master ; or rather, master.
Arm. I say, lead is slow. [no.
Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so

:

Is that lead slow which is fir'd from a gun?
Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetorick !

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he :

—

I shoot thee at the swain.

Moth. Thump then, and I flee.

[Exit.
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of

grace !

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face

:
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Most rnde melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is retum'd.

Re-^nter MoTH and Costard.

Moth. A wonder, master ; here's a Costard broken
in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come,—thy

lenvoy

;

—begin.

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no l'envoy ; no salve

in the mail, sir : O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain

:

no renvoy, no Venvoy, no salve, sir, but a plantain !

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly

thought, my spleen ; the heavuigofniy lungs pro-

vokes me to ridiculons smiling : 0, pardon me, my
stars! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for Venvoy,
and the word, ['envoy, for a salve ?

Moth. Do the wise think them other ? is not

tenvoy a salve ? I make plain

Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to

Some obscure precedence, that hath tofore been sain.

I will example i^:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.
Were still at odds, being but three.

There's the moral : now the I'envoy.

Moth. I will add the I'envoy : say the moral again.

Arm. The iox, the ape, and the humble-bee.
Were still at odds, being but three.

Moth. Until the goose came out of door.

And stay'd the odds by adding four.

Now will I begiii your moral, and do yon follow
with my I'envoy.

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,
Were still at odds, being but three :

Arm. Until the goose came our of door.

Staying the odd.s by adding four.

Moth. A good l"envoy, ending in the goose;
Would you desire more ?

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose,
that's flat :—

Sir, your penny worth is good, an your goose be fat.

—

To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose

:

Let me see a fat I'envoy ; ay, that's a fat goose.

Arm. Come hither, come hither : how did this

argument begin?
Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a

shin.

Then call'd you for the Venvoy.
Cost, True, and I for a plantain : thus came your

argument in

;

Then the boy's fat /'enyoy, the goose that you bought

;

And he ended the market.
Arm. But tell me ; how was there a Costard

broken in a shin ?

Moth. I will tell you sensibly.

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, JMoth ! I will speak
that I'envoy.

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within.

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin.

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee.

Cost. O marry me to one Fiances ;—I smell
some I'envoy, some goose, in this.

Arm. Bjr my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at

liberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert im-
mured, restrained, captivated, bound.

Cost. True, true ; and now yon will be my pur-
gation, and let me loose.

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur-
ance : and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing
but this : bear this significant to the country maid
Jaquenetta : there is remuneration; {giving him
"pioney) for the best ward of mine honour is, re-

wardmg my dependents. Moth, follow. [Exit.
Moth. Like the sequel, I.—Signior Costard, adieu.
Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my inconv

Jew! [Exit Moth.
Now will I look to his remuneration. Remune-
ration! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings :

three farthings—remuneration.

—

What's the price

Enter BiRON.

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceedinglj
well met.

Cost. Pray yon, sir, how much carnation ribboL
may a man buy for a remuneration?

Biron. What is a remuneration?
Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing.

Biron. O, why then, three-farthings worth of silk.

Cost. I thank your worship : God be with you

!

Biron. O, stay, slave ; I mtist employ thee :

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave.
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat.

Cost. When would you have it done, sir ?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : fare you well.

Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first.

, Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow
morning.

' Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark,
slave, it is but this :

The princess comes to hunt here in the park.
And in her train there is a gentle lady

;

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her

name.
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her

;

And to her white hand see thou do commend
This seal'd-up counsel. There's thy guerdon

;
go.

[Gives him money.)
Cost. Guerdon,—O, sweet guerdon ! better than

remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better : most
sweet guerdon !—I will do it, sir, in print.—
Guerdon—remuneration. [Exit.

Biron. O !—And I, forsooth, in love I I that have
been love's whip

;

A very beadle to a humorous sigh

;

A critic ; nay, a ni"-ht-watch constable
;

A domineering pedant o'er the boy.

Than whom no mortal so magnificent

;

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy

;

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid
;

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms.
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents.

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces.

Sole imperator, and great general

Of trottmg paritors, O my little heart

!

And I to be a corporal of his field.

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop !

What ? I! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife !

A woman, that is like a German clock.

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame
;

•

And never going aright, being a watch.

But being watch'd that it may still go right?

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all;

And, among three, to love the worst of all

;

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow.

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes

;

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed.

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard :

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her

!

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague.

That Cupid will impose for my neglect

Of his almighty dreadful little might.

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan :

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [Exit

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Another part of the same.

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katha-
rine, BoYET, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester

Prin, VV^as that the king, that spurr'd his horsQ

so hard
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Against the steep uprising of the hill
''

BoyeL I know not ; but, 1 think, it was not he.

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting

mind.

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch

;

On Saturday we will return to France.

—

Then, forester, ray friend, where is the bush.

That we must stand and play the murderer in?

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice

;

A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot.

Prm. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot.

And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot.

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.

Prin. What, what ? first praise me, and again

say, no ? •

O short-liv'd pride ! not fair ? alack for woe !

For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin, Nay, never paint me now
;

VVhere fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true
;

{Giving fiim moiiey.)

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit._

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit.

O heresy in fair, fit for these days !

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.

—

But come, the bow :—Now mercy goes to kill.

And shooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot

:

Not wounding, pity would not let me do't

;

If wounding, then it was to show my skill.

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill.

And, out of question, so it is sometimes;
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes

;

When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part.

We bend to that the working of the heart

:

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill.

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sove-

reingty

Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be
Lords o'er their lords ?

Prin. Only for praise : and praise we may afford

To any lady that subdues a lord.

Enter Costard.

Prin. Here comes a member of the common-
wealth, [the head lady ?

Cost. God dig-yon-den all ! Pray you, which is

Prin- Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest

that have no heads.

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highe.st?

Prin. The thickest, and the tallest.

Cost. The thickest, and the tallest ! it is so

;

truth is truth.

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit,

One of these maids' girdles for your waist should
• be fit. [here.

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest

Prin, What's your will, sir ? what's your will ?

Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one
lady Rosaline. [of mine :

Prin, O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend

Stand aside, good bearer.—Boyet, you can carve

;

Break up this capon.

Boyet. I am bound to serve.

—

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here

;

It is writ to Jaquenetta.

Prin. We will read it, I swear

:

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear.

Boyet (Reads). By heaven, that thou art fair,
is most infallible ; true, that thou art beauteous

;

truth itself that thou art lovely : morefairer tlian

fair, beautiful tJian beauteous ; truer than truth
itself, have commiseration on thy heroical vassal I

The magnanimous and most illustrate Icituj

Cophetua set eye upon tfie pernicious and indubi-
tate beggar Zenelophou ; a7id he it was that might
rightly say, veni, vidi, vici ; tvhich to anatotnize
in the vulgar, (0 base and obscure vulgar) !

videUcet, he came, saw, and overcame : he came,
one ; saw, two ; overcame, three. Who came? the
king ; Why did he co7ne 1 to see ; Why did he see

'>

to overcome : To whom came he ? to the beggar

;

What saw he / the beggar ; Who overcame he '/

the beggar : The conclusion is victory ; On
whose side! the king's: the captive is enrich'd;
On tvhose side ! the beggar's ; The catastrophe is

a nuptial; On whose side? The king's?—no, on
both in one, or one in both. I ain the king ;for so

stands the comparison: thou the beggar: for so

witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command thy
love ? I may : S/iall I enforce thy love ? I could:

Shall 1 entreat thy love ? I will. What shalt

thou exchange for rags? robes ; For titles, titles

:

For thyself, me. Thus, expecting thy reply, I
profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy pic-

ture, and my heart on thy every part.
Thine, in the dearest design of industry,

Don Adruno de Armado.
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar

'Gainst thee, thonjamb, that standest as his prey
;

Submissive fall his jirincely feet before.

And he from forage will incline to play

:

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then?
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.

Prin, What plume of feathers is he, that indited

this letter? [better?

What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you ever hear

Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the

style. [erewhile.

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps
here in court

;

A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport

To the prince, and his book-mates.

Prin. Thou fellow, a word :

Who gave thee this letter ?

Cost. I told you ; my lord.

Prin. To whom should'st thou give it?

Cost. From my lord to my lady.

Prin. From which lord, to which lady ?

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine.

To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline.

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter.—Come,
lords, away.

Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another day.

[Exit Princess and train.

Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ?

Ros. Shall I teach you to know ?

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Ros. Why, she that bears the bow.
Finely put off! [marry,

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry.

Finely put ou

!

Ros. Well then, I am the shooter.

Boyet. And who is your deer ?

Ros. If we chuse by the horns, yourdelf : come
Finely put on, indeed!

—

[near.

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Bo^et, and she
strikes at the brow. [her now ?

Boyet. But she herself is lut lower : have I hit

Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying,

that was a man when king Pepin of France was a
little boy, as touching the hit it ?

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old,

that was a woman when queen Guinever of Britain

was a little wench, as touching the hit it.

Ros. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, (Singing.)

Thou canst not hit it, my good man.
Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, cannot.

An I cannot, another can.
[Exeunt Ros. and Kath,

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant ! how both did
fit it

!

[both did hit it.

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot ; for they
Boyet. A mark ! O, mark but that mark ; A

mark, says my lady

!

ibe.

Let the mark have a prick in't, to mete at, if it may
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Mar. Wide o' the bow hand ! I'faitJi your hand
is out. [hit the clout.

Cost. Indeed, a' must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er

Boyet. An if my hand be out, then, belike your
hand is in. [the pin.

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips

grow foul.

Cost. She's too hard for you at pricks, sir ; chal-

lenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing ; Good night, my
good owl. [Exeunt Boyet and Maria.

Cost. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown I

Lord, lord! how the ladies and I have put liim down !

O' my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar

wit

!

[were, so fit.

When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it

Armatho o' the one side,—O, a most dainty man !

To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan

!

To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a'

will swear !

—

And his page o' t' other side, that handful of wit

!

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit

!

(Shouting within.) Sola, sola

!

[Exit Costard, running.

Scene IL—The same.

Enter HoLOVERJiES, iSi/- Nathaniel, andDvhL.
Nath. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in the

testimony ol a o-ood conscience.

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, in sanguis,—
blood ; ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like

a jewel in the ear of coelo,—the sky, tlie welkin,
tlie heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab on the face

of terra,—the soil, the land, the earth.

Nath. Truly, master Holoferaes, the epithets are

sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least ; but, sir,

1 assure ye, it was a buck of the first head.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, hand credo.

Dull. 'Twas not a haud credo ; 'twas a pricket.

Hoi. Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of

insinuation, as it were, in via, in vvay of explica-

tion; facere, as it were, replication, or rather

ostenfare, to show, as it were, his inclination,—after

his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unprnned,
entrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, un-

confirmed fashion,—to insert again my haud credo
for a deer. [a pricket.

Dull. I said, the deer was not a haud credo ; 'twas

Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus

!

—O thou

monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look

!

Nath. Sir, he ha<b never fed of the dainties that

are bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it

were he hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not

replenished ; he is only an animal, only sensible in

the duller parts

;

And such barren plants are set before us, that we
thankful should be

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts,

that do fructify in us more than he.

For, as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet,

or a fool, [a school

:

So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him in

But, omne bene, say I; being of an old father's mind.
Many can brook the weather, that love not the

wind. [your wit.

Dull. You two are book-men : can you tell by
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not

five weeks old as yet ? [man Dtill.

Hoi. Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good
Dull. What is Dictynna ?

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam

was no more
;

[fivescore.

And raught not to five weeks, when he came to

The allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. 'Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the

exchange.
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allu-

eion holds in the exchange.

Dull. And I say, the pollusion holds in the ex-
change ; for the moon is never but a month old :

and I say beside, that 'twas a pricket that the prin-

cess kill'd.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal
epitaph on the deatli of the deer ? and, to humour
the ignorant, I have call'd the deer the princess
kill'd, a pricket.

Nath. Perge, good master Holofemes, perge ; so
it shall please you to abrogate scurrility.

Hoi. I will something affect the letter; for it

argues facility.

Thepraisefuliffrincesspierc'dandprick'dapretty
pleasing pricket ;

Some say, a sore ; but not a sore, till now made
sore with shooting.

The dogs did yell; put L to sore, then soreljumps
from thicket; [hooting.

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel; the peoplefall a-

If sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores

;

sore L ! [tnore L.

Ofone sore I an hundred make, by adding but one
Nath. A rare talent

!

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws
' him with a talent.

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple
;

a foolish, extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures,

shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revo-

lutions : these are begot in the ventricle of memory,
nourished in the womb oipia mater; and deliver'd

upon the mellowing of occasion : but the gift is good
in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it.

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you ; and so may
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor'd by
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under
yon : you are a good member of the commonwealth.

Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they
shall want no instruction : if their daughters be ca-
pable, I will put it to them : but, vir sapit qui pauca
loquitur : a soul feminine saluteth us.

Enter Jaquenetta crnd Costard.

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person.

Hoi. Master person,

—

quasi pers-on. And if one
should be pierced, which is the one ?

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is

likest to a hogshead.
Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good Instre of

conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint,

pearl enough for a swine : 'tis pretty, it is well.

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent

me from Don Armatho : I beseech yon, read it.

Hoi. Fauste, precor gelidd quando pecus omne
sub umbra

Ruminat,—and so forth. Ah, good old Mantiian !

I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice

:

Vinegia, Vinegia,
Chi non te vede, ei non te pregia.

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! Who uuderstandeth

thee not, loves thee not.— C^^, re, sol, la, mi,fa.—
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather,

as Horace says in his—What, my soul, verses ?

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned.

Hoi. Let me hear a staft', a stanza, a verse ; Lege,

domine.
Nath. If love make me forsworn, how shall I

swear to love ?

Ah, never faith could hold, if not io beauty

vowed

!

'

[prove

;

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like

osiers bowed. [eyes
;

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thme

Where all those pleasures live, that art would

comprehend :
[suffice

,

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee

commend

:

[wonder;

All ignorant that soul, that sees thee without
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(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts

admire;) [ful thunder.

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dread-

Which, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet fire.

Celestial, as thoti art, oh pardon, love, this wrong.

That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly

tongue !

Hoi. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss

the accent : let me supervise the canzonet. Here
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, fa-

cility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius

Naso was the man : and why indeed, Naso ; but for

smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, the

jerks of invention? Imitari, is nothing : so doth the

hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse

his rider. But, damosella virgin, was this directed

to you ?

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of

the strange queen's lords.

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript. To the

snoiv-ivhite hand of the most beauteous Lady Ro-
saline. 1 will look again on the intellect of the letter,

for the nomination of the party written unto.

Your ladyship's in all desired employment, Bi-

EON. Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries

with the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a

sequent of the stranger queen's, which, accidentally,

or by the way of progression, hath miscarried.—Trip

and go, my sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal

hand of the king ; it may concern much : stay not

thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu.

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, God save

your life

!

Cost. Have with thee, my girl.

[Exeunt Cost, and Jaq.

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God,
very religiously ; and, as a certain father saith

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co-

lourable colours. But, to return to the verses ; did

they please you, sir Nathaniel ?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain

pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, it shall please

you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid

child or pupil, undertake your ben t>enuto; where I

vrill prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither

savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I beseech
your society.

Nath. And thank you too : for society (saith the

text), is the happiness of life. I

Hoi. And, certes, the text most infallibly con-

cKides it.—Sir, {to Dull) I do invite you too
;
you

shall not say me, nay : pauca verba.—Away ; the

gentles are at game, and we will to our recreation.

[Exeunt.

Scene IIL—Another part of the same.

Enter Biron, with a paper.

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I am
coursing myself: they have pitch'd a toil; I am
toiling in a pitch; pitch, that defiles; defile ! a foul

word. Weil, Set thee down, sorrow! for so, they

say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool.

Well proved, wit! By the Lord, this love is as mad
as Ajax : it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep

:

Well proved again on my side ! 1 will not love : if

I do, hang me ; i'faith, I will not. O, but her eye,

—by this light, but for her eye, I would not love

her; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in

the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven,
1 do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to

be melancholy ; and here is part of ray rhyme, and
here my melancholy. Well, she hath one o' my
sonnets already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it,

and the lady hath it : sweet clown, sweeter fool,

sweetest lady ! By the world, I would not care a
pin, if the other three were in : here comes one
with a paper ; God give him grace to groan. [Gets
up into a tree.)

Enter the King, with a paper.

King. Ah me !

Biron. (Aside.) Shot by heaven !—Proceed

!

sweet Cupid; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird-

bolt under the left pap :—I'faith secrets.

—

King. (Reads.) So sweet a kiss the golden sun
gives not

To those fresh fnorning drops upon the rose.

As thy eye-beams, ivhen their fresh rays have
smote

The night ofdeiv that on my cheeks down flows :

Nor shines the silver moon one halfso bright

Through the transparent bosom of the deep.

As doth thyface through tears ofmine give light

;

Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep :

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee.

So ridest thoii tritimphing in my woe ;

Do but behold the tears that swell in me,
And they thy glory throtigh my griefwill show

:

But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep
My tears for glasses, and still make Tne tveep.

queen of queens, howfar dost thou excel!

No thought can think, nor tongue ofmortal tell.—
How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper

;

Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here f

(Steps aside.)

Enter Longaville, with a paper.

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear.

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool ap-

pear ! (Aside.)

Long. Ah me ! I am forsworn.

Biron. Why, he comes in hke a perjure, wearing
papers. (Aside?)

King. In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in

shame! (Aside.)

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name.
(Aside.)

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'd so ?

Biron. (Aside.) I could put thee in comfort ; not

by two, that I know : [society.

Thou mak'st the triumviry, the corner-cap of

The shape of Love's Tyburn, that hangs up sim-

plicity, [move :

Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to

O sweet Maria, empress of my love

!

These numbers will I tear and write in prose.

Biron. (Aside.) O, rhymes are guards on wanton
Cupid's hose

:

Disfigure not his slop.

Long. This same shall go.

—

(He reads the sonnet.)

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye
('Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu-

tnent,)

Persuade my heart to this false perjury ?

Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punishment.
,

A woman Iforsivore ; but, I will prove,
Thou being a goddess, Iforswore no* thee :

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love;

Thy grace, being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me.
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is :

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost
shitie,

Exhal'st this vapour vow ; in thee it is :

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ;

If by me broke. [Vhat fool is not so wise, i

To lose an oath to ivin a paradise ?

Biron. (Aside.) This is the liver rein, which
makes flesh a deity :

A green goose, a goddess : uure, pure idolatry.

God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' the

way.

Enter Dumain, with a paper.

Long. By whom shall I send this ?—Company !

stay. {Stepping aside.)

Biron. (Aside.) All hid, all hid, an old infant play :

Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky.

And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'er-eye.



Scene 3. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST, 137

More sacks to the mill!O heavens, I have my wish

!

Domain transform'd : four woodcocks in a dish

!

Dum. O most divine Kate !

Bircm. O Most profane coxcomb ! {Aside.)

Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye !

Biron. By heart, she is but corporal ; there you

lie. {Aside.)

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.

Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted.

{Aside.)

Dum. As upright as the cedar.

Biron. Stoop, I say
;

Her shoulder is with child. {Aside.)

Dum. As fair as day.

Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun must
sliine. {Aside.)

Dum. O that I had my wish

!

Long. And I had mine ! (Aside.)

King. And I mine too, good lord ! {Aside.)

BirOn. Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good

word ? {As-ide.)

Dum. I would forget her; but a fever she

Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be.

Biron. A fever in your blood, why, then incision

Would let her out in saucers ; sweet misprision

!

{Aside.)

Dum. Once more I'll read the ode that I have
writ.

Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can vary
wit. {Aside.)

Dum. On a day, (alack the day !J
Love, tvnose month is ever May,
Spied a blossom, passing fair.
Playing in the wanton air :

Through the velvet leaves the wind,
All unseen, 'gan passage find

:

That the lover, sick to death,
PFish'd himselfthe heavens breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow

;

Air, tvould I might triumph so !

But alack, my hand is sworn,
N^'er to pluck theefrom thy thorn

:

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet

;

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet.

Do not call it sin in me.
That I am forswornfor thee :

Thou, for whom 'ven Jove tvould swear,
Juno but an Ethiop wt r-e ;

And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortalfor thy love.—

This will I send; and something else. more plain.

That shall express my true love's fasting pain.

O, would the King, Biron, and Longaville,

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill.

Would from ray forehead wipe a perjur'd note
;

For none offend, where ail alike do dote.

Long. Dumain, {advancing) thy love is far from
charity.

That in love's grief desir'st society :

You rsay look pale, but I should blush, I know.
To be o'erheard, and taken napping so.

King. Come, sir, {advancing) you blush ; as his

your case is such

;

.You chide at him, offending twice as much
;

You do not love Maria; Longaville
Did never sonnet for her sake compile

;

Nor never lay his wreathed arms atUwart
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart

!

I have been closely shrouded in this bush,
And mark'd you both, and for you both did blush.
I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd your fashion;

Saw sie-hs reek from yon, noted well your passion :

Ah me '. says one ; O Jove ! the other cries

;

One. her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes :

You would for paradise break faith and troth

;

{To Long.)
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath.

{To Dumain.)
What will Biron say, when that he shall hear

A faith infring'd, which such a zeal did swe&r?
How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit ?

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ?

For all the wealth that ever I did see,
I would not have him know so much by me.

Birou. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.

—

Ah, good my liege, I prav thee, pardon me.
{Descendsfrom the tree.)

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove
These worms for loving, that art most in love ?
Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears.

There is no certain princess that appears

;

You'll not be perjured, 'tis a hateiul thing;
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting.
But are you not asham'd ? nay are you not.

All three of you, to be thus nmch o'ershof?
You found his mote ; the king your mote did see

;

But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a scene of foolery I have seen.
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen !

me, with what strict patience have I sat,

To see a king transformed to a gnat

!

To see great Hercules whipping a gigg<

And profound Solomon to tune a jigg,

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys.
And critic Tiraon laugh at idle toys !

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain,
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain?
And where ray liege's ? all about the breast :

—

A caudle, ho

!

King. Too bitter is thy jest.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view?
Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you

;

1, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in

;

1 am betray'd, by keeping company
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy.
When shall you see rae write a thing in rhyme?
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time
In pruning me ? When shall you hear, that I

Will praise a hand, a foot, a lace, an eye,
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,

A leg, a hmb ?

—

King. Soft ; whither away so fast?

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so?
Biron. I post from love

;
good lover, let rae go.

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard.

Jaq. God bless the king !

Kitig. What present hast thou there ?

Cost. Some certain treason.

King. What makes treason here ?

Cost. Nay, it mcikes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither,

Tiie treason, and you, go in peace away together.

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read
;

Our parson misdoubts it; 'twas treason, he said.

King. Biron, read it over. {Giving him the letter.)

—Where hadst thou it?

Jaq. Of Costard.

King. Where hadst thou it ?

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.

King How now ! what is in you? why dost thou

tear it ? [not fear it.

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy
;
your grace needs

Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore

let's hear it.

Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is Jjis name.
{picks up the pieces.)

Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, {to Cos-

tard) you were born to do me shame.

—

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess.

King. What?
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to

make up the mess ;

He, he, and you, my liege, and I,

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die.

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more.

Dum. Now the number is even.

Biron. True, true ; we are four:—
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Will these turtles be gone ?

King. Hence, sirs ; away.
Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors

stay. [Exeunt Cost, and Jaquenet.
Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us em-

brace ! ,

\s true we are, as flesh and blood can be :

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face
;

Young blood will not obey an old decree :

We cannot cross the cause why we were bom

;

Therefore, of ail hands must we be forsworn.
Kiyig. What, did these rent lines sliow some love

of thine? [heavenly Rosaline,
Biron. Did they, quoth you ? W^ho sees the

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde,
At the first opening of the gorgeous east,

Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken bhnd,
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast?

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow.

That is not blinded by her majesty ? [now ?

King. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon

;

She, an attending star, scarce seen alisht.

Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron :

P, but for my love, day would turn to night

!

Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek

;

Where several worthies make one dignity

;

Where nothing wants, tliat want itselfdoth seek.

'Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,

—

Fy, painted rhetoric ! 0, she needs it not

:

To things of sale a seller's praise belongs
;

[blot.

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth
A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn.

Might shake ofi" fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born.
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy.

O, 'tis the sun that maketh all things shine !

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.

Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine I

A wife of such wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ?

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack,

Tf that she learn not of her eye to look :

No face is fair, that is not full so black.

King. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell.

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night

;

And beauty's crest becomes the heavens well.

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits

of light.

O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt.

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair.

Should ravish doters with a false aspect

;

And therefore is she born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fashion of the days
;

For native blood is counted painting now

;

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise.

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow.
Dum. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers

black. [bright.

Long. And since her time, are colliers counted
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion

crack. [light.

Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain.

For fear their colours should be wash'd away.
King. .Twere good yours did ; for, sir, to tell

you plain,

I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to-day.

Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day
here. [she.

King. No devil will fright thee then so much as

Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff" so dear.

Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and her

face see. (Shotmng his shoe.)

Biron. O, if the streets were paved with thine

eyes.
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread !

Dum. O vile ! then as she goes, what upward lies

The street should see, as she walk'd over head.
King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love ?

Biron. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all for-

sworn. . [now prove
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron,
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. [evil.

Dum. Ay, marry, there ;—some flattery for this

Long. O, some authority how to proceed
;

Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil.

Dum, Some salve for perjurj'.

Biron. O, 'tis more than need !

—

Have at you then, afiiection's men at arms :

Consider, what you first did swear unto ;

—

To fast,—to study,—and to see no woman ;

—

Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth.

Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young;
And abstinence engenders maladies.

And where that you have vow'd to study, lords.

In that each of you hath forsworn his book :

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look?
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you.

Have found the ground of study's excellence.

Without the beauty of a woman's face ?

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive

;

They are the ground, the books, the academes,
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire.

Why, universal plodding prisons up
The nimble spirits in the arteries

;

As motion, and long-during action, tires

The sinewy vigour of the traveller.

Now, for not looking on a woman's face.

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes

;

And study too, the causer of j'our vow:
For where is any author in the world,

Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye ?

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself.

And where we are, our learning likewise is.

Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes.

Do we not likewise see our learning there ?

O, we have made a vow to study, lords
;

And in that vow we have forsworn our books

;

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,

In leaden contemplation, have found out

Such fiei7 numbers, as the prompting ey.es

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with?
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain

;

And therefore finding barren practisers.

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil

:

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes.

Lives not alone immured in the brain
;

But with the motion of all elements.

Courses as swift as thought in every power

;

And gives to every power a double power.
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds a precious seeing to the eye

;

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ;

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound.
When the suspicions head of theft is stopp'd

;

Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible.

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails
;

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus grcss in taste.

For valour ii not love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical.

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair ;

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods
Makes heaven drowsy with the liarmony.

Never durst poet touch a pen to write.

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs.

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears.

And plant in tyrants mild hunjility.

From women's ej'es this doctrine I derive :

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire

;

They are the books, the arts, the academes.
That show, contain, and nourish all the world;
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent

;

Then fools you were these women to forswear

;

Or, keeping what is sworn, yon w;ll prove fools.

For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love
;

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men

;
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Or for men's sake, the authors of these women

;

Or women's sake, by whom we men are men

;

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves.

Or else we lose ourselves, to keep our oaths

:

It is religion to be thus forsworn

;

For charity itself fulfils the law

;

And who can sever love from charity;

Kifig. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the

field! [lords;

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them.

Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis'd.

In conflict that you get the sun of them.

Long. Now to plain dealing ; lay these glozes by

:

Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ?

King. And win them too ; therefore let us devise

Some entertainment for them in their tents.

Biron. First, from the park let us conduct them
thither

;

- -_^«

Then, homeward, every man attach the hand
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon

We will with some strange pastime solace them.

Such as the shortness of the time can shape
;

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours.

Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away! no time shall be omitted,

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biron. Allons ! allons .'-^Sow'd cockle reap'd no

com;
And justic" always whirls in equal measure :

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn
;

If so, our copper buys no better treasure.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Another part of the same.

'Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull.

Hoi. Satis quod sufficit.

Nai/i. I praise God for you, sir: your reasons at

dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant

without scurrility, witty without affection, audacious
without impudency, learned without opinion, and
strange without heresy. I did converse this quon-
dam day with a companion of the king's, who is

intituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de
Armado.

Hoi. Novi hominem tanquant te : his humour is

lofty, his discourse perempto'^r, his tongue filed,

his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his ge-

neral behaviour vain, ridiculous, and Thrasonical.

He is too picked, toi> spruce, too affected, too odd,
as it were, too pereg^nate, as 1 may call it.

Nat/t. A most singular and choice epithet.

{Takes out his table-book.)

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity

finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such
fanatical fautasms, such insociable and point-devise

companions, such rackers of orthography, as to

speak, dout, fine, when he should say, doubt ; det,

when he should pronounce, debt; d, e, b, t; not
d. e, t; he clepeth a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neigh-
bour, vocatur, nebour ; neigh, abbreviated, ne

:

this is abhominable, (which he would call abomin-
able,)it insinuateth me of insanie ; Ne intelligis, do-
mine ? to make frantic, lunatic.

NatA. Laus deo, bone intelligo.

Hoi. Bone ? bone, for bene : Priscian a little

scratch'd ; 'twill serve.

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard.

Nath. Videsne quis venit?
Hoi. Video, et gaudeo.
Arm. Chirra! (To Moth.)
Hoi. Quare Chirra, not sirrah ?

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd.
Hoi. Most military sir, salutation.

Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan-
guages, and stolen the scraps. (To Costard, aside.)

Cost. Ojthey have lived long in the alms-basket
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee

for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as

honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art^^ier swal-

lowed than a flap-dragon. * ^P
Moth. Peace ; the peal begins.

Arm. Monsieur, {to Hoi.) are you not letter'd ?

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-book :

—

What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on his

head?
Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.
Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn :—You

hear his learning.

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant?
Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat

them; or the fifth, if I.

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i.

—

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it ; o, u.

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra-

neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip,

snap, quick and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect

:

true wt. [wit-old.

Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man ; which is

Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure ?

Moth. Horns. _
[gig.

Hoi. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I

will whip about your infamy circiim circa ; a gig of

a cuckold's horn

!

Cos. An J had but one penny in the world, thou

shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is

the very renumeration 1 had of thy master, thou

half-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre-

tion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that thou

wert but my bastard, what a joyliil father wouldst

thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill,

at thy fingers' ends, as they say.

Hoi. O, I smell false Latin ; dunghill for unguem.
Arm. Arts-man, prceamhula ; we will be singled

from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at

the charge-house on the top of the mountain ?

Hoi. Or, mons, the liill.

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain.

Hoi. I do, sans question.

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavi-

lion, in the posteriors of this day; which the rude

multitude call, the afternoon.

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most generous sir,

is liable, congruent, and measurable lor the after-

noon : the word is well cull'd, chose ; sweet and

apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure.

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and
my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend :

—

for what is inward between us, let it pass :—I do
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy ;— I beseech

thee, apparel thy head ;—and among other importu-

nate and most serious designs,—and of great import

indeed, too;—but let that pass :—for I must tell

thee, it will please his grace (by the world) sometime

to lean upon my poor shoulder ; and with his royal

finger, thus, dally with my excrement, with my
mustachio : but, sweet heart, let that pass. By the

world, I recount no fable ; some certain special

honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Ar-

mado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the

world: but let that pass. The very all of all is,—

but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy,—that the

king would have me present the princess, sweet

chuck, with some delightful ostentation, or show,

or pageant, or antic, or fire-work. Now, under-

standing that the curate and your sweet self are

good at such eruptions, and sudden breaking out of

mirth, as it were, I ha%e acquainted you withal, to

the end to crave your assistance.

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the mne
worthies.—-Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en-

tertainment of time, some show in the posterior of

this day, to be rendered by our assistance,—the

king's command, and this most gallant, illustrate,

and leained gentleman,—before the princess; I say,

none so fit as to present the nine worthies.
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Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough

to present llKni?
Hoi. Jo^a, ^ourself ; myself, or tliis p^allant

gentleman, Judas Maccabaeus; this swain, because
()( his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the

great; the page, Hercules.

Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity enough
for that worthy's thumb : he is not so big as the end
of his club.

Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall present

Hercules in minority : his enter and exit shall be
strangling a snake; and-1 will have an apology for

that purpose.

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the

audience hiss, you may cry : ivell done, Hercules!
now thou crushest the snake ! that is the way to

make an offence gracious ; though few have the

grace to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the worthies ?

Hoi. I will play three myself

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman

!

Ar)>i. Shall I tell you a thing?

Hoi. We attend.

Arrn. VVe will have, if this fadge not, an antic.

I beseech you, follow.

Hoi. Via, goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no

word all tliis while.

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hoi. Allons ! we will employ thee.

Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or so : or I will

play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance

the hay.

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away.
[Exeunt.

Scene H.—Another part of the same. Before the

Princess^ Pavilion.

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaune, and
Maria.

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart.

If fairings come thus plentifully in:

A lady wall'd about with diamonds

!

Look you, what I have from the loving king.

Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that ?

Prin. Nothing but this ? yes, as much love in

rhyme.
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper.

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all

;

That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name.

Ros. That was the way to make his godhead wax;
For he hath been five thousand years a boy.

Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.

Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him; he kill'd

your sister.

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy;

And so she died : had she been light, like you.

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit,

She might have been a grandam ere she died

:

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long.

Ros. What's your dark meaning, mouse, of this

light word ?

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. [out.

Ros. We need more light to find your meaning
Kath. You'll mar the light, by taking it in snufl";

Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument.

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i' the dark.

Kath. So do not you ; for you are a light wench.

Kath. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore

light. [for me.

Kath. You weigh me not,—O, that's you care not

Ros. Great reason ; for. Past cure is still past care.

Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play'd.

But Rosaline, you have a favour too

:

Who sent it? and what is it?

Ros. I would, you knew

;

An if my face were but as fair as yours.

My favour were as great ; be witness this.

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron :

The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too,

1 were the fairest goddess on the ground

:

I am corapar'd to twenty thousand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter !

Prin. Any thing like ?

Ros. Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praise

Prin. Beauteous as ink : a good conclusion.

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy book,

Ros. 'W^are pencils ! How ? let me not die your
debtor,

My red dominical, my golden letter

:

O, that your face were not so full of O's

!

Kath. A pox of that jest ! and beshrewall shrows !

Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Dumain?
Kath. Madam, this glove.

Prin. Did he not send you twain ?

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover.

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover :

A huge translation of hypocrisy.

Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity. [ville
;

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longa-
The letter is too long by half a mile. [heart,

Prin. 1 think no less : dost thou not wish in

Tiie chain were longer, and the letter short? [part.

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never
Prin. VVe are wise girls, to mock our lovers so.

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so.

That same Biron I'll torture ere 1 go.

O, that 1 knew he were but in by the week !

How I would make liim fawn, and beg, and seek;
And wait the season, and observe the times.

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes;
And shape his service wholly to my behests

;

And make him proud to make me proud that jests !

So portent-like would I o'ersway his state.

That he should be my fool, and I his fate.

Prin, None are so surely caught, when they are

catch'd.

As wit turn'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd.

Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school

;

And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool.

Ros. The blood of youth bums not with such
excess,

As gravity's revolt to wantonness.
Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note,

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote;

Since all the power thereof it doth apply,

To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity.

Enter BoYET.

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face.

Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter? Where's
her grace ?

Prin. Thy news, Boyet?
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare I

—

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are

Against your peace : lo\ e doth approach disguis'd^

Armed in arguments
;
you'll be surpris'd :

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence
;

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.

Prin. Saint Dennis to Saint Cupid! Whai are they.

That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say.

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a syca-nore,

I thouglit to ';lose mine eyes some half an hoar;
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos'd rest,

Toward that shade I might behold addrest

The king and his companions : warily

I stole into a neighbour thicket by,

And overheard what you shall overhear

;

That by and by, disguis'd they will be here.

Their herald is a pretty knavish page.

That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage :

Action, and accent, did they teach him there
;

Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear :

And ever and anon they made a doubt.

Presence majestical would put him out

;

For, quoth the king, an angel shall thou see ;

Yet fear not thou, hut speak audaciously.

The boy reply'd. An anyel is not evil

;

I should have feafd her, had she been a devil.

With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the

shoulder

;
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Making the bold wag by their praises bolder.

One rubb'd his elbow, thus ; and fleer'd, and swore,

A better speech was never spoke before :

Another, with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, Via ! we will do't, come wliat will come :

The third he caper'd, and cried. All goes well:

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell.

VVith that, they all did tumble on the ground,

With such a zealous laughter, so profound.

That in this spleen ridiculous appears,

To check their folly, passion's solemn tears.

Pri?t. But what, but what, come they to visit us ?

Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd

thus,

—

Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess,

Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance :

And every one his love-feat will advance
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know
By favours several, which they did bestow.

Prill. And will they so? the gallants shall be
task'd

:

For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd

:

And not a man of them shall have the grace,

Despight of suit, to see a lady's face.

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear

;

And then the king will court thee for his dear;
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine

;

So shall BiroD take me for Rosaline.

—

And change you favours too ; so shall your loves

Woo contrary, doceiv'd by these removes.
Has. Come on then ; wear the favours most in

sight.

Katk. But, in this changing, what is your intent?
Prin. The eflect of my intent is, to cross theirs

;

They do it but in mocking merriment;
And mock for mock is only my intent.

Their several counsels they unbosom shall

To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal.

Upon the next occasion that we meet.
With visages display'd, to talk, and greet.

Ros. But shall we dance, ifthey desire us to't?

Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move a foot

;

Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace
;

But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face.

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's
heart.

And quite divorce his memory from his part.

Prin. Therefore I do it; and, I make no doubt.
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out.

There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown

;

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own :

So shall we stay, mocking intended game
;

And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame.
(Trumpets sound within.)

Boyet. The trumpet sounds ; be mask'd, the
maskers come. {T/ie Ladies mask.)

Enter the King, BraoN, Longaville, and Dumain,
in Russian habits, and masked; Moth, Mu-
sicians, and Attendants.

Moth. Allhail the richest beauties on the earth!
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta.

Moth. A holy parcel ofthe fairest dames,
(The ladies turn their backs to him.)

That ever turn'd their—backs—to mortal views !

Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes.
Moth. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal

vietvs ! Out—
Boyet. True ; out, indeed.
Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits.

Not to behold— [vouchsafe
Biron. Once to behold, rogue.
Moth. Once to behold tvith your sun-beamed

eyes,— with your sun-beamed eyes—
Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet,

' ou were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes.
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me

out.

Btron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you
rogue.

Ros. What would these strangers ? know their

minds, Boyet

:

If they do speak our language, 'tis onr will

That some plain man recount their purposes :

Know what they would.
Boyet. What would you with the princess ?

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.

Ros. What would they, say they?
Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.

Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be
gone. [gone.

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be
King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles.

To tread a measure with her on this grass.

Boyet. They say that they«hafe measur'd many
a mile.

To tread a measure with you on this grass.

Ros. It is not so : ask them, how many inches
Is in one mile : if they have measur'd many,
The measure then of one is easily told.

Boyet. If, to come hither, you have measur'd
miles.

And many miles ; the princess bids you tell,

'How many inches do fill up one mile.

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary
steps.

Boyet. She hears herself.

Ros. How many weary steps.

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone,

Are nnmber'd in the travel of one mile ?

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for

Our duty is so rich, so infinite, [you
;

That we may do it still without accompt.
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face.

That we. like savages, may worship it.

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do!

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to
shine

(Those clouds remov'd,) upon our wafry eyne.
Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter

;

Thou now reqnest'st but moonshine in the water.
King. Then, in our measure, do but vouchsafe

one change

:

Thou bid'st me beg ; this begging is not strange.

Ros. Play, music, then : nay, you must do it

soon. [Music play.)
Not yet ;—no dance :—thus change I like the moon.
King. Will you not dance ? How come you thus

estrang'd ?

Ros. You took the moon at full ; but now she's

chang'd.

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man.
The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

King. But your legs should do it.

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here by
chance.

We'll not be nice : take hands ;—we will not dance.
Kiyig. Why take we hands then ?

Ros. Only to part friends :-

Court'sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends.

King. More measure of this measure; be not
nice.

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price.

King. Prize you yourselves ; what buys your
company ?

Ros. Your absence only.

King. That can never be.

Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so adieu;
Twice to your visor, and half once to you

!

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Ros. In private, then.

King. I am best pleas'd with that.

[They converse apart.)

Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word
with thee. [three.

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is

Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so
nice,)
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Metheglin, wort, and malmsey ;—Well run, dice !

There's half a dozen sweets.

Prhi. Seventh sweet, adieu !

Since yoa can cog, I'll play no more with you.

Biroii. One word in secret.

Prin. Let it not be sweet.

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall.

Prin. Gall ! bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet.
[They converse apart.)

Dum. Will yoa voachsaife with me to change a
word?

Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady,

—

Mar. • Say you so ? Fair lord,

—

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Please it yoa.

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu.

(They converse apart.)

Kath, What, was your >isor made without a

tongue "?

Lena. I know the reason, lady, why you ask.

Kath. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir; I long.

Long. You have a double tongue within your
mask.

And would afford my speechless nsor half.

Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ;—Is not veal

a calf?

Long. A calf, fair lady ?

Kath. No, a fair lord calf.

Long. Let's part the word.

Kath. No, I'll not be your half:

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox.

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these

sharp mocks

!

Will yon give horns, chaste lady ? do not so.

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow.

Long. One word in private with yon, ere I die.

Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you cry.

{They converse apart.)

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as

keen
As is the razor's edge invisible,-

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ;

Above the sense of sense : so sensible

Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings.

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, \vind, thought, swifter

things.

Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break off,

break off.

Biron. By hea\en, all dry-beaten with pure .scoff I

King. Farewell, mad wenches
;
you have simple

wits.

[Exeunt King, Lords, Moth, Music, and Atten-

dants.

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.

—

Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at?

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths

puffd out.

Bos. Well-liking wits they have ;
gross, gross

;

fat, fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout

!

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to night?

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ?

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite.

Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases !

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word.

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Mar. Dumain was at ray service, and his sword :

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was mute.

Kath. Lord Longa^ille said, I came o'er his heart;

And trow you what he call'd me ?

Prin. Qualm, perhaps.

Kath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art

!

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-

caps.
But will you hear? the king is my love sworn.

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me.
Kath. And Longaville was for my service bom.

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree.

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear

:

Immediately they will again be here
In their own shapes; for it can never be,
They will digest this harsh indignity.

Prill. Will they return ?

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows

;

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows
;

Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair.

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.

Prin. How blow ? bow blow ? speak to be under-
stood.

Boyet. Fair ladies, mask'd, are roses in their bud

:

Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown.
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do.
If they return in their own shapes to woo ?

Ros. Good, madam, if by me you'll be advis'd.
Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd :

Let us complain to them what fools were here,
Disguis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear

;

And wonder, what they were ; and to what end
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn'd.
And their rough carriage so ridiculous,

Should be presented at our tent to us.

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at hand.
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land.

[Exeunt Princess, Ros. Kath. andMaria.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
Dumain, in their proper habits.

King. Fair sir, God save yon ! Where is the

princess ?

Boyet. Gone to her tent: Please it your majesty.

Command me any service to her thither ?

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one
word.

Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord.

[Exit.

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas;

And utters it again, when God doth please

:

He is vvit's pedlar ; and retails his wares
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs;

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know.
Have not the grace to grace it with such show.
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve

;

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve :

He can carve too and lisp : why, this is he
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy

;

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice,

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable terms ; nay, he can sing

A mean most meanly; and, in ushering.

Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet

;

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet:

This is the flower that smiles on every one.

To show his teeth as white as whales 'bone:

And consciences, that will not die in debt.

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet.

King. A blister on ms sweet tongue, with my
heart.

That put Armado's page out of his part

!

Etiter ike Princess, ushered iyBoyet ; Rosaline,
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants.

Biron. See where it comes !—Behaviour, what
w-ert thou.

Till this man show'd thee ? and what art thou now ?

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day!

Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.

King. Construe my speeches better, if you may.

Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you leave.

King. VVe came to visit you ; and purpose now
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then.

Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your

vow :

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men.

King- Rebuke me not for that which you provoke;

The virtue of your eye must break my oath.
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Prin. You nick-name virtue : vice you should

have spoke

;

For virtue's office never breaks men's troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the unsullied lily, I protest,

A world of torments though I should endure,

I would not yield to be your house's guest

:

So much I hate a breaking cause to be
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity.

King. O, you have liv'd in desolation here.

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame.
Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear

;

We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game;
A mess of Russians left us but of late.

King. How, madam ? Russians ?

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state.

Ros. Madam, speak true :—It is not so, my lord
;My lady, (to the manner of the days,)

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise.

We four, indeed, confronted here with four
In Russian habit ; here they stay'd an hour.

And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord.

They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think.

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have
drink.

Biron. This jest is dry io me.—Fair, gentle
swe^^t.

Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye.
By light we lose light : your capacity
Is of that nature, that to your huge store

VVise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor.
Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my

eye,—
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty.
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong.

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue.
Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess.

Ros. All the fool mine ?

Biron. I cannot give you less.

Ros. Which of the visors was it that you wore ?

Biron. Where ? when ? what visor ? why demand
you this ?

Ros. There, then, that visor ; that superfluous case
That hid the worse, and show'd the better face.

King. We are descried: they'll mock us now
downright.

Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest.

Prin. Amaz'd, my lord ? Why looks your high-
ness sad ?

Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon ? Why
look you pale ?

—

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy.
Biron. Tlius pour the stars down plagues for

perjury.

Can any face of brass hold longer out ?

—

Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me
;

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout •

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance •

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit;
And I will wish thee never more to dance.

Nor never more in Russian habit wait.
O ! never will I trust to speeches penn'd.

Nor io the motion of a school-boy's tongue
;Nor never come in visor to my friend

;

. Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song

:

Taflata phrases, silken terms precise,
Three-pil'd hyperboles, spnice affectation.

Figures pedantical : these summer-flies
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation :

I do forswear them : and I here protest.
By this white glove, (how white the hand, God

knows
!)

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd
In russet yeas, aud honest kersey noes

:

And to begin, wench,—so God help me, la !—

'd c^
thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.

Ros. Sans sans, I pray you.

Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage :—bear with me, I am sick

;

I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see

;

Write, Lord have mercy on its, on those three
;

They are infected, in their hearts it lies

;

They have the plague, and caught it of your eye.s

:

These lords are visited; you are not free.

For the Lord's tokens on you do I see.

Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens
to us.

Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us

.

Ros. It is not so ; for how can this be true.

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ?

Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you.

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend.

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end.

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude
transgression

Some fair excuse.
Prin. The fairest is confession.

Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ?

King. Madam, I was.
Prin. And were you well advis'd ?

, King. I was, fair madam.
Prin. When you then were here.

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ?

King. That more than all the world I did respect

her.

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will re-

ject her.

King. Upon mine honour, no.

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear;

Your oath once broke, yon force not to forswear.

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of

mine.
Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it :—Rosaline,

What did the Russian whisper in your ear ?

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover,
That he would wed me, or else die my lover.

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Most honourably doth uphold his word.
King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my

troth,

I never swore this lady such an oath.

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain.

You gave me this : but take it, sir, again.

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give
;

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear

;

And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear :

—

What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ?

Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain.

—

I see the trick on't ;—Here was a consent

(Knowng aforehand of our merriment,)

To dash it like a Christmas comedy:
Some carry-table, some please-man, some slight zany.

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some
Dick,—

That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick

To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd,

—

Told our intents before : which once disclos'd.

The ladies did change favours ; and then we.
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror.

We are again forsworn ; in will, and error.

Much upon this it is :—And might not yon,
[ToBoyet.)

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ?

Do not yon know my lady's foot by the squire.

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ?

And stand between her back, sir, and the fire.

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ?

You put our page out; go, you are allow'd
;

Die when you Nvill, a smock shall be your shroud.

You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye.

Wounds like a leaden sword.

Boyet. Full merrily

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.
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Biron. ho, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have
done.

Ettter Costard.

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray.

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know.
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no.

Biroft. What, are there bat three ?

Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine,

For every one pursents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine.

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope
it is not so :

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we
know what we know:

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,

—

Biron. Is not nine.

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil
it doth amount. [nine.

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity yon should get

your living by reckoning, sir.

Biron. How much is it?

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the

actors, sir, will sliow whereuntil it doth amount

:

for my own part, 1 am, as they say, but to par-
feel one man,—e'en one poor man ; Porapion the

great, sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ?

Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of
Pompiou the great : for mine own part, I know
not the degree of the worthy ; but 1 am to stand
for him.

Biron. Go, bid them prepare.

Cost. We will turn it tinely off, sir; we will take
some care. [Exit Costard.

King. Biion, they will shame us, let them not

approach.
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and 'tis

some policy

To have one show worse than the king's and his

company.
King. I say, they shall not come. [now;
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you

That sport best pleases, that doth least know how :

Where zeal strives to content, and the contents

Die in the zeal of them which it presents.

Their fbnn confounded makes most form in mirth

;

When great things labouring perish in their birth.

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expence of
thy royal sweet breatli, as will utter a brace of words.

{Armado converses with theKiny, and delivers
him a paper.)

Prin. Doth this man serve God ?

Biron. Why ask you ?

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making.
Arm, That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo-

narch : for, 1 protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding
fantastical; too, too vain; too, too vain: but we
will put it, as they say, to fortuna delta yuerra.

I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couple-

nient

!

[Exit Armado.
King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor-

thies : he presents Hector of Troy ; the swain,

Porapey the great; the parish curate, Alexander;
Armado's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Ma-
chabaiiis.

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive.

These four will change habits, and present the

other five.

Biron. There is five in the first .shov/.

King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so.

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge
priest, the fool, and the boy :

—

Abate a throw at novum ; and the whole world
again, [vein.

Cannot prick out five sach, take each one in his

King. The ship is under sail, and here she com6s
amain.

[Seats broughtfor the King, Princess, ^c.)

Pageant of the Nine Worthies.

Enter Costard armed, for Pompey.
Cost. I Pompey am,
Boyet. You lie, yon are not he.

Cost. 1 Pompey am,
Boyet. With libbard's head on knee.
Biron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be

friends with thee.

Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd the
big;—

Dum. The great.

Cost. It is great, sir ;

—

Pompey surnanCd the
great

;

That oft infield, tvith targe and shield, did make
my foe to sweat

:

And travelling along this coast, I here am come
by chance ;

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet
lass of France. [done.

If your ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I had
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth : but, I hope, I was

perfect : I made a little fault in, great.

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves
the best worthy.

Enter Nathaniel armed, for Alexander.

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the

world's commander ;

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my
conquering might

;

My ^scutcheon plain declares, that I am Ali-
sander.

Boyet. Your nose says, no, yon are not; for it

stands too right.

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this most tender-
smelling knight.

Prin. The conqueror is dismay'd : proceed, good
Alexander.

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the
world's commander

;

—
Boyet. Most true, 'tis right

;
you were so, Ali-

sander.

Biron. Pompey the great,

—

Cost. Your servant, and Costard.
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali-

sander.

Cost. O, sir, {to Nath.) you have overthrown
Alisander the conqueror! You will be scraped out
of the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds
his poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to

A-jax : he will be the ninth worthy. A conqueror,

and afeard to speak! runaway for shame, Alisande.-.

{Nath. retires.) There, an't shall please you ; a fool-

ish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and soon
dash'd ! He Ls a marvellous good ueighbour, in

sooth ; and a very good bowler : but for Alisander,

alas you see, how 'tis;—a little o'cparted:—But
there are worthies a-coming will speak their mind iu

some other sort

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey.

Enter Holofkknes armed, for Judas, atid Moth
armed, for Hercules.

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this imp,
Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headeH

canus

;

Ajid, luhen he tvas a babe, a child, a shrimp.
Thus did he strangle serpents in his uianus :

Quoniam, he seemeth in trJnority

;

Ergo, / co?ne ivitk this apology.—
Keejj son>e state in thy exit,icaA vanish. [Exit Molh.

Hoi. Judas I am,—
Dum. .\ Judas !

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir,

—

Judas I am, ycleped Machahcens.
Dum. Judas Machabajus dipt, is plain Judas.
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Biron, A kissing traitor :—How art thou prov'd

Judas ?

Hol. Judas I am,—
flutn. The more shame for yon, Judas.

Hol. What mean you, sir?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.

Hol. Begin, sir; you are my eider.

Biron. Well follow'd : Judas was hang'd on an
elder.

Hol. 1 will not be put out of countenance.

Biron. Because thou hast no face.

Hol. What is this?

Boyet. A cittern head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.

Biron. A death's face in a ring.

Long. The face ofan old Roman coin, scarce seen.

Boyet. The pummel of Caesar's faulchion.

Dum. Tiie carved-bone face on a flask.

Biron. Si. George's half-cheek in a brooch.

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap ofa tooth-drawer

:

And now, forward ; for we have put thee in coun-

tenance.

Hol. You have put me out of countenance.

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces.

Hol. But you have ontfac'd them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so.

Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go.

And so adieu, iweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay?

Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the ass to the Jude

;
give it him :

—

Jud-as, away.
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.
Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas : it grows

dark, he may stumble. [baited !

Prin. Alas, poor Slachabseus, how hath he been

Enter Armado armed, for Hector.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes
Hector in arms.

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, 1

will now be merry.

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this.

Boyet. But is this Hector ?

Dum. I think. Hector was not so clean timbered.

Long. His leg Ls too big for Hector. '

Dum. More calf, certain.

Boyet. No ; he is best endued in the small.

Biron. This cannot be Hector.

Dutn. He's a god or a painter ; for he makes faces.

Arm. The artnipotent Mars, of lances the al-

mighty,
Gave Hector a gift.—
Dum. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A lemon.

Long. Stuck with cloves.

Dum. No, clo\en.

Arm. Peace !

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty,
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of IIion ; [yea

A man so breath'd, that certain he would fight,
From morn till night, out of his pavilion.

I am tliat flower,—
Dum. That mint.

Long. That columbine.
Arm. Sweet lord Loi^ville, rein thy tongue.

Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs
against Hector.
Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound.
Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten :

sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried ;

when he breath'd, he was a man—But I will for-

ward with my device : sweet royalty, {to the Prin-
cess.) bestow on me the sense of hearing.

[Biron ivhispers Costard.)
Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much de-

lighted.

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper.
Boyet. Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not by the yard.

Arm. This Hectorfar sicrmounted Hannibal.—
Cost. ITie party is gone, fellow Hector, she is

gone ; she is two months on her way.
Ai-m. What meanest thou ?

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan,
the poor wench is cast away : she's quick ; the

child brags in her belly already ; 'tis yours.

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among poten-
tates ? thou shalt die.

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd for Jaque-
netta that is quick by him ; and hang'd, for Pom-
pey that is dead by him.
Dum. I\Iost rare Pompey !

Boyet. Renowned Pompey

!

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great,

Ptinpey ! Pompey the huge !

Dum. Hector trembles.

Biron. Pompey is mov'd :—More Ates, more
Ales ; stir them on ! stir them on

!

Dum. Hector will challenge him.

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's

belly than will sup a flea.

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee.

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern

man; I'll slash ; I'll do it by the sword:—I pray
you, let me borrow my arms again.

Du)n. Room for the incensed worthies.

Cost. I'll do it in my shirt.

Dum. Most resolute Pompey !

Moth. Master, let me take yon a button-hole

lower. Do yon not see, Pompey is uncasing for

the combat? What mean you? you will lose your
reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I

will not combat in my shirt

Dum. You may not deny it ; Pompey hath made
the challenge.

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and mil.
Biron. What reason have you for't ?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt;

I go woolward for penance.

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome
for want of linen ; since when, I'll be sworn, he
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's ; and
that 'a wears next his heart, for a favour.

Enter Mercade.

Mer. God save you, madam

!

Prin. Welcome, Mercade

;

But that thou interrupt'st our merriment.

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring.

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father

—

Prin. Dead, for my life.

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. [cloud.

Biron. Worthies, away ; the scene begins to

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath:

I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole

of discretion, and 1 will right myself hke a soldier.

[Exeunt JVorthies.

King. How fares your majesty ?

Prin. Boyet, prepare : I will away to-night.

King. IMadam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay.

Prin. Prepare, I say.—I thank you, gracious

lords.

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat.

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe

In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide.

The liberal opposition of our spirits :

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves

In the converse of breath, your gentleness

Was guilty of it—Farewell, worthy lord!

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue :

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks

For my great suit so easily obtain'd.

King. The extreme parts of time extremely form

All causes to the purpose of his speed;

And otten, at his very loose, decides

That, which long process could not arbitrate:
.

And though the mourning brow of progeny

Forbid the smiling courtesy of love,
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The holy suit, which fain it would convince
;

Yet, since love's argument was first on foot,

Let not the cloud of sorrow jnstle it

From what it purpos'd ; since, to wail friends lost,

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable.

As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I understand you not ; my griefs are dou-
ble, [grief;

—

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of

And by these badges understand the king.

For your fair sakes have we neglected time,

Play'd foul play with our oaths
;
your beauty, la-

dies.

Hath much deformed us, fashioning our humours
Even to the opposed end of our intents :

And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbefitting strains
;

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain

;

Form'd by the eye, and, thereibre, like the eye.

Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms.

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll

To eveiy varied object in his glance :

Which party-coated presence of loose love

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes.

Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities.

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults,

Suggested us to make : therefore, ladies.

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false.

By being once false for ever to be true

To those, that make us both,—fair ladies, you

:

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin.

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace.

Pnn. VVe have receiv'd your letters, full of

Your favours, the ambassadors of love
;

[love
;

And, in our maiden council, rated them
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy.

As bombast, and as lining to the time

;

But more devout than this, in our respects.

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves

In their own fashion, like a merriment.

Duni. Our letters, madam, show'd much more
than jest.

Long. So did our looks.

Ros. We did not quote them so.

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour.

Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too short

To make a world-without-end bargain in

:

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd mach.
Full of dear guiltiness : and, therefore, this,

—

If for my love (as there is no such cause)

You will do aught, this shall you do for me

:

Your oath 1 will not trust ; but go with speed
To some forlorn and naked hermitage.

Remote from all the pleasures of the world
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning

:

If this austere iusociable life

Change not your oflfer, made in heat of blood
;

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds,
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love,

But that it bear this trial, and last love ; .

Then, at the expiration of the year.

Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts.

And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine,

I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut
My woeful self up in a mourning house;
Raining the tears of lamentation
For the remembrance of my father's death.
If this thou do deny, let our hands part;
Neither intitled in the other's heart.

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny.
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest.

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye !

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast.

Biron. And what to me, my love, and what to

me ?

Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank;
You are attaint wit-h faults and perjury

;

Therefore, if you mv favour mean to get,

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest,

But seek the weary beds of people sick.

Bum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me?
Kdtli. A wife I—A beard, fair health, and ha

nesty

;

With three-ibld love I wish you all these three.

D/nii. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ?

Kitth. Not so, my lord;—a twelvemonth and a day
I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say ;

Come when the king doth to my lady come.
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some.
Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then.

Katli. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again.

Long. What says Maria ?

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end,
('11 change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long.

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young.
Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress, look ou me.

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye.

What humble suit attends thy answer there;
Impose some service on me for thy love.

iRos. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron,
Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks

;

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ;

Which you on all estates will execute.
That lie within the mercy of your wit

:

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain

;

And, therewithal, to win me, if you please,

(Without the which I am not to be won,)
You shall this twelvemonth term, from day to day.
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse
With groaning wretches : and your task shall be.

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit.

To enforce the pained impotent to smile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of
death?

It cannot be ; it is impossible :

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony.

Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing

spirit.

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace,

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools :

A jest'#prosperity Ties in the ear

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears.

Deal 'd with the clamours of their own dear groans.
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then,

And I will have you, and that fault withal

;

But, if they will not, throw away that spirit.

And I shall find you empty of that fault.

Right joyful of your reformation. [befall,

Biron. A twelvemonth ? well, befall what will

I'll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take my
leave. {To the King.)

Ki7ig. No, madam : we will bring you on your way.
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play :

Jack hath not Jill: these ladies' courtesj

Might well iiave made our sport a comedy.
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a

(Jay,

And then 'twill end.

Biron. That's too long for a play.

Enter Armado.

A rm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,

—

Prin. 'VVas not that Hector?
JJtim. The worthy knight of Troj\

Artn. 1 will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave

:

I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold
the plough for her sweet love three years. But,
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue

that the two learned men have compiled, in praise

of the owl and the cuckoo? it should have followed
in the end of our show.

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so.

Arm. Holla I approach.
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Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, Cos-
tard, and others.

This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the spring;

the ooe maintain'd by the owl, the other by the

cuckoo. Ver. begin.

, . SONG.

I.

Sprinf). When daisies pied, and violets blue.

And lady-smocks all silver-white.

And cuclcoo-buds of yellow hue,

Do paint the meadows with delight.

The ctickuo then, o7i every tree,

Mocks married men, for thus sings he.

Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,— ivord of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear

!

U.

When shepherds pipe on oaten straivs,

And merry larks areploughmen s clocks,

TVheti turtles tread, and rooks, and daws.
And maidens bleach their summer smocks.

The cuckoo then, on every tree.

Mocks married men, for thus sings he,

Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word offear,
Unpleasing to a married ear !

III.

Tf'int. When icicles hang by the wall.
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,

A nd Tom bears logs into the hall.
And milk comesfrozen home in pail,

TJ hen blood is nipp'd, and tvays befoul.
Then nightly sings the staring oiol,

To-who ;

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note,
IFhile greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

IV.

When all aloud the ivind doth bloiv.

And coughing drcnvns the parson's saw.
And birds sit brooding in the snow.
And Marian's nose looks red and raiv.

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl.
Then nigldly sings the staring owl,

To-who ;

Tu-tvhit, to-who, a merry note.

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the
songs of Apollo Vou, that way ; we, this way.

[Exeunt

K«



MERCHANT OF VENICE.
Of the Merchant of Venice the style is even and easy, willi few peculiarities of diction, or anomalies of construc-

tion The comic part raises laughter, and the serious tixes expectali.m.. The probability of either one or the other

storV cannot be mainOiued. The union of two actions in one event is in this drama eminently happy Dryden

was much pleased with his own address in connecting the two plots of Ins Spanish Friar, which yet, 1^ believe, the

Clitic will find excelled by tliis play. JohnsoH.
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DUKE OF VENICE.
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PRINCE OF ARRAUON, }
Suitors to fortia.

ANTONIO, the Merchant of Venice.
BASSANIO, his Friend.
SALANIO,

JSALARINO, > Friends to Antonio and Bassnnio.
GRATIANO,

\LORENZO, in Love with Jessica.
SHYLOCK, a Jew.
TUBAL, a Jew, his Friend.

Scene,—Partly at Venice, atidpartly

LAUNCELOT GCBBO, a Clown, Servant to Shylock.

OLD GOISBO, Father to Luuncelut.

S^LEKIO, a Messenger from Venice.

LEONARDO, Servant te Bassanio.
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PORTIA, a rich Heiress.
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JESSICA, Daughter to Shylock.

Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of Justice,

Goaler, Servants, and other Attendants.

at Belmont, the Seat of Portia, on the Continent.

Scene I.

ACT I.

-Ve7iice. A Street.

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio.

Ant. In sooth, I know not wliy I am so sad;
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies you,-

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it.

What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn

;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me.
That 1 liave much ado to know myself.

Salar. You mind is tossing on the ocean

;

There, where your argosies with portly sail,

—

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood.

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea,

—

Do overpeer the petty traffickers.

That curt'sy to them, do them reverence.

As they fly by them with their woven wings. "

Salan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth.

The better part of my aliections would
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind
;

Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads

;

And every object that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt.
Would make me sad.

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought
What harm a wind too great might do at sea.

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run.

But I should think of shallows and of flats
;

And see my wealthy Andrew dockd in sand.

Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs.

To kiss her burial. Should 1 go to church.
And see the holy edifice of stone.

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ?

Which touching but my gentle vessel's side.

Would scatter all her spices on the stream
;

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks
;

And, in a word, but even now worth this.

And now worth nothing? Siiall 1 have the thought

To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought.

That such a thing, bechanced, would make me sad?
But tell not me ; I know, Antonio
Is sad to think upon his merchandize.

Ant. Believe me, no: 1 thank my fortune for it,

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted.

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate

Upon the fortune of Uiis present year

:

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad.

Salan. Why then you are in love.

Ant. Fy,
{f.

Salan. Not in love neither? Then let's say,

you are sad,
Because you me not merry : and 'twere as easy

For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are

merry, iJamis,

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes.

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper;

And other of such vinegar aspect.

That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile.

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano.

Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble
kinsman,

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : fare you well

;

We leave you now svith better company.
Salar. 1 would have staid till I had made you

merry.
If worthier friends had not prevented me.
Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard.

I take it, your own business calls on you,

And you embrace the occasion to depart.

Salar. Good morrow, my good lords.

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ?

Say, when ?

You grow exceeding strange : must it be so ?

Salar. We'll make our leisures to attend on
yours. [Exeunt Salarino arid Salanio.

Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found
Antonio,

We two will leave you : but, at dinner-time,

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet.

Bass. I will not fail you.

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio

;

You have too much respect upon the woiid :

They lose it, that do buy it with much care.

Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd.

Ant. I hnld the world but as the world, Gra-
tiano

;

A stage, where every man must play a part.

And mine a sad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool

:

With mirth and langhter let old wrinkles come;
And let my liver rather heat with wine.

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within.

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?
Sleep, when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio,

—

1 love thee, and it is my love that speaks ;

—

There are a sort of men, whose visages

Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond

;

And do a wilful stillness entertain.

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit;

As who should say, / am Sir Oracle,
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And, when I opp my lips, let no dog bark

!

O, my Autonio, 1 do kuow of these.

That therefore only are reputed wise.

For saying nothing; who, I am very sure, [ears.

If they should speak, would almost damn those
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers

I'll tell thee more of this another time : [fools.

But fish not, with this melancholy bait.

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion.

—

Come, good Lorenzo :—Fare ye well, a while

;

I'll end my exhortation after dinner. [time :

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till diuner-
I must be one of these same dumb wse men.
For Gratiano never lets me speak. [more,

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years
Thou shalt not know the sound of tbine own tongue.

Ant. Farewell: I'll grow a talker for this gt-ar.

Graf. Thanks, i'faith ; for silence is only com-
mendable

la a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible.

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo.
Ant. Is that any thing now ?

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing,
more than any man in all Venice : his reasons are

as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaft";

you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and,

when you have them, they are not worth the seaich.

Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same.
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage.

That you to-day promis'd to tell me of? ,^

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
How much I have disabled mine estate.

By something showing a more swelling port

Than my faint means would grant continuance :

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd

From such a noble rate ; but my chief care
Is, to come fairly ott" from the great debts,

^Vherein my time, something too prodigal.

Hath left me gaged : to you, Antonio,

I owe the most, in money, and in love :

And from your love I have a warranty

To unburthen all my plots, and purposes.

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.
Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it

;

And, if it stand, as you yourself still do.

Within the eye of honour, be assur'd,

I\Iy purse, my person, my extremest means.

Lie all nnlock'd to your occasions.

Bass. In my school-days, wl en I had lost one

I shot his fellow of the self-same flight [shaft.

The self-same way, with more advised watch.

To find the other forth and, by advent'ring both,

I oft found both ; I urge this childhood proof.

Because what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth,

That which I owe is lost : but if you please

To shoot another arrow that self way
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt,

As I will watch the aim, or to find both.

Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. [time.

Ant. You know me well ; and herein spend but

To Avind about my love with circumstance :

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong.
In making question of my utterraost.

Than if you had made waste of all I have

:

Then do but say to me what I should do.

That in your knowledge may by me be done.
And I am press'd unto it: therefore, speak.

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left.

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word.
Of woud'rous virtues ; sometimes from her eyes
1 did receive fair speechless messages :

Her name is Portia; nothing undervalued
To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia.
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth

;

For the four winds blow in from every coast
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece

;

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' strand,

And many Jasons come in quest of her.
O, my Antonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
I have a mind presages me such thrift,

That I should questionless be fortunate.
Ant. Thou know'st, tiiat all my fortunes are at

Nor have I money, nor conmiodity [sea

;

'Fo raise a present sum : therefore go forth.
Try what my credit can in Venice do;
That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost.
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.
Go, presently inquire, and so will I,
\V here money is ; and I no question make.
To have it of ray trust, or for my sake. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Belmo?it. A Room in Portia's House.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.
Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is

aweary of this great world.
Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your mi-

series were in the same abundance as your good
fortunes are : and yet, for aught I see, they are as
sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that stane
with nothing : it is no mean happiness, therefore, to
be seated in the mean ; superfluity comes sooner by
white hairs, but competency lives longer.

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced.
Ner. They would do better, if well followed.
Por. If to do were as easy, as to know what

were good to do, chapels had been churches, and
poor men's cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good
divine that follows his own instructions : I can
easier teach twenty what were good to be done,
than be one of the twenty to follow mine own teach
ing. The brain may devise laws for the blood;
but a hot temper leaps over a cold decree : such a
hare is madness the youth, to skip o'er the meshes
of good couusel the cripple. But this reasoning is

not in the fashion to choose me a husband :—O me,
the word choose ! 1 may neither choose whom I
would, nor refuse whom I dislike; so is the will
of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a dead
father:—Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot
choose one, nor refuse none ?

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there-
fore, the lottery, that he hath dev ised in these three
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who
chooses his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt,
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in

your affection towards any of these princely suitors

that are already come?
Por. I pray thee, o\er-name them; and as thou

naraest them, I will describe them ; and according
to my descri|.tion, level at my affection.

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.

Por. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth no-

thiug but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great

appropriation to his own good parts, that he can

shoe him himself : I am much afraid, my lady his

mother played false with a smith.

Ner. Then is there the county Palatine.

Por. He doth nothing but frown ; as who should

say. And if you will not have me, choose : he hears

merry tales, and smiles not: I fear, he will prove,

the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being

so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had

rather be married to a death's head with a hone in

his mouth, than to eitlier of these. God defend me
from these two

!

iL-e BouV
Ner. How say you by the French lord, Rlonsieur

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass

for a man. In truth, I know it is a siu to be a

mocker; but, he ! why, he hath a horse better than

the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of frowning

than the count Palatine : he is every man in no man ;

if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering : he

will fence with his own shadow : if I should marry

him. 1 should marry twenty husbands : if he would
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despise me, I would for^ve him ; for if he love me
to madness, I shall never requite him.

Ner. What say yon then to Faulconbridge, the

young baron of England ?

Por. You know, I say nothing to him ; for he
understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither

Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you will come into

the court and swear, that I have a poor penny-worth
in the English. He is a proper man's picture ; but,

alas ! who can converse with a dumb show ? How
oddly he is suited ! I think, he bought his doublet
in Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in

Germany, and his behaviour every where.
Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his

neighbour?
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him

;

for he borrowed a box of the ear of the English-

man, and swore he would pay him again, when he
was able : I think, the Frenchman became his

surety, and sealed under for another.

Ner. How like you the young German, the duke
of Saxony's nephew ?

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is

sober ; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he
is drunk : when he is best, he is little worse than
a man ; and when he is worst, he is little better

than a beast : an the worst fall that ever fell, I

hope, [ shall make shift to go without him.
Ner. If he should otFer to choose, and choose the

right casket, you should refuse to perform your fa-

ther's will, if you should refuse to accept him.
Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee,

set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary
casket: lor, if the devil be within, and that tempt-
ation without, I know he will choose it. I will do
any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a
sponge.

Ner. Yon need not fear, lady, the having any of
these lords ; they have acquainted me with their

determinations : which is, indeed, to return to their

home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless

you may be won by some other sort than your father's

imposition, depending on the caskets.

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die
as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the
manner of my father's will: I am glad this parcel
of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one
araong^ them but I dote on his very absence, and I

pray God grant them a fair departure.
Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's

time, a Venetian, a scholar, and soldier, that came
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat ?

Por. Yes, yes, it was Rassanio ; as I think, so
was he called.

Ner. True, madam : he, of all the men that ever
my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserv-
ing a fair lady.

Por. I remember him well ; and I remember him
worthy of thy praise.—How now ! what news ?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam,
to take their leave : and there is a fore-runner
come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; who
brings word, the prince, his master, will be here
to-night.

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I

should be glad of his approach : if he have the con-
dition of a saint, and the complexion of a devil,
I had rather he should shrive me than wive me.
Come, Nerissa.—Sirrah, go before.—Whiles we
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at
the door. [Exeunt.

Scene III.— Venice. A public Place.

Enter Rassanio and SmLocK.
Sky. Three thousand ducats,—well.
Bnss. Ay, sir, for three months.
Shy. For three months,—well.

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall

be bound.
S/iy. Antonio shall become bound,—well.

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure
me ? Shall I know your answer ?

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months,
and Antonio bound.

Bass. Your answer to that.

Shy. Antonio is a good man. [contrary ?

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the
Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ;—my meaning in saying

he is a good man, is to have you understand me,
that he is sufficient : yet his means are in suppo-
sition : he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another
to the Indies; I understand moreover upon the

Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for

England, and other ventures he hath, squander'd
abroad ; but ships are but boards, sailors but men :

there be land-rats, and water-rats, water-thieves,

and land-thieves ; I mean, pirates ; and then, there

is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks :—Tlu;

man is, notwithstanding, sufficient ;—three thousand
ducats ;—I think, I may take his bond.

Bass. Re assured you may.
Shy. I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may

be assured, I will bethink me : may I speak with
Antonio ?

Bass. If it please you to dine with ns.

Shy. Y es, to smell pork ; to eat of the habita-

tion which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the

devil into ; I will buy with you, sell with you, talk

with you, walk with you, and so following; but I

will not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with
you. What news on the Rialto?—Who is he
comes here ?

Etiter Antonio.

Bass. This is signior Antonio.
Shy. (^Aside.) How like a fawning publican he

I hate him, for he is a Christian

:

[looks

!

Rut more, for tliat, in low simplicity.

He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails.

Even there where merchants most do congregate.
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift.

Which he calls interest : cursed be my tribe,

If I forgive him !

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ?

Shy. I am debating of my present store

;

And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross
Of full three thousand ducats: What of that?
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of ray tribe.

Will furnish me : Rut soft; how many months
Do you desire?—Rest you fair, good signior;

{To Antonio.)
Your worship was the last man in our mouths.
Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow,

Ry taking, nor by giving of excess.

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of ray friend,

I'll break a custom :— Is he yet possess'd.

How much you would ?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant. And for three mouths.
Shy. I had forgot,—three months, you told me so.

Well then, your bond; and, let me see, Rut
hear you :

Methou^ht, you said, you neither lend, nor borrow,
Upon advantage.

Atit. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's sheep,
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,)

The third possessor; ay, he was the third.

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest ?

Shy. No, not take interest: not, as you would
Directly interest ; mark what Jacob did [say^
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When Laban and himself were comprorais'd.

That all the eanlings which were streak'd, and pied.

Should fall as Jacob's hire ; the ewes, being rank.

In the end of autumn turned to the raras :

And when the work of generation was
Between these woolly breeders in the act.

The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wands.
And, in the doing of the deed of kind.

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes

;

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time

Fall party-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's.

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest

;

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. [for";

Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv'd

A thing not in his power to bring to pass,

liut sway'd, and fasliion'd, by the hand of heaven.

Was this inserted to make interest good ?

Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ?

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast :

—

But note me, siguior.

A nt. Mark you this, Bassanio,
Tlie devil can cite scripture for his purpose.
An evil soul, producing holy witness.

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek;
A goodly apple rotten at the neart

;

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath.' [sum.

Shy. Three thousand ducats,
—

'tis a good round
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate.

Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to you ?

Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft.

In the Rialto you have rated me
About my monies, and my usances :

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug;
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe :

You call me—misbeliever, cut-throat dog.

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine.

And all for use of that which is mine own.
Well then, it now appears, you need my help :

Go to, then ;
you come to me, and you say,

Shylock. we ivould have monies; You say so;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard.

And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold ; monies is your suit.

What should I say to you ? Should I not say.

Hath a dog money 1 is it possible,

A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key,

With bated breath, and wliispering humbleness,
Say this,—

—

Fair sir, you spit on me on JFednesday last

;

You spurn'd me such a day ; another time
You call'd me—duy ; afidfor these courtesies

I'll lend you thus much monies. *

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou- wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends
;
(for when did friendship take

A breed for barren metal of his friend ?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy
;

Who, if he break, thou may'st with better face
Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm !

1 would be friends with you, and have your love,

Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with,
Su.oply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me :

This is kind I ofler.

Ant. This were kindness.
Shy. This kindness will I show :

—

Go with me to a notai-y, seal me there
Your single bond ; and, in a meny sport.

If you repay me not on such a day,
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are
Express d in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut ofl' and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me.

Ant. Content, in faith ; I'll seal to such a bond.
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew.

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for mc,

I'll rather dwell in my necessity.

Ant. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit it;

Within these two months, that's a month before
This bond expires, I do expect return

Of fhrice three times the value of this bond.
Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christians are;

Who.se own hard dealings teaches them suspect
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this;

If he should break his day, what should I gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man.
Is not so estimable, profitable neither.

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say.

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship :

If be will take it, so; if not, adieu :

And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not
Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond.
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's

;

Give him direction for this merry bond.
And I will go and purse the ducats straight

;

See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently

I will be with you. [Exit.

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew.
This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind.

Bass. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.
Ant. Come on; in this tliere can be no dismay,

My ships come home a month before the day.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.:

Scene I.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House,

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Fringe of Mo-
rocco, and his tra'in; Portia, Nerissa, and
other of her Attendants.

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion.

The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun.

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.

Bring me the fairest creature northward bom.
Where Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles.

And let us make incision for your love.

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine
Hath fear'd the valiant; by my love, I swear,

The best-regarded virgins of our clime

Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue,

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen^

Por. In terras of choice I am not solely led

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes;

Besides, the lottery of my destiny

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing

:

But, if my father had not scanted me.
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself

His wfe, who wins me by that means I told you,

Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair.

As any comer I have look'd on yet.

For my affection.

Mor. Even for that I thank you
;

Therefore, 1 pray you, lead me to the caskets.

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,—

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince.

That won three fields of Sultan Solyraan,

I would out-stare the sternest eyes tiiat look.

Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth.

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear.

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady : but, alas the while !

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw -

May turn by fortune from the weaker hand •.

So is Alcides beaten by his page
;

And so may I, blind fortune leading me,

Miss that, which one unworthier may attain.

And die with grieving.

Po,.. You must take your chance
;

And either not attempt to choose at all,

Or swear, before you choose,—if you choose wrong.

Never to speak to lady afterward

In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd.

Mor. Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my chance.
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Por. First, forward to the temple ; after dinner

Your hazard shall be made.
, . ,„

31or. Good fortune then ! [Cornets.)

To make me bless'd, or cursed'st among men.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Launcelot Gobbo.

Latm. Certainly my conscience will serve me to

rnn from this Jew, my master : the tiend is at mine

elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, Laitn-

celot Gobbo, good Launcelof, or good Gobbo, or

good Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the

itarf, run away : My conscience says,— no, take

heed, honest Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo

;

or as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not

run; scorn running tcith thy heels. Well, the most

courageous fiend bids me pack; via! says the fiend
;

away ! says the fiend, for the heavens ; rouse up a
brave mind, says the fiend, and run. Well, my
conscience, hanging about the neck ofmy heart, says

very wisely to me,— my honest friend Launcelot,

being an honest man's son, or rather an honest

woman's son ;—for, indeed, my father did something

smack, something grow to, he had a kind of taste :

well, my conscience says, Launcelot, budge not

;

budge, says the fiend ; budge not, says my con-

science : Conscience, say I, you counsel well; fiend,

say I, you counsel well : to be ruled by my con-

science, I should stay with the Jew, my master, who
(God bless the mark ! ) is a kind of devil; and, to

run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the

fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil him-

self : Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarna-

tion; and, in my conscience, my conscience is but

a kind of hard conscience, to ofl'er to counsel me to

stay with the Jew : The fiend gives the more friendly

counsel : I will run, fiend; ray heels are at your

commandment, I will run.

Enter Ou) GoBBO, with a basket.

Gob. Master, yonng man, you, I pray you ; which
is the way to master Jew's ?

Laun. (Aside.) O heavens, this is my true be-

gotten father ! who, being more than sand-blind,

Eigh-gravel blind, knows me not : — I will try con-

clusions with him.

Gob. Master, young gentleman, I pray you, which
is the way to master Jew's?
Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next

turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left;

marry at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but
tuiTi down indirectly to the Jew's house.

Gob. By God's sonties, 'twill be a hard way to

hit. Can you tell me, whether one Launcelot, that
dwells with him, dwell with him, or no ?

Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot?

—

Mark me now
;
[aside.) now will I raise the waters :—Talk yon of young master Launcelot ?

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son ; his
father, though I say it, is au honest exceeding poor
man, and, God be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we
talk of young master Launcelot.

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir.

Laun. But I pray yon ergo, old man, ergo, I be-
seech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot ?

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership.
Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of mas-

ter Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman (ac-
cording to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings,
the sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is,

indeed, deceased; or, as you would say, in plain
terms, gone to heaven.

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very
staff of my age, my very prop.
Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post,

a staff, or a nrop?—Do you know me, father?
Gob. Alack the day, 1 know you not, young gen-

tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy (God
rest his soul !) alive or dead ?

Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father that

knows his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you
news of your son : give me your blessing : truth will

come to light; murder cannot be hid long, a man's

son may ; but, in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up ; I am sure you are

not Launcelot, my boy.

Laun. Fray you, let's have no more fooling about

it, but give me your blessing : I am Launcelot, your

boy that was, your son that is, your child that shall be.

Gob. I cannot think you are my son.

Laun. 1 know not what I shall think of that; but

I am Launcelot, the Jew's man; and, I am sure,

Margery, your wife, is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I'll be sworn,

if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and
blood. Lord worshipp'd might he be ! what a beard
hast thou got ' thou hast got more hair on thy chin,

than Dobbin my thilthorse has on his tail.

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin's tail

grows backward ; I am sure he had more hair on

his tail, than I have on my face, when I last saw him.

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost

thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him a

present; how 'gree you now?
Laun. Well, well ; but for mine own part, as I

have set np my rest to run away, so I will not rest

till I have rnn some ground : my master's a very Jew :

Give him a present ! give him a halter : I am famish'd

in his service
;
you may tell every finger I have with

my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come
;
give tne

your present to one master Bassanio, who, indeed,

gives rare new liveries ; if I serve not him, I will ruri

as far as God has any ground.—O rare fortune

!

here comes the man ;—to liim, father : for I am a
Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer.

Enter Bassanio, ivith Leonardo, and other
Folloivers.

Bass. You may do so ;—but let it be so hasted,

that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the

clock : see these letters deliver'd
;
put the liveries

to making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to iny

lodging. [Exit a Servant.
Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God bless your worship !

Bass. Gramercy : VVould'st thou aught with mt ?

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy,

—

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall .specify,

—

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would
say, to serve,

—

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve

the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shall

specify,—
Gob. His master and he (saving your worship's

reverence,) ar? scarce cater-cousins :

—

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the

Jew having clone me wrong, doth cause me, as my
father, being I hope an old man, shall frulify unto

you,—
Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would

bestow upon your worship ; and my suit is,

—

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to

myself, as your worship shall know by this honest

old man; and, though I say jt, though old man, yet,

poor man, my father.

Bass. One speak for both ;—What would you ?

Latin. Serve you, sir.

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir.

Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain'd thy suit

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day.

And hath preferr'd thee, if it be preferment,

To leave a rich Jew's service, to become
^

The follower of so poor a gentleman.
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Lawn. The old proverb is very well parted between
my master Shylock and yon, sir; you have the grace

ol' God, sir, and he hath enough.

Bass. Thou speak'st it well ; Go, father, with
thy son :

Take lea^e of thy old master, and inquire

My lodging out ;—Give him a livery

(
To his Followers.)

More guarded than his felloes: see it done.

Laun. Father, in :—I cannot get a serv ice, no

;

—I have ne'er a tongue in my head !—W'ell
;
[look-

ing on /lis palm.) if any man in Italy have a fairer

table, which doth offer to swear upon a book !—

I

shall have good fortune
;
go to, here's simple line

of life ! here's a small trifle of wives : alas, fifteen

wives is nothing ; eleven widows, and nine maids, is

I K simple coming-in for one man ; and then, to

! 'scape drowning thrice ; and to be in peril of my life

with the edge of a feather-bed ;—here are simple

'scapes ! W ell, if fortune be a woman, she's a good
wench for this gear.—Father, come ; I'll take my
leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an ej'e.

[E.xeiint Laimcelot and oldGobbo.
Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this

;

These things being bought, and orderly bestow'd,
Return in haste, for 1 do feast to-night

flly best esteeni'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Cra. Where is your master?
Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks.

\Exit Leonardo.
Gra. Signior Bassanio,

Bass. Gratiano

!

Gra. I have a suit to you.

Bass. Yon have obtaind it.

Gra. You must not deny me ; I must go with
you to Belmont. [Gratiano ;

Bass. Why, then you must;—But hear thee,

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ;

—

Parts that become thee happily enough.
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults

;

But where thou art not known, why, there they show
Something too liberal ;—pray thee, take pain

To allay with some cold drops of modesty
Thy skipping spirit

j
lest, through thy wild behaviour

I be misconstrued in the place I «o to.

And lose my hopes.

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me :

If I do not pnt on a sober habit.

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely

;

Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen

;

Use all the observance of civility.

Like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please his grandam, never trust me more.
Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not gage
By what we do to-night. [me
Bass. No, that were pity;

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment ; but fare you well,
I have some business.

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest;
But we will visit you at supper-time. [Exeu?it.

Scene III.—The same. A Room in Shylock'

s

House.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot.

Jes. I am sorry, thou w ilt leave my father so

;

Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil.
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness

:

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee.
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's gnest

:

Give him this letter; do it secretly.

And so farewell ; I would not have my father
See me talk with thee.

Laiin. Adieu ;—tears exhibit ray tongue.—Most
beautiful pagan,—most sweet Jew ! If a Christian
do not play the knave, and get thee, I am much de-
ceived : but, adieu ! these foolish drops do somewhat
drow n my manly spirit ; adieu ! [Exit.

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot.
Alack, what heinous sin is it in me.
To be asham'd to be my father's child !

But though I am a daughter to his blood,
I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo,
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife

;

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit.

Scene lY.—The same. A Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, arid
Salanio.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away at supper-time

;

Disguise us at my lodging, and return
All in an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation,
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-

bearers.

Salan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order'd;
And better, in my mind, not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four o'clock ; we have two hours
To furnish us ;

—

Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

Friend Launcelot, what's the news ?
Lavn. An it shall please you to break up this, it

shall seem to signify.

Lor. 1 know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand
;

And whiter than the paper it writ on.
Is the fair hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.
Laun. By your leave, sir.

Lor. Whither goest thou ?
Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew

to .sup to-night with my new master the Christian.
Lor. Hold here, take this :—tell gentle Jessica,

I will not fail her!—speak it privately
;
go.

—

Gentlemen, \Exit Launcelot.
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ?

I am provided of a torch-bearer.
Salar. Ay, marry. 111 be gone about it straight.
Salan. And so will I.

I^or. INIeet me and Gratiano,
At Gratiano's lodging, some honr hence.

Salar. 'Tis good we do so.

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan.
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ?

Lor. I must needs tell thee ail : she hath di-

rected.
How I shall take her from her father's house

;

What gold, and jewels, she is furnish'd with;
What page's suit she hath in readiness.
If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven,
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake

:

-\nd never dare misfortune cross her foot,

Unless she do it under this excuse,

—

Tliat she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me

;
peruse this, as thou goest

:

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. Before Shylock's House.

Enter SinxocK and Launcelot.

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy
judge.

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio: ;

What, Jessica !—thou shalt not porraandize.

As thou hast done with me ;—What Jessica !

—

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out;

Why, Jessica, I say !

Laun. Why, Jessica

!

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid (hee call.

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, J could
do nothing without bidding.
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Enter Jessica.

Jes. Call yon ? What is your will ?

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica

:

There are my keys :—But wherefore should I go ?

f am not bid for love ; they flatter me :

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian.—Jessica, my girl.

Look to my house :—I am right loth to go
;

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest.

For I did dream of money-bags to-night.

Laitn. I beseech you, sir, go ; my young master
doth expect your reproach.

Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have conspired together,—

I

will not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do,

then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a

bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i' the

morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday
was four year in the afternoon. [Jessica :

Shy. What ! are there masques ? Hear you me.
Lock up my doors : and when you hear the drum.
And the vile squeaking ofthe wry-neck'd fife,

Clamber not you up to the casements then,

Nor thrust your head into the public street.

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish 'd faces;

But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements :

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter

My sober house.—By Jacob's staff 1 swear,

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night

:

But 1 will go.—Go you before me, sirrah :

Say, I will come.
Laun. I will go before, sir.

—

Mistress, look out at window, for all this
;

There will come a Christian by,

Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit Laun.
Shy. What says that fool of Hagar'solFspring, ha?
Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress ; no-

thing else. [feeder.

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps hy day
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me

;

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one, that I would have him help to waste
His borrow'd purse.—Well, Jessica, go in;

Perhaps, I will return immediately;
Do as I bid you.
Shut doors after you : fast bind, fast find

;

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit.

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost,

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit.

Scene VI.

—

The Same.

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masqued.

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lo-
Desir'd us to make stand. [renzo

Salar. His hour is almost past.

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour.

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly

To seal love's bonds new made, than they are wont.

To keep obliged faith nnforfeited !

Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast.

With that keen appetite that he sits down ?

Where is the horse, that doth untread again

His tedious measures with the unbated fire

, That he did pace them first ? All things that are.

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd.

How like a younker, or a prodigal,

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind !

How like the prodigal doth she return
;

With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails,

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind

!

Enter Lorenzo.

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo;—more of this here-

after, [abode ;

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long

Not I, but my alFairs, have made you wait :

When you shall please to play the thieves for wives,

I'll watch as long for you then.—Approach
;

Here dwells my father Jew:—Ho ! who's within?

Enter Jessica above, in boy's clothes.

Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty,

Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.

Jes. Lorenzo, cerHin ; and my love, indeed
;

For who love I so much ? And now who knows.
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are v>'itness that

thou art.
_ _

(pains.

Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth tho

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me.

For I am much asham'd of my exchange :

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see

The pretty folies that themselves commit

;

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush

To see me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer.

Jes. What, must 1 hold a candle to my shf»mes ?

They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too light.

Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love
;

And I should be obscur'd.

Lor. So are you, sweet,

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy.

But come at once

;

For the close night doth play the runaway.
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast.

.Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself
With some more ducats, and be with you straight.

[Exit, from above.

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
Lor. Besiirew me, but I love her heartily,

For she is wise, if I can judge of her;

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true;

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself;

-4nd tlierefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true.

Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter Jessica, below.

What, art thou come ?—On, gentlemen, away
;

Our niasquing mates by tliis time for us stay.

[Exit ivith Jessica and Salarino,

Enter Antonk).

Ant. Who's there?
Gra. Signior Antonio?
Ant. Fy, fy, Gratiano I where are all the rest?

'Tis nine o'clock : our friends all stay for you :

—

No masque to-night ; the wind is come about,
Bassanio presently \vill go aboard :

I have sent twenty out to seek for you.

Gra. I am glad ont; 1 desire no more delight.

Than to be under sail and gone to-night. [Exei^'t.

Scene VII.

—

Belmont. A Rooin in Portia's House.

Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia, with the
Prince of Morocco, and both their trains.

Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover
The several caskets to this noble prince :

—

Now make your choice. (bears :

—

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription

Who chooseth me, shall ijain what many vieu
desire.

The second, silver, which this promise carries;

—

Who chooseth me, shall get a.s much as he deserves.
This tliird, dull lead, with waruing all as blunt;

—

iJ'ho chooseth me, must give and hazard all he
hath.

How shall I know if I do choose the rigiit ?

Por. The one of them contains my picture, prince
;

If you choose that, then 1 am yours withal.

Mor. Some god direct my judgment! Let me see,

I will survey the inscriptions back again :

What says this leaden casket?
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he

hath.
Must give—For what ? for lead ? hazard for lead?
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Tliis casket threatens . men, that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages :

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross

j

I'll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead.

VVhat says the silver, with her virgin hue ?

Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves.

As much as he deserves ?—Pause there, Morocco,

And weigh thy value with an even hand :

If thou be'st rated by thy estimation.

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough

May not extend so far as to the lady

;

And yet to be afeard of my deserving.

Were but a weak disabling of myself.

As much as I deserve !—Why, that's the lady;

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes.

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;

r5iit more than these, in love I do deserve.

\V'hat if I stray'd no further, but chose here ?

—

Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold :

Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men
desire.

Why, that's the lady : all the world desires her :

From the four comers of the earth they come.

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds

Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now.
For princes to come view fair Portia

:

The wat'ry kingdom, whose ambitious head

Spits in the free of heaven, is no bar

To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come.
As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly picture.

Is't like, that lead contains her? Twere damnation

To think so base a thought ; it were too gross

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave.

Or shall I think, in silver she's immur'd.

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold?

O sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold; but that's insculp'd upon
;

But here an angel in a golden bed
Lies all within.—Deliver me the key

;

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may !

Par. There, take it, prince ; and if my form lie

there.

Then I am yours. (He unlocks the golden casket.)

Mor. O hell ! what have we here ?

A carrion death, within whose empty eye

There is a written scroll ';* I'll read the writing.

All that ylisfers is not gold,
' Often have you heard tlmt told:

Many a man his life hath sold.

But my outside to behold:
Gilded tombs do ivorms infold.

Had you been as wise as bold,

t Young in limbs, in judgment old.

Your answer had not been inscrolVd :

Fare you well ; your suit is cold.

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost

:

Then, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost.

—

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. [Exit.

Par. A gentle riddance : Draw the curtains,

go;

—

Let all of his complexion choose me so. lExeunt.

Scene VIII.— Venice. A Street.

Enter Salarino and Salanio.

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail

;

With him is Gratiano gone along
;

And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not.

Salan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the

duke

;

Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship.

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail

:

But there the duke was given to understand,
That in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica :

Besides, Antonio certify'd the duke.

They were not with Bassanio in his ship.

Salan. I never heard a passion so confus'd.

So strange, outrageous, and so variable.

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets :

My daughter!— my ducats!— my daughter!
Fledwith a Christian!— my christian ducats!—
Justice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter!
A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats.
Ofdouble ducats, stol'n fro7n me by my daughter!
And jetvels ; ttvo stones, two rich and precious

stones,

Stol'n by my daughter!— Justice ! find the girl

!

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats

!

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him,
Crying,—his stones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day.
Or he shall pay for this.

Salar. Marry, well remember'd :

I reason'd with a Frenchman yesterday

;

Who told me,— in the narrow seas, that part

The French and English, there miscarried

A vessel of our country, richly fraught

:

I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ;

And wish'd in silence, that it were not his.

Salan.Yon were best to tell Antonio wiiat you hear;

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the eartJi.

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part

:

Bassanio told him, he would make some speed
Of his return ; he answer'd

—

Do not so,

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio,
But stay the very riping of the time ;

Andfor the Jetv's bond, which he hath of me.
Let it not enter in your mind of love :

Be merry , and employ your chiefest thoughts
To courtship, and such fair ostents oflove
As shall co7iveiiiently become you there :

And even there, his eye being big with tears.

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him.
And with affection wondrous sensible,

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted.

Salan. I think, he only loves the world for him.

I pray thee, let us go, and find him out.

And quicken his embraced heaviness

With soma delight or other.

Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt.

Scene IX.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House.

Enter Nerissa, toith n Servant.

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain

straight

;

The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath.

And comes to his election presently.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince of Arra-
gon, Portia, and their trains.

Por. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince:

If you choose that wherein I am contain'd.

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd ;

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord.

You must be gone from hence immediately.

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three things ;

First, never to unfold to any one

Which casket 'twas I chose ; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly.

If I do fail in fortune of my choice.

Immediately to leave you and be gone.

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swear.

That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Ar. And so have I address'd me. Fortune now
To my heart's hope '.—Gold, silver, and base lead.

Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all /te

hath.

You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard.

What says the golden chest? ha ! let me see :

—

Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men
desire.

What many men desire?—That many may be meauf
By the fool multitude, that choose by show.
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Not learning more than the fond eye doth teacli

;

Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward wall.

Even in the force and road of casualty.

I will not ciioose what many men desire.
Because I will not jump with common spirits,

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.
Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure house

;

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear

:

rf^ho chooseth me, shall get as muck as he de-
serves ;

And well said too : for who shall go about
To cozen fortune, and E>e honourable
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presnme
To wear an undeserved dignity.

O, that estates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer !

How many then should cover, that stand bare ?
How many be coramauded, that command ?
How much low peasantry would then be glean'd
From the true seed of honour? and how much

honour
Pick'd from the chaff and niin of the times,
To be new varnish'd ? VVell, but to my choice :

ff^/io chooseth me, shall get as much as lie deserves.
I will assume desert :—Give me the key for this.

And instantly unlock my fortxmes here. [there.

°or. Too long a pause for that, which you find

Ar. What's here ? the portrait of a blinking idiot.

Presenting me a schedule ? I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia ?

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ?

Who chooseth me, s/uzll have as much as he de-

serves.

Did I deserve no more than a fooVs head ?

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better?

Par. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices,

And of opposed natures.

Ar. What is here?

The fire seven times tried this ;

Seven times tried that jiidriment is.

That did never choose amiss

:

Some th-'re be, that shadows kiss ;

Snch have but a shadow's bliss :

There he fools alive, I tvis,

Silver'd o'er ; and so was this.

Take rvhat wife you tvill to bed,
I ivill ever be ijovr head:
So begone, sir, you are sped.

Still more fool I shall appear
By the time I linger here :

With one fool's head I came to woo.
But I go away with two.

—

Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath.

Patiently to bear my wroth.

[Exeunt Arragon and nam.
Por. Thus hath the candle sing'd the molli.

O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose,

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy ;

—

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Where is ray lady ?

Por. Here ; what wo\i1d my lord ?

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate
A young Venetian, one, that comes before

To signify the approaching of his lord :

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets;

To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath,

riifts of rich value
;
yet I have not seen

So likely an ambassador of love :

A day in April never came so sweet.
To show how costly summer was at band.
As this fnre-spurrer comes before his lord.

Por. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afeard,
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee.

Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising hioi.—
Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see
Quick Cupid's post, thnt comes so mannerly.
Ner. Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be 1

[Exeunt.

ACT IIL

Scene I.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Salanio and Salarino.

Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto?

Salar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, that

Antonio hath a siiip of rich lading wreck'd on tlie

narrow seas ; the Goodvrins, I think they call the

place; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the

carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say,

if my gossip report be an honest woman of her word

.

Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that,

as ever knapp'd ginger, or made her neighbours
believe she wept for tlie death of a third hnsl)ind :

b;it it is true,—without any slips of prolixity, or

crossing the plain high-way of talk,—tliat the good
Antonio, the honest Antonio, O that I had a title

good enough to keep his name company !

—

Salar. Come, the full stop.

Salan. Ha,—what say'st thou?—Why, the end
is, he hath lost a ship.

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his losses!

Salan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the de\il

cross my prayer ; for here he comes in the likeness

of a Jew.

—

Enter SsYLOCK..
'~

How now, Shylock? what news among the mer-
clwnts ?

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as
you, of my daughter's flight.

Salar. That's certain; I, for my part, knew the

tailor that made the wings she flew withal.

Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the

bird was fledg'd ; and then it is the complexion of
them all to leave the dam.

Shy. She is damn'd for it

Salar. That's certain, if the devil may be herjudge.
Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel

!

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at

these years ?

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood.

Salar. There is more diflference between thy flesh

and hers, than between jet and ivory ; more between
your bloods, than there is between red wine and
rhenish:—But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio
have had any loss at sea or no?

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank-
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on
(lie Rialto ;— a beggar, that used to come so smug
upon the mart ;—let him look to his bond : he was
wont to call me usurer;—let him look to his bond :

he was wont to lend money for a Christiau courtesy
;—let him look to his bond.

Salar. W hy, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not

take his fle ,h : What's that good for?

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it tvill feed nothing

el.se, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me,
and hindered me of half a million : laughed at my
losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation,

tliwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated
mine enemies ; and what's his reason ? I am a Jew :

Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew hands, organs,

dimensions, senses, aflcctions, passions? fed witli

the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject

to the same diseases, healed by the same means,

warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer,

as a Christiau is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed?

if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you poison us,

do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall we not

revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we will re-

semble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian,

what is liis humility ? revenge. If a Christian wrong
a Jew, what should his sufjerance be by Christian



Scene 2. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 157

example ? why, revenge. The villainy, you teach

me, I will execute ; and it shall go hard, but I will

better the instruction.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemen, ray master Antonio is at his

house, and desires to speak with you both.

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him.

Enter TuB.u^.

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third

cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn

Jew. [Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant.

Shy. How now. Tubal, what news from Glenoa ?

hast thou found my daughter ?

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but

cannot find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort I

The curse never fell upon our nation till now; I

never felt it till now :—two thousand ducats in tiiat

;

and other precious, precious jewels.— 1 would my
daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in

her ear! 'would she were hears'd at my foot, and
the ducats in her cotBn ! No news of them ?—Why,
so :—and I know not what's spent in the search :

Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so

much, and so much to find the thief; and no satis-

faction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring, but

what lights o' niy shoulders ; no sighs, but o' my
breathing ; no tears, but o' my shedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antoiiioj

as I heard in Genoa,—
Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?
Tub. —hath an argosy cast away, coming from

Tripolis. [it true ?

Shy. I thank God, 1 thank God:—Is it true? is

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that es-

caped the wreck.
Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ;—Good news,

good news : ha ! ha !—Where ? in Genoa.
Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard,

one night, fourscore ducats !

Shy, Thou stick'st a dagger in me : 1 shall

never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a

sitting ! fourscore ducr.ts !

Tub. There came di\ers of Antonio's creditors in

my company to Venice, tliat swear he cannot choose
but break.

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; I'll

torture him ; I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had
of your daughter for a monkey.

Shy. Out upon her! Thon torturest me, Tubal

:

it was my turquoise ; I had it of Leah, when I was
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilder-
ness of monkeys.

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true : Go,

Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight

before: I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit:

for were he out of Venice, I can make what mer-
chandize I will : Go, go. Tubal, and meet me at our
synagogue

;
go, good Tubal, at our synagogue.

Tubal. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House,

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa,
and Attendants. The caskets are set out.

Par, I pray you, tarry
;
pause a day or two.

Before you hazard : for, in choosiug wrong,
I lose yonr company ; therefore, forbear a while :

There's something tells me, (but it is not love,)

I would uot lose you ; and you know yourself.

Hate counsels not in such a quality :

But lest you should not understand me well,

I
And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,)
would detain you here some month or two.

Before you venture for me. I could teach you
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn

;

So will I never be : so may you raiss me

;

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin.

That I had been forsworn. Beshrewyonr eyes.

They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me
;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then yours.

And so all yours : O ! these naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights
;

And so, though yours, not yours.—Prove it so.

Let fortune go to hell for it,—not I.

I speak too long ; but 'tis to peize the time ;

To eke it, and to draw it out in length,

To stay you from election.

Bass. Let me choose :

For as I am, I live upon the rack.

Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust,

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love.

There may as well be amity and life

'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

Por. Ay, but I fear, you speak upon the rack.

Where men enforced do speak any thing.

Bass. Promise my life, and I'll confess the truth.

Por. Well then, confess, and live.

Bass. Confess, and love.

Had been the very sum of my confession

:

happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me answers for deliverance !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por. -4way then : I am lock'd in one of them
;

If you do love me, you will find me out.

—

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof.

—

Let music sound, while he doth make his choice
;

Then if he lose, he makes a sv,an-like end,

Fading in music : that the comparison
May stand more proper, uiy eye shall be the stream.

And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win
;

And what is music then ? then music is

Even as the flourish, when true subjects bow
To a new-crowned monarch ; such it is,

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day.

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear.

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes.

With no less presence, but with much more love,

Than young Alcides, when he did redeem
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
To the sea-monster: I stand lor sacrifice.

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives.

With bleared visages, come forth to view
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules I

Live thou, I live:—VVith much much more dismay
1 view the fight, than thou that makest the fray.

Music, whilst Bassanio comments on the caskets

to himself.

SONG.
1. Tell me, where is fancy bred.

Or iti the heart, or in the head ?

How begot, how nourished ^

Reply.

All.

It is engender'd in the eyes,

With gazing fed: and fancy dies

In the cradle where it lies ;

Let us all ringfancy's hnell

;

I'll begin it, bing, dong, bell.

Ding, dong, bell.

Bass. —So may the outward shows be leas)

themselves

;

The world is still deceiv'd with ornament.

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt.

But, being season'd with a gracious voice.

Obscures the show of evil ' In religion.

What damned error, but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text,

Hiding the grossness wth fair ornament ?

There is no vice so simple, but assumes i

Some mark of virtue on his outward part*
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How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars
;

WTio, iuward search'd, have livers white as milk ?

And these assume but valour's excrement,
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty.
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight;
Which therein works a miracle in nature,

Making them lightest that wear most of it

:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks,

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind,
Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a second head.
The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre.
Thus ornament is but the guiled shore
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word.
The seeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold.
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee :

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead,

Which rather threat'nest, than dost promise aught.
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence.
And here choose I: Joy be the consequence!
Por. How all the other passions fleet to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair.
And shudd'ring iear, and green-ey'd jealousy.

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy.
In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess :

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less.

For fear I surfeit

!

Bass. What find I here?
/^Opening the leaden caslcet.)

Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine.
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever'd lips.

Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her hairs

The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men,
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes,

—

How could he see to do them ? having made one,

Methiuks, it should have power to steal both his.

And leave itself unfurnislvd : Yet look, how far

The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow,
In underprizing it, so far this shadow
Doth limp behind the substance.—Here's the scroll.

The continent and summary of my fortune.

You that choose not bij the v'letv.

Chance as fair, and choose as true '.

Sitice thisfortunefalls to yott.

Be content, and seek no new.
Ifyou he tvellpleas'd with this.

And hold yoitrfortunefor your bliss.

Turn yon tvhere your lady is.

And claim her with a loving kiss.

A gentle scroll ;—Fair lady, by your leave

;

(Kissing her.

J

I come by note, to give and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize.

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes.

Hearing applause, and universal shout.

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt
Whether those peals of praise be his or no

;

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ;

As doubtful whether what I see be true.

Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you.

Pro. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand,

Such as I am : though, for myself alone,

I would not be ambitious in my wish.

To wish myself much better ; yet, for you,

I would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times
More rich

:

Tliat only to stand high on your account,
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.
Exceed account : but the full sum of me

Is sum of something ; which, to term m gross.
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd :

Happy in this, she is not yet so old
But she may learn ; and happier than this.

She is not bred so dull but slie can learn
;

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed,

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myself, and what is mine, to you and yours
Is now converted : but now I was the lord

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants,

Oueen o'er myself; and even now, but now,
Tliis house, these servants, and tliis same myself.

Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this nng

;

Which when you part from, lose, or give away.
Let it presage the ruin of your love.

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words.
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins •

And there is sucli confusion in my powers.
As, after some oration fairly spoke
By a beloved prince, there doth appear
Among the buzzing pleased multitude;
Where every something, being blent together,

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy,
Express'd, and not express'd : But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence

;

O, then be bold to say, Bassanio's dead.
Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time,

That have stood by, and seen our vsishes orosper.

To cry, good joy : Good joy, my lord and lady

!

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,

I wish you all the joy that you can wish

;

For I am sure, you can wish none from me :

And, when your honours mean io solemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you.

Even at that time I may be married too.

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife.

Gra. I thank your lordship
;
you have got me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours :

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid

;

You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ;
•

And so did mine too, as the matter falls :

For wooing here, until I sweat again

;

And swearing, till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love ; at last,—if promise last,

—

I got a promise of this fair one here.

To have her love, provided that your fortune

Achiev'd her mistress.

Por. Is this true, Nerissa?
Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal.

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ?

Gra. Yes, 'faith, my lord. [marriage.

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in jour
Gi-a. We'll play with them, the first boy for a

tliousand ducats.

Ner. What, and stake down ?

Gra. No ; we shall ne'er win at that sport, nud
stake down.

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ?

What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ?

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerio.

Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither
;

If that the youth of my new interest here

Have power to bid you welcome : By your leave,

I bid my very friends and countrymen.

Sweet Portia, welcome.
Por. So do I, my lord

;

They are entirely welcome. [lord.

Lor. I thank your honour:—For my part, my
My purpose was not to have seen you here

;

But meeting with Salerio by the way.
He did entreat me, past all saying nay.

To come with him along.

Sale. I did, my lord.

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio
Commends him to you. (Gives Bassanio a letter.)
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Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind
;

Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there

Will show you his estate. [come.

—

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' stranger ; bid ner wel-
Your hand, Salerio ; What's the news from Venice ?

How doth that royal mercliant, good Antonio ?

I know, he will be glad of oar success
;

\\ e are the Jasons, we have won the ileece.

Sale. 'Would you had won the fleece that he hath
lost I (same paper,

Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon'

That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek:
Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world
Could turn so much the constitution

or any constant man. What, worse and worse ?

—

With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself,

And I must freely have the half of any thing

That this same paper brings you.

Bans. O, sweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words,
'I'hat ever blotted paper I Gentle lady,

When I did first impart my love to you,

i freely told you, all the wealth 1 had
Kan in my veins, I was a gentleman ;

And then 1 told you trne : ;ind yet, dear lady.

Hating niyseTnt nothing, you shall see

How much I was h braggnrt : when I told you
Aly estate was nothing, I should then have told you
'I'hat I was worse tiian nothing; for, indeed,
I have engTigd myself to a dear friend,

Eufi;ag"d my friend to his mere enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady;
The paper as the body of my friend,

Aiid every word in it a gaping wound,
Issuing lile-blood.— But is it true, Salerio?
Have all liis ventures faii'd? What, not one hit?
Kroni Tri|iolis, from Mexico, and England,
From Ijishon, Barbary, and India?
And not one vessel 'sca|)e the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks ?

Sale. Not one, my lord.

Besides, it should appear, that if he had
The present money to discharge the Jew,
He would not take it: never did I know
A creature, that did bear the shape of man.
So keen and greedy to confound t man :

He plies the duke at morning, and at night

;

And doth impeach the freedom of the state.

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants.
The duke himsell, and the magnificoes
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him; .

But none can drive him from the envious plea
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.
Jes.VVhen I was with him, I have heard him swear,

To 'IHibal, and to Chus, his countrymen,
That he wocdd rather have Antonio's flesh,

Than twenty times the value of the sum
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord,
1 1 law, authority, and power deny not,
It will go hard with poor Antonio.
Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble ?

Bass. The dearest friend to me, tlie kindest man.
The bestcondition'd and unwearied spirit

In doing courtesies ; and one, in whom.
The ancient Roman honour more appears,
Than any that draws breath in Italy.
Por. What sum owes4ie the Jew? •

Bass. For me, three tJiousand ducats.
Por. What, no more?

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond;
Double six thousand, and then treble that.

Before a friend of this description
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault
1" irst, go with me to church, and call me \rife :

And then away to Venice to" your friend
;

ror never shall you lie bv Portia's side
With an inquiet soul. You shall have gold
To pay the petty debt twenty times oyer

;

When it is paid, bring your true friend along:
Mjr maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time,
W ill live as maids and widows. Come, away

;

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day :

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer;
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.
But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. (Reads.J Siveet Bassanio, my ships have
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate
is very loiv, my ootid to the Jeiv is forfeit ; and
since, in paying it, it is impossible I should live

,

all debts are cleared betiveen you and I, ifI might
but see you at tny death : rwtwithstatiding, use
your pleasure : if your love do not persuade you
to come, let not viy letter.

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone.
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away,

I will make haste : but, til! I come again.
No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay.

No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt

Scene III.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Shylock, Salanio, Antonio, «wrf Gaoler.
' Shy. Gaoler, look to him ; tell not me of mercy ;—
This is the fool that lent out money gratis ;

—

Gaoler, look to him.
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock.
Shy. I'll have my bond ; speak not against my

bond

;

I have sworn an oath, that I will have my bond

:

Thou cairdst me dog, before thou had'st a cause :

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs

:

The duke shall grant me justice.—I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his re<)uest.

Ant. I )jray thee, hear me speak. [speak:
Shy. I'll have my bond ; I will not hear thee

I'll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more.
I'll not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool,

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield
To Christian intercessors. Follow not

;

I'll have no speaking ; I will have my bond. [Exit
Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur,

That ever kept with men.
Ant. Let him alone

;

I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers.
He seeks my life ; his reason well I know;
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures

Many, that have at times made moan to me
;

Therefore he hates me.
Salan. I am snre, the duke

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law
For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, if it be denied,
Will much impeach the justice of the state

;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go

:

These griefs and losses have so 'bated me.
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh »

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on :—Pray God, Bas.sanio come
To see me pay liis debt, and then I care not

!

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House.

Enter Portu, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and
Balthazar.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence.

You have a noble and a true conceit

Of godlike amity ; which appears most strongly

In bearing thus the absence of your lord.

But, ifyou knew to whom you show this honour
How true a gentleman you send relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,
I know, you would be prouder of the work,
Than customary bounty can enforce you.

Por. I never did repent for doing good.
Nor shall not now : for in companions
That do converse and waste the time together^



IGO MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act III.

Whose sonls do bear an eqnal yoke of love.

There must be needs a like proportion

Of lineaments, of manners, ana of spirit;

Which makes me think, that this Antonio,

Being the bosom lover of my lord,

Must needs be like my lord : if it be so.

How little is the cost I have bestovv'd.

In purchasing this semblance of my soul

From out the state of hellish cruelty ?

This comes too near the praising of myself;
Therefore, no more of it : hear other things.

—

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of my house,
Until my lord's return : for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow,
To live in prayer and contemplation.
Only attended by Nerissa here.

Until her husband and my lord's return :

There is a monastei-y two miles off,

And there we will abide. I do desire you.

Not to deny this imposition
;

The which my love, and some necessity.

Now lays upon you.

Lor. Madam, with all my heart
;

I shall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know ray mind.

And will acknowledge j'ou and Jessica
In place of lord Bassanio and myself.

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. [yon !

Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on
Jess. I wish your ladyship all heart's content.

Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well pleas'd

To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.

—

[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo.
Now, Balthazar,

As I have ever found thee honest, true,

So let me find thee still : take this same letter.

And use thou all the endeavour of a man.
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this

Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario ; [thee,

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagiu'd speed
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry

Which trades to Venice :—waste no time in words.
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee.

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient speed.
[Exit.

Por. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand,

That you yet know not of: we'll see our husbauds.
Before they think of us.

A'er. Shall they see us ?

Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit.

That they shall think vve are accomplished
With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager,
When we are both accoutred like young men,
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two.

And wear my dagger with the braver grace
;

And speak, between the change of man and boy,

With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps

Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays.

Like a fine Dragging youth : and tell quaint lies.

How honourable ladies sought my love.

Which I denying, they fell sick and died
;

I could not do with all :—then I'll repent.

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them :

And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell,

That men shall swear, I have discontinued school

Above a twelvemonth :—I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,

Which I will practise.

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men ?

Por. Fy ! what a question's that.

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter?

But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device.

When I am in my coach, which stays for us

At the park gate ; and therefore haste away,
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. A Garden.
Enter Launcelot ««</ Jessica.

haun. Yes, truly :—for, look you. the sins of the

father are to be laid upon the children ; therefore,

I promise you, I fear you. 1 was always plain with
you, and so now I speak my agitation of the matter :

therefore, be of good cheer; for, truly, I think,

you are damned. There is but one hope in it that

can do any good ; and that is but a kind of bastard
hope neither.

Jess. And what hope is that, I pray thee ?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your
father got you not, that you are not the Jew's
daughter.

Jess. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed
;

so the sins of my mother should be visited upon ine.

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damned both by
father and mother: thus when I shun Scylla, your
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mather : well,

you are gone both ways.
Jess. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath

made me a Christian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were
Christians enough before ; e'en as many as could
well live, one by another : this making of Chris-

tians will raise the price of hogs : if we grow all to

be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher

on the coals for money.

Enter Lorenzo.

Jess. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what jx)ii

say ; here he comes.
Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Laun-

celot, if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jess. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo : Laun-
celot and I are out : he tells me flatly, there is no
mercy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew's
daughter : and he says, you are no good member
of the commonwealth ; for, in converting Jews to

Christians, you raise the price of pork.

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common-
wealth than you can the getting up of the negro's

belly ; the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot.
Laun. It is much, that the Moor should be more

than reason : but if she be less than an honest wo-
man, she is, indeed, more than I took her (or.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word !

I think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into

silence; and discourse grow commendable in none
only but parrots.—Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare
for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs.
Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you I

then bid them prepare dinner. [word.

Laun. That is done too, sir; only, cover is the

Lt)r. Will you cover them, sir ?

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an inst;..it?

I pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain

meaning: go to thy fellows; bid tb.*^:!! cover the

table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to

dinner.

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in

;

for the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your
coming to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and
conceits shall govern. [Exit.

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited !

The fool hath phmted in his memory
An army of good words : and I do know
A many fools, that stand in better place,

Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica?

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio's wife ?

Jes. Past all expressing: it is very meet.

The lord Bassanio live an upright life
;

'

For, having such a blessing m his lady,

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth;

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it

Is reason he should never come to heaven.

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match,

And on the wager lay two earthly women,
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And Portia one, there must be something else

Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

hor. Even such a husband
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife.

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Jjor. I will anon; first, let us go to dinner.

Jes. Nay, let me praise you,whiie I have a stomach.

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk :

Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong other things

I shall digest it.

Jes. Well, I'll set you forth. {Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.— Yenice. A Court ofJustice.

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes ; Antonio, Bas-
SANio, Gratiano, Salakino, Salanio, and
others.

Duke. What, is Antonio here ?

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. [answer

Duke. I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to

A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
Uucapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ayit, I have heard.

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify

His rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate,

And that nv^ lawful means can carry me
Out of his envys reach, I do oppose
JMy patience to his fury ; and am arm'd
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit.

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court.

Salan. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our

face.

—

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too.

That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice

To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thought,

Thon'lt show thy mercy, and remorse, more strange

Than is thy strange apparent cruelty :

And where thou now exact'st the penalty,

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,)

Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture.

But, touch'd with human gentleness and love,

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses.

That have of late so huddled on his back;
Enough to press a royal merchant down.
And pluck commiseration of his state

From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint.

From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd

To offices of tender courtesy.

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. [pose;

Shy. I have possess'd your grace of what I pur-

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn.
To have the due and forfeit of my bond :

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom.
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive

Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that:

But, say, it is my humour : is it answer'd ?

What if my house be troubled with a rat.

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats
To have it baned ? What, are you answer'd yet ?

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig

;

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i' the nose.

Cannot contain their urine ; for affection,

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood
Of what it likes, or loathes. Now, for your answer

:

As there is no firm reason to be render"d.
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig;
Why he, a harmless necessary cat

;

Why he, a swollen bagpipe ; but of force
Must yield to such inevitable shame,

As to offend, himself being offended ;'

So ran I give no reason, nor I will not.

More than a lodged hate, and a certain loathing,

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus
A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd ?

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man.
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. [answer.

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my
Bass. Do all men kill the things, they do not love ?

Shy. Hates any man the thing, he would not kill ?

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first.

Shy. What, would'st thou have a serpent sting

thee twice ?

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew •

You may as well go stjmd upon the beach.
And bid the main flood bate his usual height;

You may as well use question with the wolf.

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb

;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise.

When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven
;

You may as well do any thing most hard.

As seek to soften that (than which what's harder?)
,His Jewish heart:—Therefore, I do beseech you.

Make no more offers, use no farther means.
But, with all brief and plain conveniency.

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six.

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats

Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,

I would not draw them, I would have my bond.
^

Duke. Howshalt thou hope for mercy, reud'ring

none? [wrong?

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no

You have among you many a purchas'd slave.

Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules.

You use in abject and in slavish parts.

Because you bought them :—Shall I say to you

,

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs?

Why sweat they under burdens? let their beds

Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates

Be season'd with such viands ? You will answer,

The slaves are ours :—So do I answer you

:

The pound of flesh, which 1 demand of him.

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it:

If you deny me, fy upon your law

!

There is no force in the decrees of Venice :

I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it?

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court.

Unless Bellario, a learned doctor.

Whom I have sent for to determine this.

Come here to day.

Salar. My lord, here stays without

A messenger with letters from the doctor.

New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters ; Call the messenger.

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? cou-

rage yet

!

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all,

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock,

Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit

Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me

:

You cannot better be employ 'd, Bassanio,

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario?

Ner. From both, ray lord : Bellario greets your

grace. {Presents a letter.)

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly?

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt

there. I"'^"'' •

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh

Thou makest thy knife keen : but no meta can.

No, not the hangman's axe, bear halt the keenness

Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee f

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make.

Gra. 0,'be thou damn'd, inexorable dog

!

And for thy life let justice be accus'd.
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Thou almost mak'st me waver in ray faith.

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That souls of animals infuse themselves

Into the trunks ofmen : thy currish spirit

Goveru'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter.

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet,

And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus"d itself in thee ; for thy desires

Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous.

Shy. Till thou can'st rail the seal from otFmy bond.

Thou but ofTend'st thy lungs to speak so loud :

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To cureless ruin.—'I stand here for law.

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend
A young and learned doctor to our court :

—

Where is he ?

Ner. He attendeth here hard by.

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him.

Duke. With all my heart:—some three or four

of you,

Go give him courteous conduct to this place.

—

Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario's letter.

(Clerk reads.) Your grace shall understand, that,

at the receipt of your letter, I am very sick : hut

in the instant that your ^nessenger came, in loving

msitation ivas tvith me a young doctor of Rome,
his name is Baltliasar : I acquainted him ivith

the cause in controversy between the Jew and
Antonio the merchant : ire turned o'er many books

together : he is furnish'd tvith my ojiinioii ; lohich,

better'd with his oivn learning, ( the greatness

whereof I cannot enough commend,) comes with
him, at my importunity, to fill up your grace's

request in my stead. I beseech you, let his lack

of years be no impediment to let him lack a
reverend estimation ;. for I never knew so young
a body tvith so old a head. I leave him to your
gracious acceptance, ivhose trial shall better

publish his commendation.
Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he

writes :

And here, I take it, is the doctor come.

—

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws.

Give me your hand : came you from old Bellario ?

For. I did, my lord.

Duke. \ ou are welcome : take your place.

Are yon acquainted with the difterence

That holds this present question in the court?

For. I am inlbrmed thoroughly of the cause.

Which is the merchant here, and which the .lew?
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth.

For. Is your name Shylock ?

Shy. Shylock is my name.
For. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow

;

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.

—

You stand within his danger, do you not? [To Ant.)

Ant. Ay, so he says.

For. Do you confess the bond ?

Ant. I do.

For. Then must the Jew be merciful.

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that.

For. The quality of mercy is not strain'd
;

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath ; it is twice bless'd :

It blesseth hiui that gives, and hiiu that takes :

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown:
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power.
The attribute to awe and majesty,
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings

;

But mercy is above this sceptred sway,
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings.
It is an attribute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then showlikest God's,
W hen mercy seasons justice. Therel'ore, Jew,
Though justice he thy plea, consider this,

—

That, in the course of justice, none of us
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy

;

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render
The Heeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much,
To mitigate the justice of thy plea

;

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law.
The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For. Is he not able to discharge the money ?

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court

;

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice,

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er,

Ou forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart:

If this v.ill not suffice, it must appear.

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you,'

Wrest once the law to your authority;

To do a great right, do a little wrong

;

And curlj this cruel devil of his will.

For. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice
Can alter a decree established :

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And n)any an error, by the same example.
Will rush into tiie state : it cannot be.

,

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment:—yea, a Da-
niel !

—

O wise young judge, how do I honour thee !

For. I pray yon, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is.

For. Shylock, there's thrice thy money oifer'd

thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven :

Shall I lay perjury upon my soid?
No, not for Venice.
For. Why, this bond is forfeit

;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim

A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off

Nearest the merchant's heart :—Be merciful

;

Take thrice thy money; bid me tear tiie bond.

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

—

It doth appear, you are a worthy judge

;

You know the law, your exposition

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law.

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar.

Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear.

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me : I stay here on my bond.

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court

To give the judgment.
For. Why then, thus it is.

You must prepare your bosom for his knife :

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man !

For. For tlie intent and purpose of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty,

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.

Shy. 'Tis very true : O wise and upright judge !

How much more elder art thou than thy looks !

For. Therefore lay bare your bosom.

Shy. Ay, liis breast

:

So says the bond ;—Doth it not, noble judge ?

—

Nearest his heart, those are the very woids.

For. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh
The flesh?

Shy. I have them ready. [charge,

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond ?

For. It is not so express'd ; but what of that?

'Twere good you do so much for charity.

Shy. I cannot find it; 'tis not in the bond.

For. Come, merchant, hn\ e you any tiling to say ?

Ant. But little ; I am arm'd, and well prepar'd.

—

Give me your hand, Bassanio; fare you well

!

Grieve not, that I am fallen to this for you
;

For herein fortune shews herself more kind

Than is her custom : it is still her use.

To let the wretched man outli\e his wealth,

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,

An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance

Of such a misery doth she cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife

:

Tell her the process of Antonio's end.
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Say, how I lov'd you ; speak me fair in death
;

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge,

Whether Bassanio had not once a love.

Repent not you, that you shall lose your friend,

And he repents not that be pays your debt

;

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough,
I'll pay it instantly with all my heart.

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife.

Which is as dear to me as life itself;

But life itself, my wife, and all the world.

Are not with me esteem'd above thy life :

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver yoa. [that,

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for

If she were by, to hear you make the oSer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love

;

I would she were in heaven, so she could
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back
;

The wish would make else an unquiet house.

Shy. These be the Christian husbands : I have a
daughter

;

Would any of the stock of Barabbas
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian ! >

[Aside.)

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence.

Por. A pound of that same merchant's flesh is

thine

;

The court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shi/. Most rightful judge ! [breast

;

Por. And you must cut this flesh from off his

The law allows it, and the court awards it.

Sh^. Most learned judge !—A sentence ; come,
prepare.

Por. Tarry a little ;—there is something else.

—

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood
;

The words expressly are, a pound of flesh :

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh
;

But in the cutting it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate

Unto the state of Venice. [judge

!

Gra. O upright judge ! Mark, Jew;—O learned
Shij. Is that the law ?

Por. Thyself shalt see the act

:

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd.

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st.

Gra. O learned judge !—Mark, Jew;—a learned

judge!
.

,

Ski/. I take this ofier then ;—pay the bond thrice.

And let the Christian go.

Bass. Here is the money.
Por. Soft;

The Jew shall have all justice ;—soft !—no haste ;

—

He shall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge !

Por. Therefore, prepare tliee to cut ofi' the flesh.

iShed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more.
But just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'stmore.
Or less, than a just pound,—be it but so much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance.
Or the division of the twentieth part
Of one poor scruple ; nay, if the scale do turn
But in the estimation of a hair,

—

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew !

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy forfeiture.

Ski/. Give me my principal, and let me go.

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is.

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court

;

He shall have merely justice, and his bond.
Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel !

—

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall 1 not have barely my principal?
Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the Ibrfeiti

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.

^^%- VVhy then the devil give him good of it

1 11 Slav no lone-er niipatinn

iture.

stay no longer question.
Por. Tarry, Jew

;

The law hath yet another hold on yon.
It is enacted in the laws of Venice,

—

If it be prov'd against an alien.
That by direct, or indirect, attempts.
He seek the life of any citizen.
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive,
Shall seize on half his goods : the other half
Comes to the privy cofter of the state

;

And the offender's life lies in the mercy
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice.
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st

:

For it appears by manifest proceeding.
That, indirectly, and directly too.
Thou hast contriv'd against the very life

Of the defendant; and thou hast incurr'd
The danger formerly by me rehears'd.
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke.
Gra. Beg, that thou may'st have leave to hang

thyself:

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state.
Thou hast not left the value of a cord;
Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's charge.
Duke. That thou shalt see the diff'erence of our

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : [spirit.

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's

:

The other half comes to the general state,

Wliich humbleness may drive unto a fine.

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio.
Sky. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that

:

You take my house, when you do take the prop
That doth sustain my house

;
you take my life.

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ?

Gr«. A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God's sake.
A9it. So please my lord the duke, and all the court.

To quit the fine for one half of his goods
;

I am content, so he will let me have
The other half in use,—to reader it.

Upon his death, unto the gentleman
That lately stole his daughter :

Two things provided more,—That, for this favour.
He presently become a Christian

;

The other, that he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all^he dies possess'd.

Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter.
Duke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here. [say?
Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what dost thou
Sky. I am content.

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence :

I am not well ; send the deed after me.
And 1 will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god-
fathers

;

Had I been judge, thou should'st have had ten more.

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

\E.rif Skylock.

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner.

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon
;

I must away this night toward Padua,
And it is meet I presently set forth. [not.

—

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you
Antonio, gratify this gentleman

;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

[E.veuni Duke, Maf/nijicoes and train.

Bass. IMost worthy gentlemen, 1 and my friend,

Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof.

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,

We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And stand indf bted, over and above,

In love and service to you evermore.

Por. He is well paid, that is well satisfied

;

And I, delivering you, am satisfied.

And therein do account myself well paid;

My mind was never yet more mercenary.

I pray you, know me, when we meet again
;

I wish you well, and so I take my leave
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Bass. Dear sir, of force I mast attempt yon

further

;

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray yon.

Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Par. You press me far, and therefore I will yield.

Gi\ e me your gloves. 111 wear them for your sake
;

And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you :

—

Do not draw back your hand ; Til take no more

;

And you in love shall not deny me this.

Bass. This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifle

;

I will not shame myself to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing else but only this
;

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. [value.

Bass. There's more depends on this than on the

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it oat by proclamation;

Only for this, I pray you pardon me.

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers

;

You taught me first to beg; and now, methinks.

You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd.

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife;

And, when she put it on, she made me vow,
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it.

Por. That 'scuse serves many men to save their

gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad woman.
And know how well I have deserv'd this ring,

She would not hold oat enemy for ever.

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with yon

!

[Exeunt I^ortia and Nerissa.

Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring;

Let his deservings, and my love withal.

Be valued 'gainst your wife's commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him.

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou can'st.

Unto Antonio's house :—away, make haste.

[Exit Gratiano.

Come, yon and I will thither presently;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont : Come, Antonio. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Same. A Street.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

Por. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this

deed.
And let him sign it ; we'll away to night,

And be a day before our husbands home :

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken :

My lord Bassanio, upon more advice,

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat
Your company at dinner.

Por. That cannot be

:

This ring I do accept most thankfully.

And so, I pray you, tell him : furthermore,
I pray you show my youth old Shylock's hoase.
Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you .

—

I'll see if I can get my husband's ring,
( To Portia.)

WTiich I did make him swesir to keep for ever.

Por. Thou may'st, I warrant ; we shall have
old swearing.

That they did give the rings away to men

;

But we'll outface them, and outswear them too.

Away, make haste ; thou know'st where I will tarry.

Ner, Come, good sir, will you show me to this

house ? [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Belmont. Avenue to Portia's House.

Enter Lorenzo awo? Jessica.

Lor. The moon shines bright :—In such a night

as this.

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees.

And they did make no noise : in suck a night,

Troilus, methinks, mounted tne Trojan walls,

And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents.

Where Cressid lay that night.

Jes. In such a night.

Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew;
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself.

And ran dismay'd away.
Lor. In such a night,

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jes. In such a night,

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs.

That did renew old ^son.
Lor. In such a night,

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew:
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice,

As far as Belmont.

Jes. And in such a night,

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well

;

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith.

And ne'er a true one.

Lor. And in such a night

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew,
Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes. I would out-night you, did nobody come :

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter Stephano.

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night?

Steph. A friend.

Lor. A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray

you, friend ?

Steph. Stephano is my name ; and I bring word.

My mistress will before the break of day
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about

By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her ?

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.

I pray you, is my master yet return'd ? [him.

—

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from
But go w^ in, I pray thee, Jessica,

And ceremoniously let us prepare

Some welcome for the mistress of the house.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola

!

Lor. W'ho calls ?

Laun. Sola ! did you see master Lorenzo, and
mistress Lorenzo ? sola, sola !

Lor. Leave hollaing, man ; here.

Laun. Sola ! where? where ?

Lor. Here.
Laun. Tell him, there's a post come from my

master, with his horn full of good news ; my master

will be here ere morning. [Exit.

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their

coming.

And yet no matter :—Why should we go in ?

My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you.

Within the house, your mistress is at hand
;

And bring yjur music forth into the air.

—

[Exit Stephano.
How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank !

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night,

Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold

;

There's not the smallest orb whicn thou behold'st.

But in his motion like an angel sings.

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubim :

Such harmony is in immortal souls

;

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay

Doth grossly close it iu, we cannot hear it

—

Enter Musicians.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn
;

VVith sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear.

And draw her home witn music.
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Jes. I am never merry, when I hear sweet mu-
sic. [Music.)

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive

:

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.

Or race of youthful and unhan#led colts.

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood

;

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound,

Or any air of music touch their ears.

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand.

Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze.

By the sweet power of music : therefore, the poet

Did feign, that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and
floods

;

Since nought so stockish, hard and full of rage.

But music for the time doth change his nature

:

The man that hath no music in himself.

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds,

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night.

And his affections dtirk as Erebus :

Let no such man be trusted.—Mark the music.

Enter Portia and Nerissa, at a distance.

Pur. That light, we see, is burning in my hall.

How far that little candle throws his beams

!

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.

Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the

candle.

Por. So dotu the greater glory dim the less

:

A substitute shines brightly as a king.

Until a king be by; and then his state

Empties itself, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark !

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house.

Por. Nothing is good, I see, vdthout respect

;

Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day.

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam.
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark.

When neither is attended ; and, I think.

The nightingale, if she should sing by day.

When every goose is cackling, would be thought

No better a musician than the wren.

How many things by season season'd are

To their right praise, and true perfection !

—

Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps wth Endymion,
And would not be awak'd ! (Music ceases.)

Lor. That is the voice.

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Pirtia. [cuckoo,

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the

By' the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands'

welfare.

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they retum'd ?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet

;

But there is come a messenger before.

To signify their coming.
Por. Go in, Nerissa,

Give order to my servants, that they take
No note at all of our being absent hence

;

Nor you, Lorenzo ;—Jessica, nor you.
(A tucket sounds.)

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet

:

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not.

Por. This night, methinks, is but the day-light sick.

It looks a little paler; 'tis a day.
Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Enter Bass.'VNIO, Antonio, Gratiano, and their

Followers.

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes,
If you would walk in absence of the sun.

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light

;

For a light wife doth make a hea^y husband.
And never be Bassanio so for me

;

But God sort all I—You are welcome home, my
lord. [friend.

—

Bass. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my
This is the man, this is Antonio,

To whom I am so infinitely bound. fhim

;

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to
For, as I hear, he was much bound for yon.
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house :

It must appear in other ways than words.
Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy.

[Graiiano and Nerissa seem to talk apart.)
Gra. By yonder moon, I swear, you do me wrong.

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk :

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part.

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ? what's the matter ?

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That she did give me ; whose posy was.
For all the world, like cutler's poetry
Upon a knife. Love me, and leave me not,

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value ?

You swore to me when I did give it you.

That you would wear it till your hour of death
;

And that it should lie with you in yonr grave :

Though not for me, yet for your veliement oaths.

You should have been respective, and have kept it.

Gave it a judge's clerk I—but well I know.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face, that had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, 1 gave it to a youth,

—

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy.

No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk
;

A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee

;

I could not for my heart deny it him. [you,

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift

;

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger.

And riveted so with faith unto your flesh.

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear
Never to part with it ; and here he stands

;

I dare be sworn for him , he would not leave it.

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano,
Yon give your wife too unkind a cause of grief;

An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it.

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand off.

And swear I lost the ring defending it. [Aside.)
Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away

Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,

Deserv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk,

1 hat took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine :

And neither man, nor master, would take aught
But the two rings.

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ?

Not that, I hope, which you received of me.
Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it ; but you see, my finger

Hatli not the ring upon it ; it is gone.

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth.

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
Until I see the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours,

Till I again see mine.

Basi. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom I gave the ring.

If you did know for whom I gave the ring.

And would conceive for what I gave the nng.

And how unwilhngly I left the ring.

When naught would be accepted but the ring,

ifou would abate the strength of your displeasure.

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring.

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to contain the ring.

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there so much unreasonable.

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty

To urge the thing held as a ceremony ?

Nerissa teaches me what to believe
;

I'll die fur t but some woman had the ring.

Bass. No, by miue honour, madam, by my soul,

No woman had it, but a c'vU doctor.
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Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me,

And beeg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him.

And SH&er'd hira to go displeas'd away

;

Even he that had held up the very life

Of my dear friend. What shoujd I say, sweet lady ?

I was enforc'd to send it after him ;

I was beset wth shame and courtesy

;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady
;

For, by these blessed candles of the night.

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd

The ring of me to give the worthy doctor.

Por. Let not that doctor e'er come near my house :

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd.

And that which you did swear to keep for me,

I will become as liberal as you

;

I'll not deny him any thing I have.

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed :

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it

:

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus

:

If you do not, if I be left alone,

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own,
I'll have that doctor for my bedfellow.

Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd.

How you do leave me to mine own protection.

Gia. Well, do you so : let not me take him then
;

For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen.

Pnt. I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels.

Aor. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome, not-

withstanding.

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong

;

And, in the hearing of these many friends^

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I see myself,

Por. Mark you but that

!

In both my eyes he doubly sees liimself

:

In each eye one :—swear by your double self.

And there's an oath of credit

Bass. Nay, but hear me :

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear,

I never more will break an oath with thee.

A nt. I once did lend my body for his wealth
;

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring,

{To Portia.)

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again.

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord

Will never more break faith advisedly.

Pur. Then you shall be his surety ; give him this

;

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio, swear to keep this ring.

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor

!

Por. I had it ofhim : pardon me, Bassanio

;

For by this ring the doctor lay with me.

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano

;

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk.

In lieu of this, last night did lie with me.

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways
In summer, where th§ w^s are fair enough :

What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'dit?

Par. Speak not so grossly.—You are all amaz'd :

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure
;

It comes from Padua, from Bellario :

There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor

Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here

Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you.

And but even now return'd ; I have not yet

Enter'd my house.—Antonio, you are welcome
;

And I have better news in store for yon,

Than you expect : unseal this letter soon
;

There yoa shall find, three of your argosies

Are richly come to harbour suddenly

:

You shall not know by what strange accident

I chanced on this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not?

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me
cuckold ?

Ner. Ay ; but the clerk that never means to do it.

Unless he live until he be a man.
Bass. Sweet doctor, yon shall be my bedfellow

;

When I am absent, then lie with my wife.

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life and

living;

For here I read for certain, that my ships

Are safely come to road.

Por. How now, Lorenzo ?

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.

—

There do I give to you, and Jessica,

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift.

After his death, of all he dies possess'd' of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of starved people.

Por, It is almost morning.
And yet, I am sure, yon are not satisfied

Of these events at full : let us go in
;

And charge us there upon inter'gatoriea.

And we will answer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter'gatory

That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is.

Whether till the next night she had rather stay

;

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day

:

But were the day come, I should wish it dark.
That I were couching with the doctor's clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa's ring. [Exeunt.
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in the Forest of Arden.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

An Orchard, near Oliver's House.

Enter Orlando and Adabi.

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fa-

shion beqneathed me : By will, but a poor thousand
crowns; aud, as theu .say'st, charged my brother,

on his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school,

and report speaks goldenly of his profit : for my
part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak
more properly, stays me here at home unkept : for

call yoii that keeping for a gentleman of my birth,

that difters not from the stalling of an ox ? Ills

horses are bred better ; for, besides that they are

fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage,

and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his bro-

ther, gain nothing under him but growth ; for the

which his animals on his dunghills are as much bound
to him as I. Besides this nothing, that he so plenti-

fully gives me, the something that nature gave me,

his countenance seems totak*" from me : he lets me
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother,

and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with

my education. TMs it is, Adam, tliat grieves me :

and the spirit of my father, which I think is within

me, begins to mutiny against this servitude : I will

no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise re-

medy how to avoid it.

Enter Oliver.

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother.

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how
he will shake me up.

OU. Now, sir ! what ipake you here ?

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make any thing.

on. What mar you then, sir?

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that

which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours,

with idleness. [awhile.

OH. Marry, sir, be better employ'd, and be nauglit

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with

them? What prodigal portion have I spent, that

I should come to such penury ?

OH. Know you where you are, sir ?

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard.

OH. Know you before whom, sir ?

Orl. Ay, belter than he I am before knows me.

I know, you are my eldest brother ; and, in the gen-

tle condition of blood, yon should so know me.
The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in

that you are the firstborn; but the same tradition

takes not away ray blood, were there twenty brothers

betmxt us : I have as much of my father in me, as

yon : albeit, I confess, your coming before me is

nearer to his reverence.

OH. What, boy

!

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too

young in this.

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?

Orl. I am no villain : I am the yoimgest son of

sir Rowland de Bois ; he was my father ; and he
is thrice a villain, that says such a father begot

villaius : wert thou not my brother, 1 would not lake

tii.s hand from thy throat, till this other had pulled
out thy tongue for saying so ; thou hast railed on
thyself.

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient ; for your fa-

ther's remembrance, be at accord.

OH. Let me go, I say.

Orl. I will not, till I please : yon shall hear me.
My father charged you in his will to i(\\e me good
education: you have trained me like a jeasant,

obscuring and hiding from me»all gentlenian-like

qualities : the spirit of ray father grows strong in

me, and I will no longer endure it : therefore allow
me such exercises as may become a gentleman, or

give me the poor allottery my father left me by
testament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes.

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is

spent ? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long be

troubled with you : you shall have some part of

your will : I pray j'ou, leave me.
Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes

me for my good.

OH. Get you with him, you old dog.

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have

lost my teeth in your service.—God be with my old

master ! he would not have spoke such a word.
[E-veunt Orlando and Adam.

OH. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me?
I will physic your rankness, and yet give no thou-

sand crowns neither. Hola, Dennis !

Enter Dennis.

Den. Calls your worship?

OH. Was not Charles, the duke's wrestler, here

to speak with me ?

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and

imiiortunes access to you.

OH. Call him in. lE.xit Dennis.]—'T\\i\\ be a

good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is.

Enter Cuarles.

Cha. Good morrow to your worship.

OH. Good monsieur Charles I—what s the new
news at the new court?
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Ic

Cha. There's no news at the court, sir, but the

old news : that is, the old duke is banished by his

younger brother the new duke ; and three or four

.oving lords iiave put themselves into voluntary

exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich

the new duke ; therefore he gives them good leave

to wander.
OH. Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke's daugh-

ter, be banished with her father ?

Cha. O, no; for the duke's daughter, her cousin,

so loves her,—being ever from their cradles bred
together,—that she would have followed her exile,

or have died to stay behind her. She is at the court,

and no less beloved of her uncle than his own
daughter ; and never two ladies loved as they do.

OIL Where will the old duke live?

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of Ar-
den, and a many merry men with him ; and there
they live like the old Robin Hood of England:
they say, many yoimg gentlemen flock to him every
day; and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in

the golden world. [new duke ?

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the

Cha. Marry, do I, sir ; and I came to acquaint
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to

understand, that your younger brother, Orlando,
hath a disposition to come in disguis'd against me
to try a fall : to-morrow, sir, I wrestle for ray
credit ; and he that escapes me without some broken
limb, shall acquit him well. Your brother is but
young, and tender; and, for your love, I would be
loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour, if

he come in : therefore, out of my love to you, I

came hither to acquaint you withal ; that either you
might stay him from his intendment, or brook such
disgrace well as he shall run into ; in that it is a
thing of his own search, and altogether against

my will.

OIL Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me,
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I

had myself notice of my brother's purpose herein,

and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade

him from it; but he is resolute. I'll tell thee,

Charles,—it is the stubbomest young fellow of
France ; full of ambition, an envious emulator of

every man's good parts, a secret and villainous con-

triver against me his natural brother ; therefore use
thy discretion ; 1 Rad as lief thou didst break his

neck as hi.s finger: and thou wert best look to't;

for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do
not mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise

against thee by poison, entrap thee by some trea-

cherous device, and never leave thee, till he hath
ta'en thy life by some indirect means or other : for,

I assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there
is not one so young and so villainous this day living.

I speak but brotherly of him ; but should I anato-
mise him to thee as he is, I must blush find weep,
and thou must Ioo'k. pale and wonder.

Cha. 1 am heartily glad I came hither to yon : if

he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment : if

ever he go alone again, I'll never wrestle for prize
more : and so, God keep your worship ! [Exit.

Oli. Farewell, good Charles.—Now will I stir

this gamester : I hone, I shall see an end of him

;

for my soul, yet I Know not why, hates nothing
more than he. Yet he's gentle ; never school'd, and
yet learned ; full of noble device ; of all sorts en-
chantingly beloved; and, indeed, so much in the
heart ofthe world, and especially ofmy own people,
who best know him, that I am altogether misprised :

but it shall not be so long ; this wrestler shall clear
all : nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy
thither, which now I'll go about. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Lawn before the Duke's Palace.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Cell
am

Cel. I pray thee,Ro8alind, sweet my coz, be merry.
Hoa. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am

mistress of; and would you yet I were merrier?
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished fa-

ther, you must not learn me how to remember any
extraordinary, pleasure.

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the

full weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy ba-

nished father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my
father, so thou hadst been still with me, I could
have taught my love to take thy father for mine

;

so would'st thou, if the truth of fhy love to me were
so righteously temper'd as mine is to thee.

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my
estate, to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I,

nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies,

thou shalt be his heir ; for what he hath taken away
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in

atfection ; by mine honour, I will ; and when I break
that oath, let me turn monster : therefore, my sweet
Ro.se, my dear Rose, be merry.

Ros. From henceforth, I will, coz, and devise

sports : let me see ; What think you of falling in

love ?

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make sport withal

:

but love no man in good earnest ; nor no further in

sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou

may'st in honour come off again.

Ros. What shall be our sport then?
Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife.

Fortune, from her wheel, that her gifts may hence-

forth be bestowed equally.

Ros. I would we could do so; for her benefits

are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind

woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women.
Cel. 'Tis true : for those that she makes fair, she

scarce makes honest ; and those that she makes
honest, she makes very ill-favour'dly.

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune's office

to nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world,
not in the lineaments of nature.

Enter Touchstone
Cel. No ? When nature hath made a fair creature,

may she not by fortune fall into the fire !—Though
nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not
fortune sent in this fool to cut ofl"the argument?
Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature;

when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter oft'

of nature's wit.

Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune's work nei-
ther, but nature's ; who perceiving o-ur natural wits
too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this

natural for our whetstone : for always the dulness
ofthe fool is tlie whetstone of his wits.—How now,
wit ? whither wander you ? [ father.

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your
Cel. Were you made the messenger? .

Touch. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to
come for you.

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ?

Touch. Of a certain knight, that s'jote by his
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his
honour the mustard was naught : now, I'll stand to

it, tlie pancakes were naught, and the mustard was
good : and yet was not the knight forsworn.

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of
your knowledge ?

Ros. Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wisdom.
Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your

chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave.
Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were :

but if you swear by that that is not, you are not for.

sworn : no more was this knight, swearing by his

honour, for he never had any ; or, if he had, he had
sworn it away, before ever h-e saw those pancakes
or that mustard.

Cel. Pr'ythee, who is't that thou mean'st ?

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves.

Cel, My father's love is enough to honour him.
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Enough ! speak no more of him
;
you'll be whipp'd

for taxation, one of these days.

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak

jvisely, what wise men do foolishly.

Cel. By my troth, thou say'st true : for since the

little wit, that fools have, was silenced, the little

foolery, that wise men have, makes a great show.

riere comes M. Le Beau.

Enter Le Beau.

Ros. With his mouth full of news.
Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed

their young.

Ros. Then shall we be news cramm'd.
Cel. All the better; we shall be the more mar-

ketable. Bon jour. Monsieur Le Bean : What's
the news? [sport.

Le Beau. Fair princess, yon have lost much good
Cel. Sport? of what colour?

Le Beau. What colour, madam? How shall I

answer yon ?

Ros. As wit and fortune will.

Touch. Or as the destinies decree.

Cel. Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel.

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell.

Le Beau. Vou amaze me, ladies : I would have
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost

the sight of.

Ros. Vet tell us the manner of the wrestling.

Le Beau. J will tell you the beginning, and, if it

please your ladyships, you may see the end; for

the best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they
are coming to perform it.

Cel. Well,—the beginning, that is dead and
buried.

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his three
sons,

Cel. 1 oonld match this beginning with an old tale.

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent

growth and presence ;

Ros. With bills on their necks,

—

Be it known
tinto all men by these presents

-

Le Beau. Tlie eldest of the three wrestled with
Charles, the duke's wrestler ; which Charles in a
moment threw him, and broke three of his ribs,

that there is little hope of life in him : so he served
the second, and so the third : ) under they lie ; the
poor old man, their father, making such pitiful dole
over them, that all the beholders take his part with
Ros. Alas.' [weeping.
Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that

the ladies have lost ?

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of.

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it

is the first time that ever 1 heard, breaking of ribs

was sport for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promise thee.

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken
music in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon
rib-breaking ?—Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ?
Le Beau. You must, if you stay here : for here

is the place appointed for the wrestling, and they
are ready to perform it.

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming : let us
now stay and see it.

Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Or-
lando, CauiLES, and Attendants.

Duhe F. Come on ; since the youth will not be
entreated, his own peril on his forwardness.
Ros. Is yonder the man ?
Le Beau. Even he, madam. [cessfuUy.
Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks suc-
Dulce F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? are

you crept hither to see the wrestling ?
Ros. Ay, my liege : so please you give us leave.
X>MAre F. You will take little delight in it, I can

*u '^l'"'
^^^^^ ^ ^'^'^^ o'lds in the men : in pity of

the challenger's youth I would fain dissuade him,

but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies

,

see if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau.
Duke F. Do so ; I'll not be by. {Duke goes

apart.)

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princesses
call for you.

Orl. 1 attend them, with all respect and duty.

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles
the wrestler?

Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general chal-

lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with
him the strength of my youth.

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold
for your years : you have seen cruel proof of this

man's strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes,

or knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of

your adventure would counsel you to a more equal

enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake,

to embrace your own safety, and give over this

attempt.

Ros. Do, young sir
;
your reputation shall not

therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit to

the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward.

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your hard
thoughts : wherein I confess me much guilty, to

deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let

your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to

my trial : wherein if 1 be foiled, there is but one

shamed, that was never gracious ; if killed, but one
dead, that is willing to be so : I shall do my friends

no wrong, for I have none to lament me : the world
no injury, for in it I have nothing ; only in the

world I fill up a place, which may be better sup-
plied when 1 have made it empty.

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would it

were with you.
Cel. And mine, to eke out her's. [in you !

Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived
Cel. Your heart's desires he with you.
Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is

so desirous to lie with his mother earth ?

Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more
modest working.
Duke F. You shall try but one fall.

Cha. No, I warrant your grace
;
you shall not

entreat him to a second, that 'have so mightily per-
suaded him from a first.

Orl. You mean to mock me after; you should
not have mocked me before : but come your ways.
Ros. Now. Hercules be thy speed, young man !

Cel. I would I were in\isible, to catch the strong

fellow by the leg. {Charles and Orlando ivrestle?j

Ros. O excellent young man !

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can
tell who should down. {Charles is thrown. Shout.)
Duke F. No more, no more.
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am not yet

well breathed.
Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ?

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord.

Duke F. Bear him away. {Charles is borne out.)

What is thy name, young man ?

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of sir

Rowland de Bois. [man else.

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some
The world esteem'd thy father honourable.

But I did find him still mine enemy :

Thou shouldst have better pleas'd me with this deed,

Hadst thou descended from another house.

But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth
;

I would, thou hadst told me of another father.

[Exeunt Duke Fred, train, and Le Beau.
Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ?

Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland's sou.

His youngest son ;—and would not change that

To be adopted heir to Frederick. [calling,

Ros. My tather lovd sir Rowland as his soul,

-\nd all the world was of my father's mind :

Had I before known this young man his son.
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I shonld have given him tears unto entreaties.

Ere he should thus have ventur'd.

Cel. Gentle cousin,

Let us go thank him, and encourage him :

My father's rough and envious disposition

Sticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deserv'd :

If you do keep your promises in love,

But justly, as you have exceeded promise,
Your mistress shall be happy.

Ros, Gentleman,
(Giving him a chainfrom her neck.)

Wear this for me ; one out of suits vvith fortune
;

That could give more, but that her hand lacks

Shall we go, coz ? [means.

—

Cel. Ay :—Fare you well, fair gentleman.
Orl. Can I not say, I thank you ? Aly better parts

Are all thrown down ; and that, which here stands up,

Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.

Ros. He calls us back : my pride fell with my
fortunes :

I'll ask him what he would :—Did you call, sir?

—

Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown
More than your enemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz ?

Ros. Have with you :—Fare your well.

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia.

Orl, ^V^lat passion hangs these weights upon my
tongue ?

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference.

Re-enter Le Beau.

poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown :

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee.

Le Bean. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv'd
High commendation, true applause, and love

;

Yet such is now the duke's condition.

That he misconstrues all that you have done.

The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed.

More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of.

Orl. 1 thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me this

;

Which of the two was daughter of the duke.
That here was at the wrestling ?

Le Beati. Neither his daughter, if we judge by
manners

;

But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter ;

The other is daughter to the banish'd duke.

And here detain'd by her usurping uncle,

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters.

But I can tell you, that of late this duke
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece

;

Grounded upon no other argument.

But that the people praise her for her virtues.

And pity her for her good father's sake
;

And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady
Will suddenly break forth.—Sir, fare you well

!

Hereafter, in a better world than this,

1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you.

Orl. I rest much bounden to yon : fare you well

!

[Exit Le Beau.
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother

;

From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother :

—

But heavenly Rosalind ! [Exit.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the Palace.

Enter Celia and Ros.\lind.

Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind;—Cupid have
niercy !—Not a word ?

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog.

Vel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast

away upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come,
lame me with reasons.

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; when
the one should be lamed with reasons, and the other

mad without any.
Cel. But is all this for your father ?

Ros. No, some of it for my child's father : O, how
full of briers is this working-day world I

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee

in holyday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden
paths, our very petticoats will catch them.
Ros. I could shake them oflfmy coat; these burs

are in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away. [him.
Ros. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have
Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy atfections.

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler
than myself

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in

time, in despite of a fall.—But, turning these jests

out of service, let us talk in good earnest : Is it

possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so
strong a liking with old Sir Rowland's youngest son?

Ros. The duke my father lov'd his father dearly.

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love

his son dearly? By this kind of chase, I should
hate him, for my father hated his father dearly

;
yet

I hate not Orlando.

Ros. No, 'faith ; hate him not, for my sake.

Cel. Why should 1 not? doth he not deserve well ?

Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you love

him, because I do :—Look, here comes the duke.
Cel. With his eyes full of anger.

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords.
Dithe P. Mistress, despatch you with your safest

And get you from our court. Ihaste,

Ros. Me, uncle?
Duke F. Yon, cousiu

:

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found
So near our public court as twenty miles,

Thou diest for it.

Ros. I do beseech your grace.

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me :

If with myself I hold intelligence.

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires
;

If that I do not dream, or he not frantic,

(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle.

Never, so much as in a thought unborn.
Did I oifend your highness.

Duke F. Thus do all traitors

;

If their purgation did consist in words.
They are as innocent as grace itself:

—

Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not.

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor :

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.
Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's

enough.
Ros. So was I, when your highness took his

dukedom

;

So was I, when your highness banish'd him :

Treason is not inherited, my lord
j

Or, if we did derive it from our friends.

What's that to me ? ray father was no traitor :

Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much.
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak.

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay'd her fi-r your sake.

Else had she with her father rang'd along.

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay.

It was your pleasure, and your ovrn remorse

;

I was too young that time to value her,

But now I know her : if she be a traitor.

Why so am I ; we still have slept together.

Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together

;

And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swcms.
Still we went coupled, and inseparable.

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her

Her very silence, and her patience, [smoothness,

Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name
;

And thou wilt show more bright, and .seem more
virtuous.

When she is gone : then open not thy lips

;

Firm and irrevocable is my doom
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd.

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my
I cannot live out of her company. [liege

;

Duke F. You are a fool :—You, niece, provide

yourself;
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Ifyou oat-stay the time, upon mine honotir,

And in the greatness of ray word, you die.

[Exeujif Duke Frederic and Lords.

Cel. O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine.

I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than 1 am.

Bos. I have more cause.

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin
;

Prythee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke
Hath banish'd me, his daughter ?

Bos. That he hath not.

Cel. No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love

Which teacheth thee, that thou and I am one :

Shall we be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet girl ?

No ; let my father seek another lieir.

Therefore devise with me, how we may fly.

Whither to go, and what to bear wth us :

And do not seek to take your change upon yon.

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out

;

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale.

Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee.

Bos. Why, W'hither shall we go ?

Cel. To seek my uncle.

Bos. Alas, what danger will it be to us.

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ?

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.

Cel. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire.

And with a kind of umber smirch ray face
;

The like do you , so shall we pass along.

And never stir assailants.

Bos. Were it not better.

Because that I am more than common tall.

That I did suit me all points like a man ?

A gallant curtle-ax upon my thigh,

A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will)

We'll have a swashing and a martial outside
;

As many other mannish cowards have.

That do outface it with their semblances.

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ?

Bos. I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own
page.

And therefore look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call'd ?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state

;

No longer Celia, but Aliena.

Bos. But, cousin, what if we assay 'd to steal

The clownish fool out of your father's court?
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me

;

Leave me alone to w jo him : Let's away.
And get our jewels and our wealth together

;

Devise the fittest time, and safest way
To hide us from pursuit, that will be made
After my flight : Now go we in content.
To liberty, and not to banishment [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

The forest of Arden.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and other Lords,
hi the dress ofForesters.

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in
exile.

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods
More free from peril than the envious court ?

Here feel we but the penalty ofAdam,
The season's difference ; as, the icy fang.
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind

;

^Vbich, when it bites and blows upon my body.
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say,

—

This is no flattery : these are counsellors.
That feelingly persuade me what I am.
Sweet are the uses of adversity

;

Which, hke the toad, ugly and venomous.
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head

;Apd this our life, exempt from public haunt,
*inds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
aermons in stones, and good in even.- thing.

Ami. I would not change it : Happy is your
grace,

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune
Into so quiet and so sweet a style.

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ?

And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,

—

Being native burghers of this desert city,

—

Should, in their own confines, with forked heads
Have their round haunches gor"d.

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord,

Tlie melancholy Jaqnes grieves at that;

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp
Than doth your brother, that hath banish'd you.

To-day, my lord of -\miens, and myself.
Did steal behind him, as he lay along
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out

Upon the brook, that brawls along this wood :

To the which place a poor sequester'd stag.

That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, «
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, ray lord.

The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans,

That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat

Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears

Conrs'd one another down his innocent nose
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy faol.

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook,

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke S. But what said Jaqnes ?

Did he not moralize this spectacle ?

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similies.

First, for his weeping in the needless stream :

Poor deer, quoth he, thou inak'st a testament
As ivorldliiujs do, giving thy sum of more
To that which had too much : Then, being alone.

Left and abandou'd of his velvet friends;

'Tis right, quoth he; thus misery doth part
The flux of company: Anon, a careless herd,
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him.
And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaqnes,
Sweep on. you fat and greasy citizens ;

'Tis just the fashion : Wherefore do you look
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there '/

Thus most invectively he pierceth through
The body of the country, city, court,

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse.
To fright the animals, and to kill them up.

In their assign'd and native dwelling place.

Duke S. And did you leave him in this contem-
plation ? [menting

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping, and coui-

Upon the sobbing deer.

Duke S. Show me the place
;

I love to cope him in these sullen fits.

For then he's foil of matter.
2 Lord. I'll bring you to him straight. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Boom in the Palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw them i

It cannot be : some villains ofmy court

Are of consent and suflerance in this.

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,
Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early,

They found the bed untreasur'd of their mistress.

2 Lord. ]\Iy lord, the roynish clown, at whom so

oft

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing.

Hesperia, the princess' gentlewoman.
Confesses, that she secretly o'erheard

Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler,

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles

;

And she believes, wherever they are gone.

That youth is surely in tlieir company. (hither;

Duke F. Send to his brother : fetch that gallant

If he be absent, bring his brother to me,
I'll make him fuid him : do this suddenly

;
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And let not search and inqnisition quail

To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

Before Oliver's House.

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting.

Orl. Who's there ? [master,

Adam. What! my young master? O, my gentle

O, my sweet master, O, you memory
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you here ?

Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ?

And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ?

Why would you be so fond to overcome
The bony priser of the humorous duke ?

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men
Their graces serve them but as enemies ?

No more do yours
;
your virtues, geutle master.

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.

O, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it

!

Orl. Why, what's the matter?
Adam. O, unhappy yonth.

Come not within these doors ; within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives :

Your brother—(no, no brother: yet the son

—

Yet not the son ;—I will not call him son

—

Of him I was about to call his father,)

—

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie.

And you within it : ifhe fail of that.

He will have other means to cut you off:

I overheard him, and liis practices.

This is no place, this house is but a butchery
;

Abhor it, iear it, do not enter it. [me go ?

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here.

Orl. Wliat, wouldst thou have me go and beg my
food ?

Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce

A thievish living on the common road ?

This I must do, or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do, do how I can
;

I rather will subject me to the malice

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.

Adam. But do not so: I have five hundred crowns.
The thrifty hire I saved under your father,

Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse,

When service should in my old limbs lie lame.

And unregarded age in corners thrown

;

Take that : and He, that dotli the ravens feed.

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow.
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold

;

All this I give you : Let me be your servant;

Though I look old, yet 1 am strong and lusty :

For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood

;

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo
The means of weakness and debility :

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter.

Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you :

I'll do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necessities.

Orl. O good old man ; how well in thee appears
The constant service of the antique world.

When service sweat for duty, not for meed

!

Thou art not for the fashion of these times.

Where none will sweat, but for promotion

;

And having that, do choke their service up
Even with the having ; it is not so with thee.

But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree.

That cannot so much as a blossom yield.

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry :

But come thy ways, we'll go along together;

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent.

We'll light upon some settled low content.

Adam. Master, go on ; and I will follow thee.

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.

—

From seventeen years till now, almost fourscore.

Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek

;

But at fourscore, it is too late a week

:

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better,

Than to die well, and not my master's debtor.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The forest of Arden.

Enter Rosalind in boy's clothes, Cella, drest like
a Shepherdess, and Touchstone.

Ros. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits!

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were
not weary.

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my
man's apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose
ought to show itself courageous to petticoat ; there-

fore, courage, good Aliena.

Cel. I pray you, bear with me ; I cannot go no
further.

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you,
than bear you : yet I should bear no cross, if I did
bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in your
purse.

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden.
Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool

I ; when I was at home, I was in a better place

;

but travellers must be content.

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone :—Look you,
who comes here ; a young man, and an old, in so-

lemn talk.

Enter CoRiN and SiLViUS.

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still.

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love her

!

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov'd ere now.
Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess

;

Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover '

As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow :

But, if thy love were ever like to mine,
(As sure I think did never man love so,) '

How many actions most ridiculous

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy?

Cor. Into a thousand, that 1 have forgotten.

Sil. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily

:

If thou remember'st not the slightest folly.

That ever love did make thee run into.

Thou hast not lov'd :

Or, if thou hast not sat as I do now.
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise.

Thou hast not lov'd

:

Or, if thou hast not broke from company,
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,
Thou hast not lov'd : O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe !

[Exit Silvius.

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching ol' thy

wound,
I have by hard adventure found mine own.

Touch. And I mine : I remember, when I was in

love, I broke my sword upon a stone, ^nd bid hira

take that for coming a-night to Jane Smile : and I re-

member the kissing of her batlet, and then the cow's
dugs that her pretty chopp'd hands had milk'd : and
I remember the wooing of a peascod instead of her;

from whom I took two cods, and, giving her them
again, said with weeping tears, Wear these for my
sake. We, that are true lovers, run into strange

capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature

in love mortal in folly.

Ros. Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of.

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own
wit, till I break my shins against it.

Ros. Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion

Is much upon my fashion.

Touch. And m:ne ; but it grows something stale

with me.

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond' man.

If he for gold will give us any food

;

I faint almost to death.

Touch. Holloa : you, clown

!

Ros. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinsman.

Car. Who calls?
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Touch. Your betters, sir.

Cor. Else are they very wretched.

Ros. Peace, 1 say :—
Good even to you, friend.

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold.

Can in this desert place buy entertainment.

Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed :

Here's a young maid with travel much oppress'd.

And faints for succour.

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her.

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own,

My fortunes were more able to relieve her :

But I am shepherd to another man,

And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze

;

My master is of churlish disposition.

And little recks to find the way to heaven

By doing deeds of hospitality :

Besides his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed.

Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now.

By reason of his absence, there is nothing

That you will feed on ; but what is, come see.

And in my voice most welcome shall you be.

Ros. VVTiat is he that shall buy his flock and pas-

ture ? [erewhile.

Cor. That young swain, that yon saw here but

That little cares for buying any thing.

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand wth honesty.

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock.

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. [place,

Cel. And we will mend thy wages : I like this

And willingly could waste my time in it.

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold :

Go with me ; if you like, upon report,

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be.

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same.

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others.

SONG.

Ami. Under the greenivood tree.

Who loves to lie with me.
And tune his merry note

Unto the sweet bird's throat,

Co?ne hither, come hither , come hither;

Here shall he see

No enemy.
But ivinter and rough weather.

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more. [Jaques.

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur

Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr'ythee, more. I can
suck melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks

eggs : More, I pr'ythee, more. [please you.

Ami. My voice is ragged : I know, I cannot

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do desire

you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; Call you
them stanzas ?

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques.

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe
me nothing : Will you sing ? [self.

Ami. More at your request, than to please my-
Jaq. Well then, if ever 1 thank any man, I'll

thank you : but that they call compliment, is like

the encounter of two dog-apes ; and when a man
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a
penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks.

Come, sing; and you that wM not, hold your
tongues.

Ami. Well, I'll end the song.—Sirs, cover the
while

; the duke will drink under this tree :—he hath
been all this day to look you.

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him.
He is too disputable for my company : I think of as
many matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks, and
make no boast of them. Come, warble, come.

SONG.

Who doth ambition shun, (All together here.)

And loves to live V the sun,

Seeking the food he eats.

And pleas'd with ivhat he gets.

Come hither, come hither, come hither

;

Here shall he see

No ene?ny.

But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. I'll give you a verse to this note, that I made
yesterday in despite of my invention.

AmL And I'll sing it.

Jaq. Thus it goes :

If it do come to pass.
That ani/ man turn ass,

Leaving his wealth and ease,

A stubborn will to please,

Ducddme, ducdame, ducddme;
Here shall he see,

Gross fools as he.

An if he will come to Ami.

> A/ni. What's that ducddme ?

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a
circle. I'll go sleep if I can ; if I cannot. 111 rail

against all the first-born of Egypt.

Ami. And I'll go seek the duke

;

prepar'd.

his banquet is

[Exeunt severally.

Scene VI.

—

The same.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further : O, I die

for food ! Here he I down, and measure out my
grave. Farewell, kind master.

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in

thee? Live a little ; comfort a little; cheer thyself

a little : if this uncouth forest yield any thing savage,

I will either be food for it, or brmg it for food to

thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers.

For my sake, be comfortable ; hold death awhile at

the arms'end : I will here be with thee presently;

and if I bring thee not something to eat, I'll give

thee leave to die : but if thou diest before I come,

thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said ! thou

look'st cheerily : and I'll be with thee quickly.—Yet

thou liest in the bleak air : Come, I will bear thee

to some shelter; and thou shall not die for lack of a

dinner, if there live any thing in this desert. Cheerly,

good Adam

!

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.— The same. A table set out.

Enter DuKE Senior, Amiens, Lords, and others.

Duke S. I think he be transform'd into a beast

;

For I can no where find him like a man.

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence

;

Here was he merry, hearing of a song.
.

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical.

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres :—Go,

seek him ; tell him, I would speak with him.

Enter Jaques.

I Lord. He saveS my labour by his own approach.

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur !
what a life

is this.

That your poor friends must woo your company .'

What ! you look merrily. ,,,.. r *

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! 1 met a fool i' the forest,

A motley fool ;—a miserable world !—

As I do live by food, I met a fool

;

Who laid him down and bask'd him m the sun.

And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms.

In good set terms,—and yet a motley fool.

Good-morrow, fool, quoth I : No sir, quoth he.

Call me notfool, till heaven hath seiit mefortune

:

And then he drew a dial from his poke
;

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye.

Says, very wsely. It is ten o'clock:

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wags:

'Tis but an hour ago, since it was nme ;
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And after an hour more, 'tivill be eleven;

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe.

And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot,
' And thereby hanys a tale. When I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time.

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer.

That fools should be so deep-contemplatave

;

And I did laugh, sans intermission,

An hour by his dial.—O noble fool

!

A worthy fool ! iVIotley's the only wear.
Dni-e S. What fool is this ? [tier

;

Jaq. O \vorthy fool !—One, that hath been a cour-
And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain,

—

Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit
After a voyage,—he hath strange places cramm'd
With observation, the which he vents
In mangled forms :—O, that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

DuJce S. Thou shalt have one.

Jaq. It i.s my only suit

;

Provided, that you weed your better judgments
Of all opinion that grows rank in them.
That I am wise. I must have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind.
To blow on whom 1 please ; for so fools have

;

And they, that are most galled with my folly.

They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so?
The why is plain as way to parish church :

He, that a fool doth very wisely hit.

Doth very foolishly, although he smart.
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not.

The wise man's folly is anatomiz'd
' • Even by the squand'ring glances of the fool.

Invest me in my motley
; give me leave

To speak my mind, and I will through and through
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world.
If they will patiently receive my medicine.
Duxe S. Fy on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldst

do.

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do, but good ?

Diike S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin

:

For thou thyself hast been a libertine.

As sensual as the brutish sting itself;

And all the embossed sores, and headed evils.

That thou with license of free foot hast caught,
W^ould'st thou disgorge into the general world.

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride,

That can therein tax any private party ?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea.

Till that the very very means do ebb ?

What woman in the city do I name.
When that I say. The city-woman bears
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ?

Who can come in, and say, that I mean her.

When such a one as she, such is her neighbour?
Or what is he of basest function.

That says, his bravery is not on my cost,

(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits

His folly to the mettle of my speech ?

There then; How, what then? Let me see wherein
My tongue hath WTong'd him : if it do him right.

Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free,

|Why then, my taxing like a wild-goose flies,

Unclaim'd of any man.—But who comes here ?

Enter Orlando, with his sword drawn.

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more.
Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet.

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd.

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of?
Duke S. Art thou thus boldeu'd, man, by thy

distress

;

Or else a rude despi.ser of good manners.
That in civility thou seetn'st so empty ?

Orl. You touch'd my vein at first ; the thorny point

Ot" bare distress hath ta'en from me the show
Of smooth civility : yet am 1 inland bred.
And know some nurture : But forbear, I say

;

He dies, that touches any of this fruit.

Till I and my affairs are answered.
Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason,

I must die. [shall force,
Duke S. What would yon have? yonr gentleness

More than your force move ns to gentleness.

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it.

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our
table. [you

:

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray
I thought that all things had been savage here

;

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of stern commandment : but whate'er you are.

That in this desert inaccessible,

Under the shade of melancholy boughs.

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time

;

If ever you have look'd on better days;
If ever been, where bells have knoll'd to church

;

If ever sat at any good man's feast;

If ever from your eye-lids wiped a tear.

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied;

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be :

In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword.
Duke S. True is it, that we have seen better days*

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church

;

And sat at good men's feasts ; and wip'd our eyes
Of drops, that sacred pity hath engender'd :

And therefore sit you down in gentleness.

And take upon command what help we have.
That to your wanting may be ministred.

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while.

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn.

And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary step

Limp'd in pure love ; till he be first sufEc'd,

—

Oppress'd with two weake^^ls, age and hunger,

—

I will not touch a bit.

Duke S. Go find him ont.

And we will nothing waste, till you return.

Orl. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good
comfort

!

[^Exit.

Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy

:

This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene
Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players

:

They have their exits, and their entrances

;

And one man in liis time plays many parts.

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant.

Mewling and puking in the nurse's anns
;

And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel.

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school; and then, the lover;

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress' eye-brow : then, a soldier.

Full of strange oalhs, and bearded like the pard
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel.

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's month; and then, the justice;

In fair roi.nd belly, with good capon lin'd,

VVith eyes severe, and beard of formal cut.

Full of wise saws and modern instances.

And so he plays his part : the sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon;

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side;

His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice,

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound: last scene ot all.

That end.s this strange eventful history.

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion

;

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing.

Re-enter Orlando tvifh Adavi.

Duke S. Welcome : set down your venerable

And let him feed [burden,

Orl. I thank you most for him.

Adam. So had you need:
I scarce can speak to thank yon for myself.

Duke S. Welcome, fall to ; 1 will not trouble ycu
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As yet, to question you about your fortunes :

—

Give us some music ; and, good cousin, sing,

Abuens sings.

SONG.

Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude ;

Thy tooth is not so keen.

Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh, ho ! sing heigh, ho ! unto the green holly

:

Mostfrietidship isfcigiiing, most loving merefolly!
Then, heigh, ho, the holly !

This life is most jolly.

II.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky.
That dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot

:

Though thou the ivaters warp.
Thy sting is not so sharp
As friend remember'd not.

Heigh, ho ! sing heigh, ho ! &c.

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Bowland's
son,

—

As you have whisper'd faithfully you were :

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness
Most truly limn'd, and living in your face,

—

Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke.
That lov'd your father : the residue of your fortune.
Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old man.
Thou art right welcome as thy master is

;

Support him by the arm.—Give me your hand,
And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Ouver, Lords, and
Attendants.

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that can-
not be

;

But were 1 not the better part made mercy,
I should not seek an absent argument
Of my revenge, thou present : but look to it

;

Find out thy brother, whereso'er he is

;

Seek him with candle ; bring him, dead or living.

Within this twel-.emonth, or turn thou no more
To seek a living in oui territory.

Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine.
Worth seizure, do .we seize into our hands

;

Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth.
Of what we think against thee.

Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in this !

I never lov'd my brother in my life.

DukeF. More villain thou.—W^ell, push him
out of doors

;

And let my officers of such a nature
Make an extent upon his house mid lands •

Do this expediently, and turn him going. [Exeunt.

Scene W.—The Forest.

Enter Orlando, with a paper.
Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love :

And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above.
Thy huntress' name, that my full life cloth sway.
Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books.
And in their barks my thoughts 111 character;

That every eye, whicli in tliis forest looks,
Shall see thy virtue witn'ess'd every where.

Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree,
1 he fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. [Exit,

Enter Corin and Touchstone.
Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, mas-

ter Touchstone '("

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is

a good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd's
life, it is naught. In respect that it is aohtary, I
like it very well ; but in respect that it is private,
it is a very vile life. Now in respect it is in the
fields, it pleaseth me well ; but in respect it is not
in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look
you, it fits my humour well ; but as there is no more
plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast
any philosophy in thee, shepherd ?.

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one
sickens, the worse at ease he is ; and that he that
wants money, means, and content, is without three
good friends :—That the property of rain is to wet,
and fire to burn : that good pasture makes fat sheep

;

and that a great cause of the night, is lack of the
sun : that he, that hath learned no wit by nature
nor art, may complain of good breeding, or comes
of a very dull kindred.

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher.
Wast ever in court, shepherd ?

Cor. No, truly.

Touch. Then thou art damn'd.
, Cor. Nay, I hope,

Touch. Truly, thou art damn'd ; like an ill-roasted
egg, all on one side.

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason.
Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou

never saw'st good manners ; if thou never saw'st
good manners, then thy manners must be wicked

;

and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation: thou
art in a narlous state, shepherd.

Cor. Not a whit. Touchstone : those, that are
good manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the
country, as the behaviour of the country is most
mockable at the court. You told me, you salute
not at the court, but you kiss your hands ; that
courtesy would be uncleanly, if courtiers were shep-
herds.

Touch. Instance, briefly ; come, instance.
Co): Why, we are still handling our ewes ; and

their fells, yon know, are gresisy.

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat ?
and is not the grease of a, mutton as wholesome as
the sweat of a man ? Shallow, shallow : a better
instance, I say ; come.

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard.
Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shal-

low, again
; a more sounder instance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the sur-
gery of our sheep ; and would you have us kiss tar?
The courtier's hands are perfumed with civet.

Touch. Most shallow man ! Thou worms-meat,
in respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed !—Learn
of the wise, and perpend : Civet is of a baser birth
than tar ; the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend
the instance, shepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll rest
Touch. Wilt thou rest damn'd? God help thee,

shallow man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art

raw.
Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer ; I earn that I eat,

get that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's
happiness

;
glad of other men's good, content with

my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, to see
my ewes graze, and my lambs suck.

Touch. That is another simple sin in you ; to

bring the ewes and the rams together, and to ofier

to get your li\ing by the copulation of cattle : to be
bawd to a bell-wether; and to betray a she-lamb of

a twelvemonth, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly
ram, out of all reasonable iiiatcii. If thou be'st

not (lamu'd for this, the devil himself will have no
shepherds ; I cannot see else how tliou shouldst
'scape.

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede, my
new mistress's brother.

Enter Ros.alind, reading a paper.

Ros. From tlw east to western Ind,
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No jewel is Ulce Rosalind.

Her worth, being mounted on (he icind.

Through all the world bears Rosalind.

All the pictures, fairest lind.

Are but black to Rosalind.
Let 710 face be kept in mind,
But the fair of Rosalind.

Touch. I'll rhyme yon so, eight years together;

dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted :

it is the right butter-woman's rank to market.

Ros. Out, fool

!

Touch. For a taste :

Jfa hart do lack a hind,
tiet him seek out Rosalind.

If the cat tvill after kind.

So. be sure, wilt Rosalind.
. PP^inter-garments must be lin'd,

So must slender Rosalind.
They that reap, tnust sheafand bind

;

Then to cart tvith Rosalind.
Sweetest nut hath sourest rind,

Such a nut is Rosalind.
Me that sweetest rose will find.
Mustfind love's prick, and Rosalind.

This is the very false gallop of verses ; why do j'ou

infect jourself with them? [tree.

Ros. Peace, you dull fool ; I found them on a

Touch. Truly, the tree jields bad fruit.

Ros. I'll graff it with you, and then I shall graff

it with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit

in the country : for you'll be rotten ere you be half

ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar.

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no,

let the forest judge.

Enter Celia, reading a paper.

Rose. Peace

!

Here comes my sister, reading; stand aside.

Cel. TVhy should this desert silent be?
For it is unpeopled? No;

Tongues Til hang on every tree,

That shall civil sayings show.
Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage ;

That the stretching of a span
Buckles in his sum of age.

Some, of violated vows
'Twixt the souls offriend andfriend

:

But upon the fairest boughs,
Or at every sentence' end.

Will I Rosalinda tcrite ;

Teaching all that read, to know
The quintessence of every sprite

Heaven icould in little show.
Therefore heaven nature charg'd,

That one body should be fill'

d

With all graces wide enlarg'd:
Nature presently distill'd

Helens cheek, but not her heart

:

Cleopatra s majesty ;

Atalanta's better part

;

Sad Lucretia's modesty.
Thus Rosalind ofmany parts
By heavenly synod tvas devis'd;

Ofmanyfaces, eyes, and hearts,

To have the touches dearest priz'd.

Heaven would that she these gifts should
And I to lite and die her slave. [have,

Ros. O most gentle Jupiter!—what tedious ho-

mily of love have you wearied your parishioners

withal, and never cry'd. Have patience, good
people

!

Cel. How now ! back, friends ;—Shepherd, go
off a little :—Go vnth him, sirrah.

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour-
able retreat ; thongh not with bag and baggage, yet
with scrip and scrippage.

[Exeunt Corin and Touchstone.

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses r

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for
some of them had io them more feet than the verses
would bear. [verses.

Cel. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the
Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not

bear themselves without the verse, and therefore

stood lamely in the verse.

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how
thy name should be hang'd and carved upoo these
trees 'I

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the
wonder before you came ; for look here what I

found on a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymed
since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat,

which I can hardly remember.
Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ?

Ros. Is it a man ?

Cel. Aud a chain, that yon once wore, about his

neck: change you colour?
Ros. I pr'ythee, who?
Cel. O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends

to meet ; but mountains may be removed with
earthquakes, and so encounter.

Ros. Nay, but who is it ?

Cel. Is it possible ?

Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary

vehemence, tell me who it is.

Cel. O wonderfid, wonderful, and most wonderful
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that

out of all whooping I

Ros. Good my complexion ! dost thou think,

though I am capaiison'd like a man, I have a doub-
let and hose in my disposition ? One inch of delay
more is a South-sea-off discovery. I pr'ythee, tell

me, who is it ? quickly, and speak apace ; I would
thou couldst stammer, that thou might'st pour this

concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out
of a narrow-mouth'd botti* ; either too much at

once, or none at all. I pr'ythee, take the cork out of
thy month, that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros. Is ne of God's making ? What manner of
man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a
beard?

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.
Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will

be thankful : let me stay the growth of his beard,
if thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando ; that tripp'd up the

wrestler's heels, and your heart, both in an instint.

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak
sad brow, aud true maid.

Cel. I'faith, coz, 'tis he.

Ros. Orlcmdo?
Cel. Orlando.
Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with r-.y

doublet and hose ?—What did he, when thou saw'st

him ? What said he ? How look'd he ? Wherein
went he ? What makes he here ? Did he ask for

me ? Where remains he ? How parted he with thee?

and when shalt thou see him again T Answer nic

one word.
Cel. You mast borrow me Garagantua's raoutli

first : 'tis a word too great for any mouth of thi";

age's size : To say, ay, and no, to these particulars,

is more than to answer in a catechism.

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest,

and in man's apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he did

the day he wrestled :*

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve

the propositions of a lover:—but take a taste of my
finding him, and relish it with a good observance.

I found him under a tree, like a dropp'd acoru.

Ros. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it

drops forth such fruit.

Cel. Give me audience, good madam.
Ros. Proceed.
Cel. There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded

knight.
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Bos. Though it be pity to see sach a sight, it well

becomes the ground.

Cel. Cry, holla I to thy tongue, I pr'ythee; it

curvets very unseasonably. He was fumish'd like

a hunter.

Ros. O ominous ! he comes to kill my heart.

Cel. I would sing my song without a burden :

thou briug'st me out of tune.

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I

think, J must speaL Sweet, say on.

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

Cel. You bring me out :—Soft ! comes he not here ?

Ros. 'Tis he ; slink by, and note him.

(Celia ajicl Rosalind retire.)

Jaq. I thank yon for your company ; but, good
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone.

Orl. And so had I ; but yet, for fashion's sake, I

thank yon too for your society. [can.

Jaq. God be with you ; let's meet as little as we
Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers.

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing

love-songs in their barks.

Orl. I pray you,* mar no more of my verses with
reading them ill-favonredly.

Jaq. Rosalind is your love's name ?

Orl. Yes, just.

Jaq. I do not like her name.
Orl. There \73s no thought of pleasing you, when

she was christen'd.

Jaq. What stature is she of?
Orl. Just as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers : Have you
not been acquainted with goldsmiths' wives, and
conn'd them out of rings ?

Orl. Not so; but I answer yon right painted
cloth, from whence you have studied your questions.

Jaq. Yon have a nimble wit ; I think it was made
of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me ?

and we two will rail against our mistress tlie world,
and all our misery.

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world, but
myself against whom I know most faults.

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love.

Orl. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best

virtue. I am weary of you.

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when
I found you.

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in,

and you shall see him.

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure.

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cj^pher.

Jaq. I'll tarry no longer with you : farewell, good
signior love.

Orl. I am glad of your departure : adieu, good
monsieur melancholy. [ivard.

Exit Jaques.—Celia and Rosalind come for-
Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey,

and under that habit play the knave with him.

—

Do you hear, forester ?

Orl. Very well ; what would you ?

Ros. 1 pray you, what is't o'clock ?

Orl. Yon should ask me, what time o' day ; there's

no clock in the forest.

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest;

else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour,
would detectthe lazy foot of time, as wellas aclock.

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ? had not
that been as proper ?

Ros. By no means, sir : Time travels in divers
paces with divers persons : I'll tell you who time
arables withal, who time trots withal, who time
gallops witlial, and who he stands still withal.

Orl. I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal ?

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid,
between the contract of her marriage, and the day
it is solemnized : if the interim be but a se'nnight,
time's pace is so hard, that it seems the length of
seven years.

Orl. Who ambles time withal ?

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich
man that hath not the gout : for the one sleeps
easily, because he cannot study ; and the other lives
merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking
the burden of lean and wasteful learning ; the other
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury : These
time ambles withal.

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ?

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for though he
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too
soon there.

Orl. Who stays it still withal ?
Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep

between term and term, and then they perceive not
how time moves.

Orl. "VYhere dwell you, pretty youth ?
Ros. With this shepherdess, ray sister ; here in

the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat.
Orl. Are you native of this place ?

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where she
is kindled.

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could
purchase in so removed a dwelling.
• Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak,
who was in his youth an in-land man ; one that
knew courtship too well, for there he fell iu love.
I have heard him read many lectures against it; and
I thank God I am not a woman, to be touch'd with
so many giddy offences as he hath generally tax'd
their whole sex withal.

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal evils,
that he laid to the charge of women ?

Ros. There were none principal; they were all
like one another, as half-pence are : every one fault
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to
match it.

Orl. I pry'thee, recount some of them.
Ros. No ; I will not cast away my physic, but

on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the
forest, that abuses our young plants with carvin''
Rosalind on their barks; hangs odes upon haw-
thorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth
deifying the name of Rosalind : if I could meet
that fancy-monger, I would give him some good
counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of \o\ e
upon him.

Orl. I am he that is so love-snaked ; I pray you
tell me your remedy.
Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you

:

he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which
cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not prisoner.

Orl. What were his marks ?

Ros. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue
eye, and sunken ; which you have not : an unques-
tionable sijirit ; which you have not : a beard neg-
lected j

which you have not :—but I pardon you for

that ; lor, .simply, your having in beard is a younger
brother's revenue :—Then your hose should be un-
garter'd, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve unbut-
ton'd, your shoe untied, and every thing about yoii

demonstrating a careless desolation. But you are

no such man; you are rather point-de-vice in your
accoutrements ; as loving yourself, than Seeming
the lover of any other.

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be-
lieve I love.

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her

that you love believe it; which I warrant, she is

apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one of
the points, in the which women still give the lie to

their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosa-
lind is so admired ?

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he.

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes
speak ? [much.

Orl. Neitlier rhyme nor reason can express how
Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell vouj

M
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deserves as well a dark house and a wliip, as mad-
luen do : and the reason why they are uot so pu-

iiished aud cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary,

that the whippers are in love too : Yet I profess

curing it by counsel.

Ori. Did you ever cure any so ?

Bos. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was to

imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him
every day to woo me : at which time would I,

being but a moonish youth, grieve, be efleminate,

changeable, longing, and liking
;
proud, fantastical,

apish, shallow, inconstant, lull of tears, full of
smiles ; for every passion something, aud for no
passion truly any thing, as boys and women are for

the most part cattle of this colour : would now like

him, now loath him ; then entertain him, then for-

swear him ; now weep for hira, then spit at him

;

that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of love,

to a living humour of madness ; which was, to fur-

swear the full stream of the world, and to live in a
nook merely monastic : And thus I cured him

;

and this way will I take upon me to wash your li\er

as clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall

not be one spot of love in't.

Orl. I would not be cured, youth.

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call me
Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and woo
me. [me where it is.

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, 1 will; tell

Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you ; and,
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest

you live : Will you go?
Orl. With all my heart, good youth.

_
Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind :—Come,

sister, will you go ? [Exeunt.

Scene III.

Enter Touchstone otid Audrey; Jaques at a
distance observing them.

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey ; I will fetch

up your goats, Audrey: And how, Audrey? am 1

the man yet ? Doth my simple feature content you ?

Aud. Your features ! Lord warrant us ! what
features ?

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the
Goths.

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! worse than Jove
in a thatch'd house ! [Aside.)

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be under-
stood, nor a man's good wit seconded with the for-

ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more
dead than a great reckoning in a little room :

—

Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical.

Aud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it

honest in deed and word ? Is it a true thing ?

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers,
they do feign.

Aud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made
me poetical ?

Touch. I do, truly : for thou swear'st to me, thou
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have
some hope thou didst feign.

Aud. Would you not have me honest?
Touch. No truly, unless thou wert hard-favour'd

;

for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a
sauce to sugar.

Jaq. A material fool

!

[Aside.)
Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray

the gods make me honest

!

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a
foul slut, vv'ere to put good meat into an imclean dish.

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods 1

am foul.

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness I

sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it

may be, I will marry thee : and to that end, I have
been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next

villnge
^
who hath promised to meet me in this place

of the iorest, and to couple us.

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside.)

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy !

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fear-

ful heart, stagger in his attempt; for here we ha-.e

no temple but the wood, no assembly but honi-

beasts. But what though ? Courage ! As horns are

odious, they are necessary. It is said,—Many a

man knows no end of his goods : right : many a
man has good horns, and knows no end of them.

Well, that is the dowry of his wife ; 'tis none of his

own getting. Horns? Even so: Poor men
alone ? No, no ; the noblest deer hath them as

huge as the rascal. Is the single man therefore

blessed ? No : as a wall'd town is more worthier

than a village, so is the forehead of a married man
more honourable than the bare brow of a bachelor :

and by how much defence is better than no skill, by
so much is a horn more precious than to want.

Enter Sir Oliver Mar -text.

Here comes sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar- text, you are

well met: Will you despatch «s here under this

tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel

!

Sir on. Is there none here to give the woman ?

Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man.
Sir on. Truly she must be given, or the marriage

is not lawful.

Jaq. [Discovering himself.) Proceed, proceed;
ril give her.

Touch. Good even, good master What ye calTt

.

How do you, sir ? You are very well met : God'ild

you for your last company : I am very glad to see

you :—Even a toy in hand here, sir :—Nay, pray

be cover'd.

Jaq. Will you be married, motley ?

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse hia

curb, and the faulcon her bells, so man hath his de-
sires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be
nibbling.

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding,
be married under a bush, like a beggar? Get you to

church, and have a good priest, that can tell you
what marriage is : this fellow will but join you to-

gether as they join wainscot ; then one of you will

prove ashrimkpannel, and, like green timber, warp,
warp.

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better
to be married of him than of another : for he is nut
like to marry me well ; and not being well married,
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leav(»

my wife. [Aside.)
Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee.

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey

;

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry

.

Farewell, good master Oliver

!

Not—O sweet Oliver,

O brave Oliver,

Leave me not behi' thee

;

But—Wind away.
Begone, I say,

I will not to wedding wi' thee.

[Exeunt Jaques, Touchstone, and Audrey.

Sir on. 'Tis no matter : ne'er a fantastical knave
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Before a cottage.

Enter Rosalind and Cella.

Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep.
Gel. Do, I pr' ythee ; but yet have the grace to

consider, that tears do not become a man.
Ros. But have I not cause to weep?
Cel. As good cause as one would desire ; there-

fore weep.
Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour.

Cel. Something browner than Judas's : marry, his
kisses are Judas's own children.

Ros. I'faith, his hair is of a good colour.
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Cel. An excellent colour : your chesnut was ever
the only colour.

Bos. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the

touch of holy bread.

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana :

a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more reli-

giously ; the very ice of chastity is in them.

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this

morning, and comes not?
Cel. Nay certainly, there is no truth in him.

Ros. Do you think so ?

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a

horse-stealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think

him as concave as a cover'd goblet, or a worm-eaten
uut.

Ros. Not true in love ?

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think he is not in.

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he

was.
Cel. Was is not is : besides, the oath of a lover

is no stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are

both the confirmers of false reckonings. He attends

here in the forest on the duke your lather.
,

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much
question with him : he asked rae, of what parentage
1 was ? I told him, of as good as he ; so he laugii'd,

and let me go. But vvhat talk we of fathers, when
there is si'ch a man as Orlando ?

Cel. O, tiiat's a brave man ! he writes brave
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths,

and breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart
the heart of his lover; as a puny tilter, that spurs his

horse but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble
goose : but all's brave, that youth mounts, and folly

guides :—Who comes here?

Enter CoRiN.

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft inquired

After the shepherd, that complain'd of love

;

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf.

Praising the proud disaainftd sliepherdess,

I'hat was his mistrm.
Cel. Well, and what of him?
Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play'd.

Between the pale complexion of true love

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain,

Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you.

If you will mark it.

Ros. O come, let us remove
;

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love :

—

Bring us unto this -sight, and you shall say

I'll prove a busy actor in their play. [E.\:eunt.

Scene V.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not,

Phebe

:

Say, that you love me not ; but say not so

In bitterness : The common executioner.

Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death makes
hard,

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck.

But first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ?

JB«/(?/- Rosalind, Celia, wm^Corin, at a distance.
Phe. I would not be thy executioner;

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

Thou tell'st me, there is murder in mine eye :

'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable.

That eyes,—that are the frail'st and softest things.

Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

—

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers I

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart

;

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill

thee;
Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down

;

Or, ifthou can'st not, O, for shame, for shame,
I.<ie not, to say mine eyes are murderers.
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee :

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some scar of it ; lean but upon a i-usli.

The cicatrice and capable iuipressure
Thy palm some moment keeps : but now mine eyes.
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not

;

Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes
That can do hurt.

Sil. O dear Phebe,
If ever, (as that ever may be near,)
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy.
Then shall you know the wounds invisible.

That love's keen arrows make.
Phe. But, till that time.

Come not thou near me : and when that time comes.
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not

;

As, till that time, I shall not pity thee.

Ros. And why, I pray you ? {Advancing.) Who
might be your mother.

That you insult, exult, and all at once.
Over the wretched ? What though you have more

beauty,
(As, by ray faith, I see no more in you
Than without candle may go dark to bed,)
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ?

Why, what means this ? Why do you look on me ''

I see no more in you, than in the ordinary
Of nature's sale-work :—Od's my little life !

I think, she means to tangle my eyes too

:

No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it

;

'Tis not your inky brows, your black-silk hair.

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream.
That can entame my spirits to your worship.

—

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,

-Like foggy south, pufling with wind and rain ?

You are a thousand times a properer man.
Than she a woman : 'Tis such fools as you,
That make the world full of ill-favouFd children :

'Tis cot her glass, but you, that flatters her
;

And out of you she sees herself more proper.
Than any of her lineaments can show ner.

—

But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees.
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love :

For I must tell you friendly in your ear,

—

Sell when you can
;
you are not for all markets :

Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer

;

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.

So, take her to thee, shepherd :—fare you well.

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year to-

gether
;

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo.
Ros. He's fallen in love with her foulness, and

she'll fall in love with my anger : if it be so, as fast

as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce
her with bitter words.—Why look you so upon me ?

Phe. For no ill will I bear you.
Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me.

For I am falser than vows made in wine :

Besides, I like you not : if you will know my house,

'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by :

—

Will you go, sister?—Shepherd, ply her hard :

Come, sister.—Shepherdess, look on him better.

And be not proud : though all the world could see.

None could be so abus'd in sight as he.

Come, to our flock.

[Exeunt Rosalind, Celia, and Corin.

Phe. Dear shepherd ! now. I find thy saw of

might

;

Who ever lov'd, that lov'dnot at first sight ?

Sil. Sweet Phebe,

—

Phe. Ha ! what say'st thou, Silvius?

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.

<SV/. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be
;

If you do sorrow at my grief in love.

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief

VVere both extermined.

Phe. Thou hast my love ; is not that neighbourly ?

Sil. I would have you.

Phe. Why, that were covetousness.

Silvins, the time was, that I hated thee ;

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love :
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But since that thou canst talk of love so well.

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me,

I will endure ; and I'll employ thee too :

But do not look for further recompense,

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ'd.

Sil. So holy, and so perfect is my love,

And I in such a poverty of grace.

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop

To glean the broken ears alter the man
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then

A scatter'd smile, and that I'll live upon.

Phe. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to me
ere while ?

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft;

And he hath bought the cottage and tlie bounds.

That the old carlot once was master of.

P/ie. 'J'hink not I love him, though I ask for him

;

'Tis but a peevish boy :—yet he talks well ;

—

But what care I for words ? yet words do well.

When he, that speaks them, pleases those that hear.

It is a pretty >outh :—not very pretty :

—

But, sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes
him :

He'll make a proper man : The best thing in him
Is his complexion ; and faster than his tongue

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up.

He is not tall
;
yet for his years he's tall

:

His leg is but so so ; and yet 'tis well

:

There was a pretty redness in his lip;

A little riper and more lusty red

Than that niix'd in his cheek ; 'twas just the dif-

ference

Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask.
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd

him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him : but, for my part,

I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet

I have more cause to hate him than to love him :

For what had he to do to chide at me ?

He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black
;

And, now I am remember'd, sr.orn'd at me :

I marvel, why I answer'd not again :

But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance.

I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou slialt bear it ; Wilt thou. Silvius ?

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart.

P/ie. I'll write it straight

;

The matter's in my head, and in niy heart

:

I will be bitter with him, and passing short

:

Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Rosalind, Celia, a7id Jaques.

Jaq. I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better

acquaintecl with thee.

Itos. They say you are a melancholy fellow.

Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better thnn laughing.

Ros. Those that are in extremity of either, are

abominable fellows ; and betray themselves to every

modern censure, worse than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing.

Ros. Why then, 'tis good to be a post.

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy,

which is emulation ; nor the musician's, which is

fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor

the soldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's,

which is politic ; nor the lady's, which is nice ; nor

the lover's, which is all these : but it is a melancholy

of mine own, compounded ofmany simples, extracted

from many objects ; and, indeed, the sundry con-

templation of my travels in which my often rumin-

ation wraps me, is a most humorous .sadness.

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great

reason to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own
lauds, to see other men's ; then, to have seen much,
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor
hand.s.

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience.

Enter Orlando.
Ros. And your experience makes you sad ; I had

rather have a fool to make me merry, than expe-

rience to make me sad ; and to travel for it too.

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind !

Jaq. Nay then, God be wi' you, an you talk in

blank verse. [Exit.

Ros. Farewell, monsieur traveller : Look, you
lisp, and wear strange suits ; disable all the bene-

fits of your own country ; be out of love with your
nativity, and almost chide God for making you that

countenaiKje you are ; or I will scarce think you have
swam in a gondola.—Why, how now, Orlando I

where have you been all this while ? You a lover ':"

—An you serve me such another trick, never coiae

in my snght more.

Orl. My fair RosalinJ, I come within an hour of

my promise.

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that

will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and
break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute
in the affairs of love, it may be said of him, that

Cupid hath clapp'd him o' the sjioulder, but I warrant
liim heart-whole.

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind.

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in

my sight : I had as lief be woo'd of a snail.

Orl. Of a snail ?

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly,

he carries his house on his head; a better jointure,

I think, than you can make a woman : besides, he

brings his destiny with him.

Orl. What's that ?

Ros. W hy, horns ; which such as you are fain to

be beholden to your wives for : but he conies

armed in his fortune, and prevents the slander of his

wife. [virtuo"S.

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is

Ros. And I am your Rosalind.

Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a
Rosalind of a better leer than you.

Ros. Come, woo me, woo^|^ ; for now I am in

a holiday humour, and like enough to consent :

—

What would you say to me now, an I were your
very Rosalind?

Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke.

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and when
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might
iake occasion to kiss. Very good orators, wiien
they are out, they will spit; and ibr lo\ers, lac"<;in;T

(God warn us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss.

Orl. How if tlie kiss be denied?
Ros. Then she [puts you to entreaty, and there

begins new matter. [mistiess ?

Orl. Wiio could be out, being before his beloved
Ros. JNIarry, that should you, if I were yo- .

mistress ; or 1 should think my honesty ranker than
my wit.

Orl. What, of my suit?

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your
suit. Am not I your Rosalind ?

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I

would be talking of her. [you.

Ros. Well, in her person, I say, I will not have
Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die.

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this tiuie

there was not any man died in his own person, vide-

licet, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed
out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could

to die before; and he is one of the patterns of love.

Leander, he would have lived nrany a fair year,

though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for

a hot midsummer night : for, good youth, he went
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and,

being taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the

foolish chroniclers of that age found it was—Hero
of Sestos. But these are all lies; men have died

from time to time, and worms have eaten them, but

not for love.



Scene 3. AS YOU LIKE IT. I8l>

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this

mind ; for, I protest, her i'rowii might kill me.

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly : But
come, now i will be your Rosalind in a more
coming-on disposition ; and ask me what you will,

I will grant it.

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind.

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays,

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? [and all.

Ros. Ay, and twenty such.

Orl. What say'st then?
Ros. Are you not good ? ^

Orl. I hope so.

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a good
thing ?—Come, sister, you shall be the priest, and
marry ns.—Give me your band, Orlando :—What do
you say, sister?

Orl. Pray thee, marry us.

Ccl. I cannot say the words.

Ros. You must begin, Will you, Orlando,—
Cel. Go to: Will you, Orlando, have to wife

Orl. I will. [this Rosalind ?

Ros. Ay, but when ?

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us.

Ros. Then you must say,

—

I take thee, Rosalind,

fur wife.
Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but,

— i do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : There
a girl goes btfore the priest; and, certainly, a
woman's thought runs before her actions.

Orl, So do all thoughts : they are winged.

Rus. Now tell me, how long you would have her,

after yon have possessed heri

Orl. For ever, and a day.

Ros. Say a day, without the ever : No, no, Or-
lando ; men are April when they woo, December
when they wed ; maids are Rlay when they are

maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. I

will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-

pigeon over his hen ; more clamorous than a parrot

against rain ; more new-fangled than an ape ; more
"iddy in my desires than a monkey : I will weep
for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will

do that when you are disposed to be merry ; I will

laugh like a hyeu, and that when thou art inclined

to sleep.

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so?
Ros. By my life, she will dL as I do.

Orl. O, bist she is wise.

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do
this : the wiser, the waywarder : Make the doors

upon a woman's wit, and it will out at the casement

;

.shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole ; stop that,

'twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney.
Orl. A man, that had a wife with such a wit, he

might say,

—

Wit, ivhither, ivilt/

Ros. Nay, you might keep tiiat check for it, till

you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's
bed. [that?

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse
Ros. Marry, to say,—she came to seek you there.

You shall never take her without her answer, unless

yon take her without her tongue. O, that woman
tliat cannot make her fault her husband's occasion,

let her never nurse her child herself, for she will

breed it like a fool. [thee.

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave
Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner; by tvvo

o'clock 1 will be with thee again.

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ;—I knew
what you would prove ; my friends told me as much,
aivd 1 thought no less :—that flattering tongue of
yours won me :

—
'tis but one cast away, and so,

—

come, death.—Two o'clock is your honr?
Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind.

^^os. Bv my troth, and in good earnest, and so
God mend me, and by all pretty oaths, that are not
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise.

or come one minute behind your hour, I will think
voM the most pathetical break-promise, and the most
hollow lover, and the most unworthy of her you call
Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band
ol the unfaithful : therefore, beware my censure, and
keep your promise.

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou wert in-
deed my Rosalind : so, adieu.
Ros. Well, time is the old justice, tliat examines

all such oS'enders, and let time try ; Adieu I

[Exit Orlando.
Cel. You have simply misus'd our sex in your

love-prate : we must have your doublet and liose

plucked over your head, and shew the world what
the bird hath done to her own nest.

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little ccz, that
thou didst know how many fatliom deep I am in

love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my atfecfion hath
an unknown bottom, like the bay oi Portugal.

Cel. Or rather bottomless ; that as fast as you
pour aft'ection in, it ru.-.s out.

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus,
that was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and
born of madness ; that blind rascally boy, that abuses
every one's eyes, because his own are out, let him
be judge, how deep I am in love :—I'll tell thee,

Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando : I'll

go find a shadow, and sigh till he come.
Cel. And I'll sleep. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter 3AQVES andLords, in the habit ofForesters.
Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer ?

1 Lard. Sir, it was I.

Jaq. Let's present him to the duke, like a Roman
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer's
horns upon his head, for a branch ofvictniy :—Have
you no song, forester, for this purpose ?

2 Lord. Yes, sir.

Jaq. Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so
it make noise enough.

SONG.
1. What shall he have that kill'd the deer?
2. His leather skin and horns to loear.

1. Then sing him home :

Take thou no scorn, to tvear the horn ; \ Tlie rest
It ivas a crest, ere thou wast born. I shall bear

1. Thy father s father wore it ; fthis bur-
2. And thy father bore it

:

/den.
All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn.

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn.

Scene III.—The Forest.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Ros. How say you novv ? Is it not past two
o'clock ? And here much Orlando !

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love, and troubled
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone
forth—to sleep :—Look, who comes here.

Enter SiLVius.

Sil. My errand is io you, fair youth ;

—

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this :

[Giving a letter.)

I know not the contents ; but, as I guess.

By the stern brow and waspish action

W'hich siie did use as she was writing of it.

It bears an angry tenour : pardon me,
I am but as a guiltless messenger.

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter.

And play the swaggerer; bear (his, bear all

:

Siie says I am not fair ; that I lack manners
, [me

She calls me proud ; and, that she could not love

Were man as rare as phoenix ; Od's my will

!

Her love is not the hare that 1 do hunt

:

Why writes she so to me?—Well, shepherd well.

This" is a letter of your own device.

Sil. No, I protest, I knovVnot the contents,
Phebe did write it.
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fjQg, Come, come, you are a fool,

Aud tiiru'd into the extremity of love.

I saw lier hand : she has a leathern liand,

A freestone-colourd hand ; I verily did think.

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands

;

She has a huswife's hand ; but that's no matter :

I say, she never did invent this letter

;

This is a man's invention, and his hand.

67/. Sure, it is hers.

Ros. Why, 'tis a boisterous and cruel style,

A style for challengers ; why, she defies me.
Like Turk to Christian : woman's gentle brain ]

Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention.

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance :—Will you hear the

letter?

Si/. So please you, for I never heard it yet;

Vet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. [writes.

Ros. She Phebes me : Mark how the tyrant

Art thmi god to shepherd turnd, {Reads.)

That a. maiden's heart hath burndf
Can a woman rail thus ?

Sil. Call you this railing ?

Ros, Why, thy godhead laid apart,
Warr'st thou with a xvomatis heart ?

Did you ever hear such railing?

—

Whiles the eye ofman didtvoo ine.

That could do no vengeance to me,—
Meaning me a beast.

—

If the scorn ofyour bright eyne
Have power to raise such love in ?nine.

Alack, in ine ivhat strange effect

Would they ivork in mild aspect?
TVhiles you chid tne, I did love ;

How then might your jirayers move f

He, tluit brings this love to thee.

Little knows this love in me :

And by him seal up thy mind;
yFhether that thy youth and hind
IVill the faithful offer take

Of me, and all that I can 7nake ;

Or else by him my love deny.

And then I'll study how to die.

Sil. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd !

Ros. Do you pity him ? no, he deserves no pity.

—

Wilt thou love such a woman?—What, to make
thee an instrument, aud play false strains upon thee !

not to be endured I— Well, go your way to her, (for

I see, love hath made thee a tauie snake,) and say

this to her :—That if she love me, I charge her to

love thee : if she will not, I will never have her,

unless thou entreat for her.—If you be a true lover,

hence, and not a word ; for here comes more com-
pany. [Exit SUvtus.

Enter Oliver.

Oil. Good morrow, fair ones. Pray yon, if you
know

Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands

A sheep-cote, Icnc'd about with ohve-trees?

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour

bottom.

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream.

Left on your right hand, brings you to the place :

liut at this hour the house doth keep itself.

There's none witliin.

OH. If that an eye may profit by a tongue.

Then I should know you by description ;

Such garments, and such years : The boy is fair,

Offemale favour, and hestoivs himself
Like a ripe sister : but the woman low,

A nd brotvner than her brother. Are not you
The owner of the house I did inquire for?

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'd, to say, we are.

Oil. Orlando doth commend him to you both
;

And to that youth, he palls his Rosalind,
h'e sends this bloody napkin : Are you he ?

lios. I am : what must v.e uuders!and liy this?

OH. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me
What man I am, and hovv, and why, and where
This handkerchief was stain'd.

Cel. 1 pray you, tell it.

on. When last the young Orlando parted from
He left a promise to return again [you,

Within an hour ; and pacing through the forest.

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befe! ! he threw his eye aside.

And, mark, what object did present itself!

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age,

And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair.

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck
A green ancl gilded snake had wreath'd itself.

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself,

Aud with indented glides did slip away
Into a bush : under which bush's shade

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry.

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch,

When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis

The royal disposition of that beast.

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead :

This seen, Orlando did approach the man.
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same
brother

;

And he did render him the most unnatural.

That lived 'mongst men.
OH, And well he might so do.

For well I know he was unnatural.

Ros, But, to Orlando ;—Did he leave him there.

Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness ?

OH. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd so :

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge.
And nature, stronger than his just occasion.

Made him give battle to the lioness.

Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling

From miserable slumber I awak'd.
Cel. Are you his brother?
Ros. W^as it you he rescued ?

Cel, Was't you, that did so oft contrive to kill

him ?

OH. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame
To tell you what I was, since my conversion
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.
Ros. But, for the bloody napkin ?

—

OH. By and by.

When from the first to last, betwixt us two.
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd,
As, how I came into that desert place

;

In brief, he led me to llie gentle duke.
Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment.
Committing me unto my brother's love

;

Who led me instantly unto his cave.
There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had torn some flesii away.
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted.
And cry'd, iu fainting, upon Rosalind.
Brief, I recover'd him ; bound up his wound

;

And, after some small space, being strong at heart.
He sent me hither, stranger as I am.
To tell this story, that you might excuse
His broken promise, and to give this napkin.
Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany-
mede? {Rosalindfaints.)

OH. Many will swoon when they do look on blood

.

Cel. There is more in it :—cousin—Ganymede !

Oli. Look, he recovers.

Ros. I would, I were at home.
Cel. We'll lead you thither :—

I j)ray you, will you take him by the arm?
OH. Be of good cheer, youth:—You a man?

—

\ ou lack a man's heart.

Rus. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body would
think this was well counterfeited: I pray you, tell
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your brother how well I cminlerfeited.—Heigh
hoi

—

OIL This was not counterfeit ; there is too great
testimony in your complexion, that it was a passion
of parnest.

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure yon.

OH. Well then, take a good heart, and counter-
feit to be a man.

Ros. So I do : but i'faith, I should have been a
woman by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler
;
pray you,

draw homewards :—Good sir, go with us.

OH. That will T, for I must bear answer back
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.

Ros. I shall devise something; but, I pray you,
commend my counterfeiting to him :—Will you go ?

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Touchstone awrf Audrey.
Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey

; patience,
gentle Audrey.
Aud. 'Faith, the priest was good enough, for all

the old gentleman's saying.

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most
\ile Mar-text. But, Audrey , there is a youth here
in the forest lays claim to you.

And. Xys I know who 'tis ; he hath no interest in

me in the world • here comes the man you mean.

Enter Willi.\m.

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown.
By my troth, we that have good wits, have much to
answer for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold.

ff^ill. Good even, Audrey.
Aud. God ye good even, William.
Will. And good even to you, sir.

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : cover thy
head, cover thy head : nay, prithee, be covered.
How old are you, friend?

Will. Five and twenty, sir.

Touch. A ripe age : is thy name William ?

Will. William, sir. [here ?

Touch. A fair name : Wast born i' the forest

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God.
Touch. Thank Got/;—a good answer: art rich?

Will. 'Faith, sir, so so.

Touch. So, so, is good, very good, very excellent

good :—and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou
Will. Ay, sir. I have a pretty wit. [wise ?

Touch. Why, tbi>u say'st well. I do now re-

member a saying ; The fool doth think he is ivise,

but the wise man knows himselfto be a fool. The
heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a
grape, would open his lips when he put it into his

mouth ; meaning thereby, that grapes were made to

eat, and lips to open, i ou do love this maid ?

Will. 1 do, sir.

Touch. Give me your hand : art thou learned ?

Will. No, sir.

Touch. Then learn this of me : to have, is to

have : for it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being

jmured out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one
doth empty the other: for all your writers do con-

sent, that ipse is he ; now, you are not ipse, for I am
/^m Which he, sir? [he.

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman

:

therefore, you clpwn, abandon,- -which is in the

vulgar, leave,—the society,—which in the boorish

is, company,—of this female,—which in the com-
mon is, woman,—which together is, abandon the

society of this female ; or, clown, thou perishest; or,

to thy better understanding, diest ; to wit, I kill

thee, make thee away, translate thy life into death,
thy liberty into bondage : I will deal in poison with
thee, or in bastinado, or in steel : I will bandy with
thee in faction ; 1 will o'er-run thee with policy ; I

will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore
tremble, and depart.

Aiid. Do, g#d William.
Will. God rest you merry, sir. [.Exit.

Enter CoRiN.

Cor. Our master and mistress seek yon ; come,
away, away.

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey:—I attend,
I attend. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter Orlando and Oliver.
Orl. Is't possible, that on so little acquaintance

you should like her ? that, but seeing, you should
love her? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she should
grant? and will you persever to enjoy her?
OH. Neither call the giddiness of it in question,

the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my
sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but
say with me, I love Aliena ; say with her, that she
loves me : consent with both, that we may enjoy
each other: it sliall be to your good; for my
father's house, and all the revenue that was old sir

Rowland's, will I estate upon you, and here live

and die a shepherd.

Enter Rosalind.

Orl. Yon have my consent. Let your wedding
be to-morrow ; thither will I invite the duke, and
all liis contented followers: go you, and prepare
Alinea ; for, look you, here comes my Rosalind.

Ros. God save you, brother.

OH. And you, fair sister.

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to

see thee wear thy heart in a scarf.

Orl, It is my arm.
Ros. I thought, thy heart had been wounded

with the claws of a liou.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counter-
feited to swoon, when he show'd me your hand-
kerchief?

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. O, I know where you .ire :—Nay, 'tis true
;

there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight

of two rams, and Caesar's thrasonical brag of—

i

came, saw, and overcame : For your brother and
my sister no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner
looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but they
sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked one ano-
ther the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but
they sought the remedy : and in these degrees have
they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which they
will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before
marriage : they are in the very wrath of love, and
they will together ; clubs cannot part them.

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will

bid the duke to the nuptials. But, O, how bitter a
thing it is to look into happiness through another

man's eyes ! By so much the more shall I to-mor-

row be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how
much I shall think my brother happy, in having

what he wishes for.

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve yous

turn for Rosalind?
Orl. I can live no longer by thinking.

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle

talking. Know of me then, (for now I speak to

some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman

of good conceit : I speak not this, that you should

bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I

say, I know you are ; neither do I labour for a
greater esteem than may in some little measure

draw a belief from you to do yourself good, and

not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that

I can do strange things : I have, since I was three

years old, conversed with a magician, most profound

in his art, and yet not damnable. If you do love

Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries it

out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you

many her : I know into what straits of fortune
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she is driven ; ana it is not impossible to me, if it

appeal not inconvenient to you, to set her before

your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without

any danger.
_ ...

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings (

Ros. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly,

though I say I am a magician : therefore, put you

in your best array, bid your friends ; for if you will

be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind,

if you will.

Enter SiLVlus and Phebe.

Look, here comes a lover ofmine, and a lover of hers.

Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleness,

To show the letter that I writ to you.

Ros. I care not if I have : it is my study.

To seem despiteful and ungentle to you :

You are there foUow'd by a faithful shepherd ;

Look upon him, love him ; he worships you.

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to

love.

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears j

—

And so am' T for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service ;—

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy.

All made of passion, and all made of wishes
;

All adoration, duty and observance.

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience.

All purity, all trial, all observance
;
—

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And so am I for Ganymede.
Orl. And so am I for Rosalind.

Ros. And so am I for no woman.
Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love

you ? {To Rosalind.)

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to love

you? (To Phebe.)

Orl. II this be so, why blame yon me to love you ?

Ros. Who do you speak to, ivliy blame you me
to love you ?

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Ros. Pray you, no more of this 1 'tis like the

howling of Irish wolves against the moon.— I will

iielp you, {to Silvius) if 1 can :— I would love you,

[to Phebe) if I could.—To-morrow meet me all to-

gether.— 1 will marry you, {to Phebe) if ever I

marry woman, and I'll be married touionow :—

1

will satisfy you, {to Orlando) if ever I satisiied

man, and you shall be married to-morrow :— I will

content you, {to Silvius) if what pleases you con-

tents you, and you shall be married to-morrow.

—

As you {to Orlando) love Rosalind, meet ;—as you

(to Silvius) love Phebe, meet ;—and as 1 love no

woman, I'll meet.

—

So, fare you well ; I have left

you commands.
Sil. I'll not fail, if I live.

Phe. Nor I.

Orl. Nor I.

[Exettnt.

Scene III.—The same.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey

;

to-morrow will we be married.

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and I hope

it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of

tiie world. Here comes two of the banished duke's

pages.

Enter two Pages.

1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman.
Touch. By my troth, well met : Come, sit, sit,

and a song.

2 Page. We are for you : S!t i' the middle.
1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without

hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse ; which
are the only prologues to a bad voice ?

2 Page. I'laith, i'faith; and both in a tune, like

two gipsies on a horse.

SONG.
I.

It tvas a lover, and his lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

That o'er the -green corn-Jield did pass.
In the spring time, the only pretty rank time.

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ;

Sweet lovers love the spring.

11.

Betiveen the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino.

These pretty country folks would lie.

In spring time, §fv.

HI.

This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino.

How that a life was but a flower
hi spring time, §fc,

IV.

And therefore take the present time.

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ;

For love is crowned with the prime
In spring time, §fc.

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though theri?

was no greater matter in the ditty, yet the note was
very unttmeable.

1 Page. Y'ou are deceived, sir; we kept time,

we lost not our time.

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time lost

to hear such a foolish song. God be with you ; and
God mend your voices ! Come, Audrey. [E.veunt.

Scene IV.

—

Another Part of the. Forest.

Enter DuKE Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando,
Oliver, and Celu.

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that (he boy
can do all this that he hath promised?

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not;

As tiiose that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and I'iiebk.

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is

urged :

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind {To the Duke.)
You will bestow her on Orlando here ?

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to give

with her.

Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I

bring her? {To Orlando.)
Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king.

Ros. You say, you'll marry me, if 1 Se willing':"

{To Phele.)
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after.

Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me.
You'll give yourself to this most faithlul shepherd ?

Phe. So is the bargain.

Ros. You say, (hat you'll have Phebe, if she
will? {To Silvius.)

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one
thing.

'

[even.

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter

Keep you your word, O duke, to give your
daughter •

—

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter:

—

Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me;
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd :

—

Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her.

If she refuse me :—and i'rom hence I go.

To make these doubts all even.

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celta.
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Diik-e S. I do remember in this sheplierd-boy

Some lively touches ofmy daughter's favour.

Orl. l\iy lord, the tirst time that I ever saw him,

IVlethought he was a brother to your daughter

:

But, my good lord, this boy is (ijrest-born
;

And hath been tiitord in the rudiments

Of many desperate studies by his uncle,

Whom he reports to be a great magician.

Obscured in the circle of this forest.

Enter Touchstone and Acdrey.

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and

these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes
a pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are

called fools.

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all

!

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome : This is

the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often

met in the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears.

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to

my purgation. I have trod a measure ; I have flat-

tered a lady ; I have been politic with my friend,

smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone three

tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to have
fought one.

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up?
Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was

upon the seventh cause.

Jaq. How seventh cause ?—Good my lord, like

Duke S. I like him very well.
_

[this fellow.

Touch. God'ild you, sir; I desire you of the like.

I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country

copulatives, to swear, and to forswear ; according

as marriage binds, and blood breaks:—A poor
virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own

;

a poor humour of mine, sir, to take that, that no man
else will : rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in

a poor house ; as your pearl, in your foul oyster.

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen-

tentious.

Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir, and such

dulcet diseases.

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did you find

the quarrel on the seventh cause ?

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ;—Bear
your body more seeminij, Audrey :—as thus, sir. I

did dislike the cut of a certaiL courtier's beard ; he
.sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut neil,

be was in the mind it was : This is called the Re-
tort courteous. If i sent him word again, it vvas not

well cut, he vvould send me word, he cut it to please

himself: This is called the Quip modest. If again,

it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : I'his

is call'd the Reply churlish. If again, it was not

well cut, he would answer, I spake not true : This
is cM'd the Reproof valiant. If again, it was not

well cut, he would say, I lie. This is call'd the

Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie cir-

eumslantial, and the Lie direct. [well cut?

_. Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not

Touch, I durst go no further than the Lie circum-
stantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie direct;

and so we measured swords, and parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees

of the lie ?

Touch. O, sir, we quarrel in print, by the book
;

as you have books for good manners : I will name you
the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous ; the

second, the Quip modest; the third, the Reply
churlish; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fillli,

the Countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixtli, the Lie
with circumstance ; the seventh, tLe Lie direct. All

these you may avoid, but the lie direct; and you
may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when seven
justices could not take up a quarrel ; but wlien the

parties were met themselves, one of tliem tiiought

but of-an Jf as, IJ' you said so, then I said so

;

And they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your
lf'\s the only leace-maker; much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's as

good at any thing, and yet a fool. ^
Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking horse,

and under presentation of that, he shoots his wit.

Enter Hymen, leading Rosalind in loomaris
clothes; wwofCELlA.

Still Music.

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven,
When earthly thinys made even,

Atone toyether.

Good duke, receive thy daughter.
Hymen from heaven brotiyht her,

Yea, brought her hither ;

That thou might'stjoin her hand with his,

Whose heart within her bosom is.

Ros. To you I give myself, for I am yours.

{To Duke S.)
To you I give myself, for I am yours.

{To Orlando^
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are ray

daughter. [lind.

Orl. If there be trntii in sight, you are my Rosa-
Phe. If sight and shape be true,

Why then,—my love, adieu !

Ros. I'll have no father, if you be not he :

—

{To Duke S.)

I'll have no husband, if you be not he :

—

[To Orlando.)

Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she. ( 2 1» Phebe.)
Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion :

'Tis I must make conclusion

Of these most strange events !

Here's eight that must take hands.
To join in Hymen's bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no cross shall part:

{To Orlando and Rosalind.)
You and you are heart in heart

:

(
To Oliver aiid Celia.)

You {To Phebe) to his love must accord.

Or have a woman to your lord :

—

You and you are sure together,

[To Touchstone and Audrey.)
As the winter to foul weather.

Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing,

Feed yourselves with questioning

;

That reason wonder may diminish.

How thus we met, and these things finish.

SONG.

Wedding is great Juno's crown ;

blessed bond of board and bed .'

'Tis Hymen peoples every town;
High wedlock then be honoured I

Honour, high honour and renown,

To Hymen, god of every totvn !

Duke S. O, my dear niece, welcome thou art to

Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. (me
;

Phe. I will not eat my w ord : now thou art mine

;

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.
{To Silvius.)

Enter Jaques de Bois.

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or

I am the second son of old sir I'owland, [two;

That bring these tidings to this fair assembly;—
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day

Men of great worth resorted to this forest,

Address'd a mighty power; which were on foot.

In his own conduct, purj)osely to take

His brother here, and put liim to the sword:

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came;

Where, meetinsr with an old religious man,

After some question wiili him. was converted

Both from his euterprize aiid from tiie world

;
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His crown bequeathing to iiis banisli'd brother,

Aigl all their lands restor'd to thera again

That were with him exil'd : This to be true,

I do eng^age my life.

Duke S. Welcome, young man

;

Thou offer'st fairly to thy brothers' wedding :

To one, his lands withheld ; and to the other,

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.
First, in this forest, let us do those ends.

That here were well begun, and well begot

:

And after, every of this happy number,
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us.

Shall share the good of our returned fortune.

According to the measure of their states.

Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity.

And fall into our rustic revelry :

—

Play, music ;—and you brides and bridegrooms all.

With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall.

Jaq. Sir, by your patience ; if I heard you rightly,

The duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into neglect the pompous court ?

Jaq. de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard and leam'd.

—

Vou to your former honour I bequeath

;

{To Duke S.)

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it :

—

You {to Orlando) to a love that your true faith doth

merit :

—

[allies :

You {to Oliver) to your land, and love, and gieat

You lio Silvius) to a long and well-deserved bed :

—

And you {to Touchstone) to wrangling ; for thy loving

voyage [sures

;

Is but for two months victaall'd :—So to your plea-

I am for other than for dancing measures.
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay.

Jaq. To see no pastime, I :—what you would have
I'll stay to know at your abandon'd cave. [Exit.
Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these

rites.

And we do trust they'll end in true delights.

(.4. dance.)

EPILOGUE.
Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epi-

logue : but it is no more unhandsome, than to see the

lord the prologue. If it be true, that good wine
needs no bush, 'tis true, that a good play needs no
epilogue : Yet to good wine they do use good
bushes ; and good plays prove the better by the help
of good epilogues. VVhat a case am I in then, that

am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinuate

with you in the behalf of a good play? I am not fur-

nished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not be-
come me : my way is, to conjure you ; and I'll begin
with the women. I charge you, O women, for the

love you bear to men, to like as much of this play as

please them : and so I charge you, O men, for the

love you bear to women, (as f perceive by your sim-

pering, none of you hate them,) that between you
and the women, the play may please. If I were a

woman, I would kiss as many of you as had beards

that pleased me, complexions that liked me, and
breaths that I defied not : and, I am sure, as many
as have good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths,

will, for ray kind offer, when 1 make curt'sy, bid nie

farewell. [Exeuvf.



ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
This play lias many delightful scenes, though not sufficiently probable ; and some happy characters, though not

new, nor produced by any deep knowledge of human nature. Parolles is a boaster and a coward, such as has always

been the sport of the stage, but perhaps never raised move laughter or contempt than in the hands of Shakspeare.

I cannot reconcile my heart to Bertram; a man noble without generosity, and young without truth; who marries

Helen as a coward, and leaves her as a profligate ; when she is dead by his unkindness, sneaks home to a second

marriage, is accjsed by a woman whom he has wronged, defends himself by falsehood, and dismissed to happiness.

The story of Bertram and Diana had been told before of Mariana and Angelo, and, to confess the truth, scarcely

merited to be heard a second time, Joniison.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
KING OF FRANCE,
DUKE OF FLORENCE.
BERTRAM, Coiait of Rousillon.
LAFEU, ail old Lord.
i'AROLLES, a Fotloioer of Bertram.
Several young French Lords, that serve with Bertram

in the Florentine War.

c'lVw/i^^' } ^^^""'^^^ '" "'« Countess of Rousillon.

A Page.
COUNTESS OF ROUSILLON, Mother to Bertram.
HELENA, a Gentleu>07Hnn protected by the Countess.
All old Widow of Florence.
DIANA, Daughter to the Widow.
VIOLENTA, )

MARIANA, )

Lords, attending on the King ; Officers, Soldiers, etc.

French and Florentine.

Neighbours and Friends to the Widow.

Scene,—Partly in France^ andpartly in Tuscatiy.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Bertram, the Countess of RousilloN;,
Helena, and Lafeu, in moiirnimj.

Count. In delivering my son I'roiu me, I bury a
second husband.
Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my fa-

ther's death anew : but I must attend his majesty's

command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in

siibjection.

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, ma-
dam : yon, sir, a father : he, that so generally is

at all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue

to you :. whose worthiness would stir it up where
it wanted, rather than lack, it where there is miicli

abundance. [amendment ;'

Count. What hope is there of his majesty's

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madaui

;

under whose practices he hath persecuted time with

liope ; and finds no other advantage in the process

but only the losing of hope by time.

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father,

(O, that had! how sad a passage 'tis I) whose skill

was almost as great as his honesty ; had it stretched

80 far, would have made nature immortal, and death
siiould have play, for lack of work. 'Would, for the

king's sake, he were living ! I think, it would be
the death of the king's disease.

Laf. How called you the man you speak of,

madam ?

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, and
it was his great right to be so : Gerard de Narbon.

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the
king very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and
moiirningly : he was skilful enough to have lived
«till, if knowledge could be set up against mor-
tality, [guishes of ?

Ber. What i-s it, my good lord, the king lan-

Laf. A fistula, my lord.

Ber. I heard not of it before.

Laf. I would, it were not notorious.—Was this

gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ?

Count. His sole child, my lord ; and bequeathed
to my overlooking. I have those hojies of her good,
that her education promises: her dispositions she
inherits, which make fair gifts fairer ; for where an
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there com-
mendations go with pity, they are virtues and trai-
tors too ; in her, they are the better for their siniple-
ni'ss

; she derives her honesty, and achieves her
goodness. [tears.

Lnf. Your Gommendations, madam, get from her

Count. 'Tis the best brine a maiden can season
her praise in. The remembrance of her father never
approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her sor-

rows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more
of this, Helena, go to, no more ; lest it be rather
thought you affect a sorrow, than to have.

Hel. I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have it too.

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living.

Count. If tlie living be enemy to the grief, the
excess makes it soon mortal. ,

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes.

Laf. How understand we thatf
Count. Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy

father

[n manners, as in shape ! thy blood, and virtue.

Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness
Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, trust a few.
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for silence.
But never tax'dfor speech. What heaven more will,
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down.
Fall on thy head ! Farewell.—My lord,

'Tis an uuseason'd courtier ; good my lord
Advise him.

Laj'. He cannot want the best,
Thrft shall attend his love.

Count. Heaven bless him !—Farewell, Bertram.
[Exit Countess.

Ber. The best wishes, that can be forged in your
thoughts, {to Helena) be servants to yon ! Be
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make
much of her.

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : you must hold tlie

credit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram andLafeu.
Hel. O, were that all !— 1 think not on my fatlier :

And these great tears grace his remembrance more
'i'han those I shed for iiim. What was he like ?

I have forgot him : my imagination

Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's.
I am undone ; there is no living, none.

If Bertram be away. It were all one,

Tliat I should love a bright particular star.

And think to wed it, he is so above me :

In his bright radiance and collateral light

Ptiust I be cpniforteu, not in his sphere.

The ambition in my love thus plagues itselt

,

The hind, that would be mated by the lion.

Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague.
To see him every hour; to sit and di-aw
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls.
In our heart's table ; heart, too capable
Of every line and trick of his sweet fiivour ;
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But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Must sanctify his relics. VVho comes here ?

E7tter Parolles.

One that goes with him : I love him for his sake
;

And yet I know him a notorious liar,

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward;
Yet these fix'd evils sit so fit in him.

That they take place, when virtue's steely bones

Look bleak iu the cold wind : withal, full oft we see

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

Par. Save you, fair queen.

Hel. And you, monarch.

Par. No.
Hel. And no.

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ?

Hel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you
;

let me ask you a question: man is enemy to vir-

ginity ; how may we barricado it against him ?

Par. Keep him out.

Hel. But he assails; and our virginity, though

valiant in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us

some warlike resistance.

Par. There is none ; man, sitting down before

you, will undermine you, aud blow you up.

Hel. Bless our poor virgiuity from underminers,

nnd blowers up !—Is there no military policy, how
virgins might blow U|) men?

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will

quicklier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down
again with tlie breach yourselves made, you lose

your city. It is not politic in the commonwealth of

nature, to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is

rational increase ; and there was never virgin got,

till virginity was first lost That, you were niade of,

is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once

lost, may be ten times found : by being ever kept,

it is ever lost: 'tis too cold a companion, away
with it.

Hel. I will stand for't a little, though therefore

I die a virgin.

Par. There's little can be said in't ; 'tis against

the rule of nature. To speak on the part of vir-

ginity, is to accuse your mothers ;
which is most

infallible disobedience. He, that hangs himself, is

a virgin; virginity murders itself; and should be

buried in highways, o;it of all sanctified limit, as a

desperate ofieiidre'ss against nature. Virginity breeds

mites, much like a cheese ; consumes itself to the

very paring, and so dies with i'eeding his own
stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle,

made of self-love, which is the most inhibited sin

in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but

lose by't: out vvith't : within'ten years it will mdke
itself ten, which is a goodly increase ; and the

principle itself not much the worse : away with't.

Hel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her

own liking?

Par. Let me see : Marry, ill, to like him that

ne'er it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lose the gloss

with lying ; the longer kept, the less worth : olf

with't, while 'tis vendible: answer the time of re-

quest. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her

cap out of fashion ; richly suited, but unsuitable :

just like the brooch and tooth-pick, vvhich wear not

now : your date is better in your pie and your por-

ridge, than in your cheek: and your virginity, your

old virginity, is like one of our French withered

pears; it looks ill, it eats dryly; marry, 'tis a

withered pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet,

'tis a withered pear : will you any thing with it
;'

Hel. Not my virginity yet.

There shall your master have a thousand loves,

A mother, and a mistress, and a. friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign,

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear

;

>

His humble ambition, proud humility,

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet.

His faith, hi.'j sweet disaster ; with a world

Of pretty, fond, adoptions chri.stendoms.

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he

—

I know not what lie shall :—God send him well !—
The court's a learning-place ;—aud he is one

—

Par. What one, i'faith?

Hel. That I wish well.—'Tis pity—
Par. What's pity ?

Hel. That wishing well had not a body in't.

Which might be felt : that we, the poorer born.

Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes,

P.light with effects of them follow our friends.

And show what we alone must think ; which never

Returns us thanks.

Etiter a Page.

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you.

[Exit Page.
Par. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remember

tiiee, I will think of thee at court.

Hel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under a

Par. Under Mars, I. [charitable star.

Hel. I especially think, under Mars.
Par. Why under Mars ?

Hel. The wars have so kept you under, that you

must needs be born under Mars.
Par. When he was predominant.

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you so?
Hel. You go so much backward, when you fight.

Par. That's for advantage.

Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes tI)G

safety : but the composition, that your valour and

fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and i

like the wear well.

Par. lam so full of business, I cannot answer
thee acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the

which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee,

so (hou wilt be capable of a courtier's counsel, and
iinde.rstand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; else

thou diest in thine unthankful ness, and thine igno-

rance makes thee away . fisrewell. VVlien thou hast

leisure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, re-

member thy friends : get thee a good husband, and

use him as he uses thee : so farewell. [Exit.

Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie.

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky
Gives us free scope; only, doth backward pull

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull.

What power is it, which mounts my love so high
;

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ?

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings

To join like likes, and kiss like native things.

Impossible be strange attempts, to those

That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose.

What hath been cannot be. Who ever strove

To show her merit, that did miss her love ?

Tlie king's disease—my project may deceive me,

But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me.
[Exit.

Scene IL—Paris. A Rootn in the King's Palace.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the KiNG of France,
tvit-h letters ; Lords and others atlending.

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears
;

Have fought with equal fortune, aud continue

A braving war.

1 Lord. So 'tis reported, sir.

King. Nay, 'tis n^ost credible ; we here receive it

A certainty, vouchd from our cousin Austria,

With caution, that the Florentine will move us

For speedy aid ;
wherein our dearest friend

Prejudicates the business, and would seem
To have us make denial.

1 Lord. His love and wisdom,
Approv'd so to your majesty, may plead

For amplest credence.

King. He hat!) arm'd our answer.

And Florence is denied before he comes :

Vet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see

'i'he Tuscan service, freely tl;ey have leave

To stand on either part.
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2 Lord. It may well serve

A nmsery to our gentry, who are sick

For bt'eathing and exploit.

King.
' What's he comes here ?

Enter Bertram, L-iJEU, and Parolles.

1 Lord. It is the count Eousillon, my good lord,

Yoiins; Bertram.
Kinrj. Youth, thou bear'st thy father's face

;

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste.

Hath well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral parts

May'st thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty's.

King. 1 would T had that corporal soundness now.

As when thy father, and myself, in friendship.

First try'd our soldiership ! He did look far

Into the service of the time, and was
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long;

But on US both did haggish age steal on,

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father : In his youth

He had the wit, which I can well observe

To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest.

Till their own scorn return to thera unnoted,

Ere they can hide their levity in honour.

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness

Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were.

His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour,

Clock to itself, knew the tnie minute, when
Exception bid liim speak, and, at this time.

His tongue obey'd his hand : who were below him,

He us'd as creatures of another place
;

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks.

Making them proud of his humility,

In their poor praise he humbled : Such a man
Might be a copy to these younger times

;

Which, follow'd well, would demonstrate them now
But goers backward.

Ber. His good remembrance, sir,

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb
;

So in approof lives not liis epitaph.

As in your royal speech. [ways say.

King. 'Would I were with him ! He would ai-

(Methinks, I hear him now ; his plausive words
He scatter'd not in ears, but grafted them,
To grow tliere, and to bear.)

—

Let me not live,—
Thus his good melancholy oft began,
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime.
When it was out,

—

let me not lir e, quoth he.

After my flame lacks oil, to he the snuff
Ofyounger spirits, tvhose apprehensive senses
All but neiv things disdain; ivhosejudgments are
Merefathers oftheir garments ; ivhose constancies
Expire before their fashions : This he wish'd :

I, alter him, do after him wish too,

Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home,
I quickly were dissolved from my hive,

'J'o give some labourers room.
2 Lord. You are loved, sir

;

Thev, that least lend it you, shall lack you first.

King. I fill a place, I know't.—How long is't,

count.
Since the physician at your father's died ?
He was much fam'd.
Ber. Some six months since, my lord.

King. Ifhe were living, I would try him yet ;

—

Lend me an arm ;—the rest have worn me out

With several applications :—nature and sickness
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count

;

My son's no dearer.
Ber. Thank your majesty.

[E.Ketint. Flourish.

Scene III.—Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's

Palace.

Enter Cocntess, Stetvard, and Clown.
Count. I will now hear : what say you of this

gentlewoman ?

Stetv, Madam, the care I have had to even your
content, I wish might be found in the calendar of my

past endeavours ; for then we wound our modesty,

and make foul the clearness of our deservings, when
of ourselves we publish thpm.

Count. W^hat does this knave here ? Get you
gone, sirrah : The complaints I have heard of you, I

do not all believe ; 'tis my slowness, that I do not

:

for, I know, you lack not the folly to commit them,
and have ability enough to make such knaveries

yours.

Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a poor
Count. Well, sir. [ftllow.

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not so well that I am poor,

though many of the rich are damn'd : But if I may
have your ladyship's good-will to go to the world,

Isbel the woman and 1 will do as we may.
Count. Vvllt thou needs be a beggar ?

Clo. I do beg your good-will in this case.

Count. In what case V

Clo. In Isbel's case, and mine own. Service is

no heritage : and, I think, I shall never have the

blessing of God, till I have issue of my body ; for,

they say, beams are blessings.

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry.

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it : I am
driven on by the flesh ; and he must needs go, that

the devil drives.

Count. Is this all your worship's reason ?

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons,

such as they are.

Count. May the world know them ?

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as

you and all flesh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do
marry, that I may repent. [ness.

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wicked-
Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to

have friends for my w"ife's sake.

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo. You are shallow, madam ; e'en great friends ;

for the knaves come to do that for me, which I am
a-weary of. He, that ears my land, spares my
team, and gives me leave to inn the crop : if I be
his cuckold, he's my drudge : He, that comforts my
wife, is the cherisher of my flesh and blood ; he,

that cherishes my flesh and blood, loves my flesh

and blood; he, that loves nfiy flesh and blood, is my
friend : ergo, he that kisses ray wife, is my friend.

If men could be contented to be what they are,

there were no fear in marriage ; for young Charbon
the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsoe'er

their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are

both one, they may joll horns togetlier, like any
deer i' the herd

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and

calumnious knave ?

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak the truth

the next way :

For I the ballad will repeat.

Which men full true shallfind ;

Your marriage conies by destiny,

Yoitr cuckoo sings by kind.

Count. Get you gone, sir.; I'll talk with you more
anon.

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid

Helen come to you : of her I am to speak.

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I would

speak with her; Helen I mean.

Clo. fVas this fairface the cause, quoth she,

[Singing.)

Why the Grecianssacked Troy !

Fond done, done fond,
Was this king Priam's joy.

With that she sighed as she stood.

With that she sighed as she stood,

And gave this sentence then :

Among 7iine bad if one be good.

Among nine bad if one be good,

There's yet one good in ten.

Count. What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the

song, sirrah.



190 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Airrl.

Clo. One pood woman in ten, madam ; which is

a purifying o' the song : 'Would God would serve

the world so all the year ! we'd find no fault with
the tythe-woman, if I were the parson : One in ten,

quoth a' ! an we might have a good woman born but
every blazing star, or at an earthquake, 'twould
mend the lottery well : a man may draw his heart
out, ere he plnck one.

Count. You'll be gone, sir knave, and do as I

command you ?

C/o. That man should be at woman's command,
and yet no hurt done !—Though honesty be no pu-
ritan, yet it will do no hurt : it will wear the sur-

plice of humility over the black gown of a big heart.

—I am going, forsooth : the business is for Helen to

come hither. lExit Cloivn.
Count. Well now. [woman entirely.

Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle-

Coiint. Faith, I do : her father bequeathed her
to me ; and she herself, without other advantage,
may lawfully make title to as much love as she
finds : there is more owing her, than is paid ; and
more shall be paid her, than she'll demand.

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her
than, I think, she wished me : alone she was, and
did communicate to herself, her own words to her
own ears ; she thought, I dare vow for her, they
touched not any stranger sense. Her matter was,
she loved your son : Fortune, she said, was no
goddess, that had put such difference betwixt their

two estates ; Love, no god, that would not extend
his might, only where qualities were level ; Diana, no
queen of virgins, that would suffer her poor knight to

be surprised, without rescue, in the first assault, or
ransom afterward : This she delivered in the most
bitter touch of sorrow, that e'er I heard virgin ex-
claim in : which I held my duty, speedily to ac-

quaint you withal ; sithence, in the loss that may
happen, it concerns you something to know it.

Count. You have discharged this honestly ; keep
it to yourself; many likelihoods informed me of this

before, which hung so tottering in the balance, tliat

I could neither believe, nor misdoubt : Pray yoti,

leave me : stall this in your bosom, and I thank you
for your honest care : I n'ill speak with you further

anon. [Exit Steward.

Enter Helena.

Count. Even so it was with me, when I was
young

:

If we are nature's, these are ours; this thorn
Doth to OUT rose of youth rightly belong

;

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born

;

It is the show and seal of natiu'e's truth.

Where love's strong passion is impress'd in youth :

By our remembrances of days foregone, [none.

Such were our faults ;—or then we thought tiiem
Her eye is sick on't ; 1 observe her now.

Hel. What is your pleasure, madam ?

Count. You know, Helen,
I am a mother to you.

Hel. Mine honourable mistress.

Count. Nay, a mother

;

Why not a mother? When I said, a mother,
Methought you saw a serpent What's in mother.
That you start at it ? 1 say, I am your mother

;

And put you in the catalogue of those.

That were enwombed mine : 'Tis often seen.

Adoption strives with nature; and choice breeds
A native slip to ns from foreign seeds :

Yrtu ne'er oppress'd me with a mother's groan,
Yet 1 express to you a mother's care :

—

God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood.

To say, I am thy mother ? What's the matter.

That this distemper'd messenger of wet.
The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye ?W hy ? that you are my daughter ?

HeL That 1 am not.

Count. I say, I am your mother.
Pardon, madam

;

The count Ronsillon cannot be my brother

:

I am from humble, he from honour'd name

:

No note upon my parents, his all noble : ,

My master, my dear lord he is ; and I

His servant live, and will his vassal die:

He must not be my brother.

Count. Nor I your mother ?
Hel. You are my mother, madam ; 'Would you

were
(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,)

Indeed my mother !—or, were you both our mothers,
I care no more for, than 1 do for heaven.

So I were not his sister : Can't no other,

But, I your daughter, he must be my brother ?

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-
in-law ;

God shield, you mean it not ! daughter, and mother.
So strive upon your pulse : W hat, pale again ?

My fear hath catch'd your fondness : now I see
The mystery of your loneliness, and find

Your salt tears' head. Now to all sense 'tis gross.

You love my son ; invention is ashara'd.

Against the proclamation of the passion.

To say, thou dost not : therefore tell me true

;

But tell me then, 'tis so :—for, look, thy cheeks
Confess it, one to the other ; and thine eyes
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours.

That in their kind they speak it : only sin

And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue.

That truth should be suspected : Speak, is't so ?

If it be so, you have v/ound a goodly clue
;

If it be not, forswear't : howe'er, I charge thee.

As heaven shall work in me for tliine avail.

To tell me truly.

Hel. Good madam, pardon me !

Count. Do you love my son ?

Hel. Your pardon, noble mistress

!

Count. Love you my son ?

Hel. Do not you love him, madam ?

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond.
Whereofthe world takes note : come, come, disclose

The state of your affection ; for your passions

Have to the full appeach'd.

Hel. Then, I confess.

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you.
That before you, and next unto high heaven,
I love your son :

—

My friends were poor, but honest ; so's my love :

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him.

That he is lov'd ofme : I follow him not

By any token of presumptuous suit

;

Nor would I have him, till I do deserve him
;

Yet never know how that desert should be.

I know I love in vain, strive against hope

;

Yet, in this captious aud intenable sieve,

I still pour in the waters of my love.

And lack not to lose still : thus, Indiau-Iike,

Religious in mine error, I adore

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper.

But knows of him no more. My dearest madam.
Let not your hate encounter with my love,

For loviiig where you do : but, if yourself.

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth.

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking.

Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and love : O then, give pity

To her, whose siate is such, that cannot choose
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose

;

That seeks not to find that her search implies.

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies.

Coimt. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly.

To go to Paris ?

Hel: Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore ? tell bme.
Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself, I swear.

You know, my father left me some prescriptions

Of rare and prov'd effects, such as his reading.

And manifest experience, had collected

For general sovereignly; and that he will'd me
In heedfuUest reservation to bestow them, >
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Aa notes, whose faculties inclusive were.

More than they were in note : amongst the rest.

There is a remedy, approv'd, set down.
To cure the desperate languishes, whereof
The king is render'd lost.

Count. This was your motive
For Paris, was it? speak.

Hel. My lord your son made me to think of this

;

Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king,

Had, from the conversation of ray thoughts.

Haply, been absent then.

Count. But think you, Helen,
If you should tender your supposed aid,

He would receive it? He and his physicians

Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him
;

They, that they cannot help : How shall they credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,

Embowell'd of their doctrine, have leftotf

The danger to itself?

Hel. There's something hints.

More than my father's skill, which was the greatest

Of his profession, that his good receipt

Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified

By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your
honour

But give me leave to try success, I'd venture

The well-lost life of mine ou iiis grace's cure,

By such a day and hour.

Count. Dost thou believ't ?

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly.
Count. W'hy, Helen, thou shalt have my leave

and love.

Means and attendants, and my loving greetings

To those of mine in court : I'll stay at home.
And pray God's blessing into thy attempt

:

Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this,

What I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Paris. A Room in the King's Palace.

Flourish. Enter King, with young Lords, taking
leave for the Florentine ivar ; Bertram, Pa-
ROLLES, and Attendants.

King. Farewell, young lord, these warlike prin-
ciples [well :—

Do not throw from you .—and you, my lord, fare-
Share the advice betwixt you ; ii'both gain all.

The gift doth stretch itself as 'tis received.

And is enough for both.

1 Lord. It is our hope, sir.

After well-enter'd soldiers, to return
And find your grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart
Will not confess, he owes the malady
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords

;

Whether I live or die, be you the sons
Of worthy Frenchmen: let higher Italy,

(Those 'bated, that inherit but the fall

Of the last monarchy,) see, that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek,
That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell.
2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your

majesty !

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them

:

They say, our French lack language to deny.
If they demand: beware of being captives.
Before you serve.
BoiA. Our hearts receive your warnings.
King. Farewell.—Come hither to me.

^ J.
(The King retires to a couch.)

1 Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will stay be-
hind us !

Par. 'Tis not his fault; the spark
*/""«(• O, 'tis brave wars
t^r. Most admirable : I have seen those wars
aer. I am commanded here, and kept a coil witli

1 00 young, and the next year, and 'tis too early.

Par. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal away
bravely.

Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a smock.
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry,
Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn.
But one to dance with : By heaven I'll steal away.

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, count.
2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell.
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured
1 Lord. Farewell, captain. [body.
2 Lord. Sweet monsieur ParoUes I

Par. Noble heroes, ray sword and yonrs are kin.

Good sparks and lustrous, a word , good metals :

—

You shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one
captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of
war, here on his sinister cheek; it was this very
sword entrenched it : say to him, I live ; and ob-
serve his reports for me.
2 Lord. We shall, noble captain.

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices ! [Exeunt
Lorf/s.]—What will you do?
Ber. Stay ; the king (Seeing him rise.J
Par. Use a more .specious ceremony to the no-

ble lords; you have restrained yourself within the
list of too cold an adieu ; be more expressive to

them; for they wear themselves in the cap of the
time, there, do muster true gait, eat, speak, and
move under the influence of the most received star ;

and though the devil lead the measure, such are to
he followed : after them, and take a more dilated
farewell.

Ber. And I will do so.

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove most
sinewy sword-men. [Exetint Bertram andParoUes.

Enter Lafeu.
Laf. Pardon, my lord,

(
kneelingJ for me and

for my tidings.

King. I'll fee thee to stand up.

Laf. Then here's a man
Stands, that has brought his pardon. I would you
Had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and
That, at my bidding, you could so stand up.

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy pate.
And ask'd thee mercy for't.

Laf. Good faith, across :

But, my good lord, 'tis thus : Will you be curd
Of your infirmity ?

King. No.
Laf. O, will you eat

No grapes, my royal fox ? yes, but you will.

My noble grapes, an if my royal fox
Could reach them : I have seen a medicine.
That's able to breathe life into a stone

;

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary,
VV'ith sprightly fire and motion ; whose simple touch
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay,
To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand.
And write to her a love-hue.

King. What her is this ?

Laf. Why, doctor she : My lord, there's one
arriv'd,

If you wll see her,—now, by my faith and honour.
If seriously I may convey my thoughts
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession,
VVisdom, and constancy, hath amaz'd me more
Than I dare blame my weakness : Will you see her
(For that is her demand) and know her business ? ^

That done, laugh well at me.
King. Now, good Lafen,

Bring m the admiration ; that we with thee

May spend our vwonder too, or take off thine,

By wondering how thou took'st it.

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you.
And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeu.
King. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues,

Re-e7iter Lafed with Helena.
Laf. Nay, come your ways

;
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This )8 his majesty, say yonr mind to hira :

A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors

His majesty seldom fears: I am Cressid's uncle,

That dare leave two together : fare you well. [Exit.
King. Now, fair one, does your business follow us ?

Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was
My father ; in what he did profess, well found.
King. I knew him. [him

;

Hel. The rather will I spare my praises towards
Knowing him, is enough. Ou his bed of death
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one.

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice.

And of his old experience the only darling.

He bade me store up, as a triple eye.

Safer than mine own two, more dear ; I have so :

And, hearing your high majesty is touch'd

With that malignant cause, wherein the honour
Of my dear father's gift stands chief in power,
I come to tender it and my appliance.
With all bound humbleness.

King. We thank you, maiden

;

But may not be so credulous of cure,

—

When our most learned doctors leave us ; aud
The congregated college have concluded,
That labouring art can never ransom nature
From her uuaidable estate,—I say, we must not
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope.
To prostitute our past-cure malady
To empirics : or to dissever so

Our great self and our credit, to esteem
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem.

Hel. My duty then shall pay me for my pains

:

1 will no more enforce mine office on you
;

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts
A modest one, to bear me back again.

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call'd

grateful

:

Thou thoughtst to help me ; and such thanks I give.

As one near death to those that wish him live :

But, what at full I know, thou know'st no part;

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

Hel. VVhat I can do, can do no hurt to try.

Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy :

He that of greatest works is finisher.

Oft does them by the weakest minister:

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown.
When judges have been babes. Great floods have

flown
From simple sources ; and great seas have dried,

When miracles have by the greatest been denied.

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there

Where most it promises ; and oft it hits.

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits.

King. I must not hear thee ; fare thee well,

kind maid
;

Thy pains, not us"d, must by thyself be paid :

Proflers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.

Hel. Inspired merit so by breath is barr'd :

It is not so with liim, that all things knows.
As 'tis with us that square our guess by shows

:

But most it is presumption in us, when
The help of heaven we count the act of men.
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent

;

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment.

I am not an impostor, that pro.laim
Myself against the level of mine aim

;

But know I think, and think I know most sure.

My art is not past power, nor you past cure.

King. Art tiiou so confident ? VVithin what space
Hop'st thou my cure ?

Hel. The gn'eatest grace lending grace.

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring

Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring:

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp,
Moist Hesperus hath quench'd his sleepy lamp

;

Or four and twenty times the pilot's glass

Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass
;

What is infirm from your sound parts shall liy.

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die.

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence.

What dar'st thou venture ?

Hel. - Tax of impudence,—
A strumpet's boldness, a divulged shame,

—

Traduc'd by odious ballads ; my maiden's name
Sear'd otherwise ; no worse of worst extended.
With vilest torture let my life be ended. [speak
King. Methinks, in thee some blessed spiiit dolki

His powerful sound, within an organ weak :

And what impossibility would slay

In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear ; for all, that Hfe can rate

Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate
;

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all

That happiness and prime can happy call

:

Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate.
Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try;

That ministers thine own death, if I die.

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die

;

And well deserv'd : Not helping, death's my fee

;

But, if 1 help, what do you promise me ?

King. Make thy demand.
Hel. But will you make it even ?

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of
heaven. [hand,

Hel. Then thou shalt give me, with thy kingly
What husband in thy power I will command:
Exempted be from me the an-ogance
To choose from forth the royal blood of France

;

My low aud humble name to propagate
With any branch or image of thy state :

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to task, thee to bestow.

King. Here is my hand; the premises observ'd.
Thy will by my performance shall be serA''d

;

So make the choice of thy own time : for I,

Thy resolv'd patient, on thee still rely.

More should I question thee, and more I must;
Though, more to know, could not be more to

trust

;

[rest

From whence thou cam'st, how tended on,—But
Unquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest.

—

Give me some help here, ho !—If thou proceed
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed.

[Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the
height of your breeding.

Clo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly
tauglit : I know my business is but to the court.

Count. To the court ! why, what place make you
special, when you put off that with such coutem;:!?
But to the court

!

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have Vr\i a man any
manners, he may easily put it off at court : he, that

cannot make a leg, put ofFs cap, kiss his hand, and
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap

;

and, indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were
not for the court : but, for me, I have an answer
will serve all men.

Count. Marry, that's a boantiful answer, that fits

all questions.

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all but-

tocks; the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, tlie

brawn-buttock, or any buttock. [tions?

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all ques-

r/o. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at-

torney, as your French crown for your tafFata punk,
as Tib's rush foi Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake
for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for Mayday, as the

nail to his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scold-

ing quean to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip to

the friar's mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin.

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such fitnes.s

for all questions ?
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Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your
constable, it will fit any question.

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous
size, that must fit all demands.

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the
learned should speak truth of it : here it is, and all

that belongs to't : Ask me, if I am a courtier; it shall
do you no harm to learn.

Count. To be young again, if we could : I will be
a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your
answer. 1 pray yon, sir, are you a courtier?

Clo. O Lord, sir, There's a simple putting
off;—more, more, a hundred of them.

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that
foves you.

Clo. O Lord, sir,—Thick, thick, spare not me.
Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this

homely meat. [you.
Clo. O Lord, sir,—Nay, put me to't, I warrant
Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think.
Clo. O Lord, sir,—Spare not me.
Count. Do you cry, Lord, sir, at your whip-

ping, and spare not me ! Indeed, your Lord, sir,
is very sequent to your whipping

; you would an-
swer very well to a whipping, if yon %vere but
bound to't.

Clo. I ne'er had worse luck in my life, in my
O Lord, sir: I see, things may serve long, but not
serve ever.

Count. I play the noble housewife with the time,
to entertain it so merrily with a fool.

Clo. O Lord, sir,—Why, there't serves well
again. [this,

Count. An end, sir, to your business : give Helen
And urge her to a present answer back :

Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son
;

This is not much.
Clo. Not much commendation to them.
Count. Not much employment for yon : yon un-

derstand me ?

Clo. Most fruitfully : I am there before my legs.

Count. Haste you again. [Exeunt severally.

Scene III.

—

Paris. A Room in the King's
Palace.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Laf. They say, miracles are past ; and we have
our philosophical persons, to :iake modern and
familiar things, sn|)ernatnral and causeless. Hence
is it, that we make trifles of terrors ; ensconcing
ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we should
submit ourselves to an nnknowu fear.

Par. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wonder,
that hath shot out in our latter times.

Uer. And so 'tis.

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists,

—

Par. So I say; both of Galen and Paracelsus.

Laf. Of all the learned and authentic fellows,

—

Par. Right, so I say.

Laf. That gave him out incurable,

—

Par. Why, there 'tis; so say I too.

Laf. Not to be helped,

—

Par. Right: as 'twere a man assured of an

—

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death.
Par. Just, you say well ; so would I have said.

Laf. I may truly say, it is a no\ elty to the world.
Par. It is, indeed: if you will have it in show-

ing, you shall read it iu, Whai do you call

there?

—

'
[actor.

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly
Par. That's it I wculd have said ; the very same.
Laf. Why, your dolpliin is not lustier ; 'fore me,

I speak iu resjiect

Par. Nay, 'tis strange, 'tis very strange, that is

the bnef and the tedious of it; and he is of a most
lacinorous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be

Laf. Very hand of heaven. Ithe—
Par. Ay, so I say.

Laf. In a most weak

—

Par. And debilc minister, great power, great

1L>3

transcendence
: which should, indeed, give us a

further use to be made, than alone the recovery ol
the king, as to be

—

Laf. Generally thankful.

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants.

Par. I would have said it
;
yon say well : here

comes the king.

Laf. Lustick, as the Dutchman says : I'll like a
maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head :

why, he's able to lead her a coranto.
Par. Mort du Vinaiyre .' Is not this Helen ?
Laf. 'Fore God, I think so.

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court.

—

[Exit an Attendant.
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side

;

And with this healthful hand, whose banish'd sense
Thou hast repeal'd, a second time receive
The confirmation of my promis'd gift.

Which but attends thy naming.

Enter several Lords.

Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful par-
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, [eel

O'er whom both sovereign power and father's voice
I have to use : thy frank election make

; [sake.
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for-

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mis-
tress

,

Fall, when love please !—marry, to each, but one !

Laf. I'd give bay Curfal, and his furniture.
My mouth no more were broken than these boys',
And writ as little beard.
King. Peruse them well:

Not one of those, but had a noble father.

Hel. Gentlemen,
Heaven hath, through me, restor'd the king to health.

All. We understand it, and thank heaven for you.
Hel. I am a simple maid ; and therein wealthiest.

That I protest, I simply am a maid :

—

Please it your majesty, I have done already:
The blushes in ray cheeks thus whisper me.
We blush, that thou should"st choose: but, be

refused,
Let the tvhite death sit on thy cheek for ever ;

We'll ne'er come there again.
King. Make choice ; and, see.

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me.
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly

;

And to imperial Love, that god most high.

Do my sighs stream.—Sir, will you hear my suit ?

1 Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, sir: all the rest is mute.

Laf. I had rather be iu this choice, than throw
ames-ace for my life. [eyes,

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair

Before I speak, too threateningly replies:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above

Her that so wishes, and her humble love I

2 Lord. No better, if you please.

Hel. My wish receive.

Which great love grant ! and so I take my leave.

Laf Do they all deny her ? An tliey were sous

of mine, I'd have them whipped ; or I would send

them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of.

Hel. Be not afraid {to a Lord) that I your hand
should take

;

I'll never do you wrong for your own sake

:

Blessing upon your vows I and in your bed

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed I

Laf. These bovs aie boys of ice, they'll none

have her: sure, tLey are bastards to the English;

the French ne'er got them.

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good,'

To make yourself a son out of my blood.

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so.

Laf There's one grape yet,- -I am sure, thy fa-

ther drank wine.—But if thou be'st not an ass, I am
a youth of fourteen ; I have known thee already.

N
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Hel. I dare not say I take you ; (to Bertram)
but I give

Me, and my service, ever whilst I live.

Into your guiding power.—This is the man.
King. Why tlien, young Bertram, take her, she's

thy wife. [highness,

Ber. My wife^ my liege? I shall beseech your
In such a business give me leave to use
The help of mine own eyes.

King. Know'st thou not, Bertram,
What she has done for me ?

Ber. Yes, my good lord :

But never hope to know why I should marry her.

King. Thou know'st, she has rais'd me from my
sickly bed.

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well

;

She had her breeding at my father's charge :

A poor physician's daughter my wife !—Disdain
Rather corrupt me ever ! [which

Ki7ig. 'Tis only title thou disdain'st in her, the

I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods.

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together.

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand ofl'

In differences so mighty : if she be
All that is virtuous, (save what tliou dislik'st,

A poor physician's daughter,) thou dislik'st

Of virtue lor the name ; but do not so

:

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed.
The place is aignified by the doer's deed

:

Where great additions swell, and virtue none.
It is a dropsied honour : good alone
Is good, without a name ; vileness is so :

The property by what it is should go.

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair;

In these to nature she's immediate heir
;

And these breed honour; that is honour's scorn.

Which challenges itself as honour's born.

And is not like the sire : honours best thrive.

When rather from our acts we them derive
Than our fore-goers : the mere word's a slave,

Debauch'd on every tomb ; on every grave,
A lying trophy, an* as oft is dumb.
Where dust, and damn'd oblivion, is the tomb
Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be said ?

If thou canst like this creature as a maid,
I can create the rest : virtue, and she,

Is her own dower ; honour, and wealth, from me.
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do't.

King. Thou wrong'st thyself, if thou should'st
strive to choose. [glad

;

Hel. That you are well restor'd, my lord, I am
Let the rest go. [feat.

King. My honour's at the stake : which to de-
I'must produce my power : here, take her hand.
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift

;

That dost in vile misprision shackle up
My love, and her desert; that canst not dream.
We, poizing us in her defective scale,

Shall weigh thee to the beam : that wilt not know.
It is in us to plant thine honour, where
We please to have it grow : Check thy contempt

:

Obey our will, which travails in thy good:
Believe not thy disdain, but presently
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right.

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims
;

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever,
Into the staggers, and the careless lapse [hate.
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice.

Without ail terms of pity : speak ; thine answer.
Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit

My fancy to your eyes : when I consider.
What great creation, and what dole of honour,
Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled.
Is, as 'twere, bora so.

King. Take her by the hand,
And tfll her she is thine to whom 1 promise

A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate,

A balance more replete.

Ber. I take her hand.

King. Good fortime, and the favour of the king,

Smile upon this contract ; whose ceremony
Shall seem expedient on the new-born brief.

And be perform'd to-night : the solemn feast

Shall more attend upon the coming space.

Expecting absent friends. As thou lov'st her.

Thy love's to me religious ; else, does err.

[Exeunt htng, Bertratn, Helena, Lords,
and Attendants.

Lr/f. Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with you.

Par. Your pleasure, sir ? [recantation.

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make his

Par. Recantation ?—My lord ? my master ?

Laf. Ay ; is it not a language, I speak ?

Laf. A most harsh one ; and not to be understood
without bloody succeeding. My master ?

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rousillon ?

Par. To any count ; to all counts ; to what is

man. [of another style.

Laf. To what is count's man ; count's master is

Par. You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, you
are too old.

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to

which title age cannot bring thee.

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do.

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be

a pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make tolerable vent

01 thy travel ; it might pass : yet the scarfs, and the

bannerets, about thee, did manifoldly dissuade me
from believing thee a vessel of too great a burden.

I have now found thee ; when I lose thee again, I

care not : yet art thou good for nothing but taking

up ; and that thou art scarce worth.
Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity

upon thee,

—

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too faT in anger, lest

thou hasten thy trial ;—which if—Lord have mercy
on thee for a hen ! So, my good window of lattice,

fare thee well ; thy casement I need not open, for I

look through thee. Give me thy hand.
Par. My lord, you give me most egregious in-

dignity, [of it.

Laf. Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy
Par. 1 have not, my lord, deserved it.

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and 1

will not bate thee a scruple.

Par. Well, I shall be wiser.

Laf. E'en as soon as thou canst, for thou, hast to

pull at a smack o'the contrary. If ever thou be'st

bound in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shalt find what
it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire

to hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my
knowledge ; that I may say, in the default, he 's a
man I know.
Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable

vexation.

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and
my poor doing etertfel : for doing I am past : as 1

will by thee, in what motion age will give me
leave. [Exit.
Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis-

grace off me ; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord !
—

Well, I must be patient; there is no fettering ot

authority. I'll beat him, by my life, if 1 can meet
him with any 'convenieuce, an he were double, and
double a lord. I'll have no more pity of his age,

than I would have of—I'll beat him, an if I could
but meet him again.

Ro -enter Lafeij.

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master's married,

there's news for you
;
you have a new mistress.

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship

to make some reservation of your wrongs: he is my
good lord : whom I serve above, is my master.

Laf Who? God?
Par. Ay, sir.
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Laf. The devil it is, that's thy master. Why dost

thou garter up thy arms o' this fashion ? dost make
hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so ? Thoa
wert best set thy lower part where thy nose stands.

By mine honour, if I were but two hours younger,

rd beat thee : methinks, thou art a general offence,

and every man should beat thee. I think, thou

wast created for men to breathe themselves upon
thee. [lord.

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, my
Laf. Go to, sir

;
you were beaten in Italy for

picking a kernel out of a pomegranate
;
you are a

vagabond, and no true traveller : you are more saucy
with lords, and honourable personages, than the

heraldry of your birth and virtues gives you com-
mission. Yon are not worth another word, else I'd

call you knave. I leave you. [Exit.

Enter Bertra3I.

Par. Good, very good ; it is so then.—Grood, very

good ; let it be concealed a while.

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever

!

Par. What is the matter, sweet heart ?

Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have
I will not bed her. [sworn.

Par. What ? what, sweet heart ?

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me ;

—

I'll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her.

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits

The tread of a man's foot : To the wars

!

Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the

I know not yet. [import is.

Par. Ay, that would be known : To the wars, my
boy, to the wars !

He wears his honour in a box anseen.

That hugs his kicksy-wicksy here at home
;

Spending his manly marrow in her arms.
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet

Of Mars' fifry steed : To other regions !

France is a stable ; we, that dwell in't, jades

;

Therefore, to the war!
Ber. It shall be so ; I'll send her tq my house.

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her.

And whereiore I am fled ; write to the king

That which I durst not speak ; his present gift

Shall famish me to those Italian fields,

W^here noble fellows strike : war is no strife,

To the dark house, and the detested wife.

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure ?

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me.
I'll send her straight away : to-morrow
I'll to the wars, she to her single sorrow.

Par. Why, these balls bound ; there's noise in it

—

'Tis hard

;

A young man, married, is a man that's marr'd

:

Therefore away, and leave her bravely
;
go :

The king has done you wrong; but, hush! 'tis so.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Another Roorn in the same.

Enter Helena and Clown.
Hel. My mother greets me kindly : is she well ?

Clo. She is not well : but yet she has her health :

she's very merry ; but yet she is not well : but
thanks be given, she's very well, and wants nothing
i' the world : but yet she is not well.

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, that

she's not very well ? [things.

Clo. Truly, she's very well, indeed, but for two
Hel. What two things ?

Clo. One, that she's not in heaven, whither God
send her quickly! the other, that she's in earth,
from whence God send her quickly

!

Enter Parolles.

Par. Bless yon, my fortunate lady

!

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have
mme own good fortunes.
Par. You had my prayers to lead them on ; and

to keep them on, have them still.—O, my knave!

How does ray old lady ?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her
money, I would she did as you say.

Par. Why, I say nothing.
Clo. !VIarry, you are the wiser man ; for many a

man's tongue shakes out his master's undoing : to

say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to

have nothing, is to be a great part of your title

;

which is witliin a very little of nothing.
Par. Away, thou'rt a knave.
Clo. Y'ou should have said, sir, before a knave

thou art a knave ; that is, before me thou art a
knave : this had been truth, sir. [thee.

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found
Clo. Did jou find me in yourself, sir? or were you

taught to find me ? The search , sir, was profitable

;

and much fool may you find in you, even to the
world's pleasure, and the increase of laughter.
Par. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed.

—

Madam, my lord will go away to-night;
A very serious business calls on him.
The great prerogative and rite of love, [ledge

,

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow-
But puts it off by a compell'd restraint ; [sweets,

Whose want, and whose delay, is strewed with
Which they distil now in the curbed time.

To make the coming hour o'erflow %vith joy.

And pleasure drown the brim.
Hel. What's his will else ?

Par. That you will take your instant leave o' the
king.

And make this haste as your own good proceeding^
Strengthen'd with what apology you thmk
Rlay make it probable need.

Hel. What more commands he ?
Par. That, having this obtain'd, yon presently

Attend his further pleasure.
Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will.

Par. I shall report it so.

Hel. I pray yon.—Come, sirrah.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.
Laf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not him a

soldier.

Ber. Y'es, my lord, and of very valiant approof
Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.
Ber. And by other warranted testimony.

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; I took thLs lark
for a bunting.

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in

knowledsje, and accordingly valiant.

Laf. I have then sinned against his experience,
and transgressed against his valour ; and my state

that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my
heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray you, make
us friends, I will pursue the amity.

Enter Parolles.

Par. These things shall be done, sir. {To Ber.)

Laf. Pray you, sir, who's his tailor ?

Par. Sir?

Laf. O, I know him well : Ay, sir ; he, sir, is a
good workman, a very good tailor.

Ber. Is she gone to the king ? {Aside to Parolles.)

Par. She is.

Ber. Will she away to-night ?

Par. As you'll have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure.

Given orders for our horses; and to-night.

When I should take possession of the bride,

—

And, ere I do begin,

Laf. A good traveller is something at the latter

end of a dinner; but one that lies three-thirds, and
uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with,

should be once heard, and thrice beaten.—God save

you, captain.

Ber. Is there any nnkiudness between my lord

and you, monsieur?
N*
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Par. I know not how I nave deserved to run into

my lord's displeasure.

Laf. You uave made shift to run into"t, boots and
spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard

;

and out of it you'll run again;, rather than suffer

question for yoiu' residence.

Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him, my lord.

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at

his prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and believe
this of me. There can be no kernel in this light nut

;

the soul of this man is his clothes : trust him not in

matter of heavy consequence ; I have kept of them
tame, and know their natures.—Farewell, monsieur :

I have spoken better of you, than you have or will

deserve at my hand ; but we must do good against
evil. [Exit.
Par. An idle lord, I swear.
Ber. I think so.

Par. Why, do you not know him ? [speech
Ber. Yes, I do know him well; and common

Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have, sir, as I was commanded from yon.

Spoke with the king, and have procor'd his leave
For present parting ; only he desires
Some private speech with yon.

Ber. I shall obey his will.

You must not marvel, Helena, at my course, .

W^hich holds not colour with the time, nor does
The ministration and required office

On my particular : prepar'd I was not
For such a business ; therefore am I found
So much unsettled : This drives me to entreat you.
That presently you take your way for home ;

And rather muse, than ask, why I entreat you :

For my respects are better than they seem

;

And my appointments have in them a need.
Greater than shews itself, at the first view.
To yon, that know them not. This to my mother :

[Giving a letter.)

'Twill be two days ere I shall see you ; so
I leave you to your wisdom.

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say.
But that I am your most obedient servant.

Ber. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel. And ever shall,

With true observance, seek to eke out that,

Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd

To equal my great fortune.

Ber. Let that go

:

My haste is very great : Farewell ; hie home.
Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon.
Ber. Well, what would you say ?

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe
;

Nor dare I say, 'tis mine ; and yet it is

;

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal

What law does vouch mine own.
Ber. What would you have ?

Hel. Something ; and scarce so much :—nothing,

indeed.

—

I would not tell you what I would : my lord

—

'faith, yes;

—

Strangers, and foes, do sunder, and not kiss.

Ber. 1 pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse.

Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my
lord.

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur?—
Farewell. [Exit Helena.

Go thou toward home ; where I will never come.
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum :

—

Away, and for our flight.

Par. Bravely, coragio ! [Exeunt.

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

Florence. A Room in the Duke's Palace.

Flourish. Enter the DuKE of Florence, attended;
two French Lords, and others.

Duke. So that, from point to point, now have you
heard

The fundamental reasons of this war

;

Whose great decision hath much blood let forth.

And more thirsts after.

1 Lord. Holy seems the quarrel

Upon your grace's part ; black and fearful

On the oppnser. [France
Duke. Therefore vve marvel much, our cousin

Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom
Against our borrowing prayers.

2 Lord. Good my lord.

The reasons of our state J cannot yield.

But like a common and an outward man.
That the great figure of a council frames
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not

Say what I think of it ; since I have found
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail

As often as I guess'd.

Duke. Be it his pleasure.

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our nalnre.

That surfeit on their ease, will, day by day.
Come here for physic.

Duke. Welcome shall they be
;

And all the honours, that can fly from us.

Shall on them settle. You know your places well;
When better fall, for your avails they fell

:

To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rottsillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had
it, save, that he comes not along with her.

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a

very melancholy mau.
Count. By w-hat observance, I pray you ?

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing;

mind the ruff, and sing ; ask questions, and sing

;

pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had this

trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a song.

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he
means to come. [Opening a letter.)

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at

court : our old ling and our Isbels o' the country
are nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o' the

court: the brains of my Cupid's knocked out; and
I begin to love, as an old man loves money, vnVh no

Count. What have we here? [stomach.

Clo. E'en that you have there. [Exit,

Count. [Reads.) I have sent you a daughter-in-
laiv : she hath recovered the king, and undone me.
I have wedded her, not bedded her ; and sworn to

make the not eternal. You shall hear, I am run
away ; knoiv it, before the report come. If there
be breadth enough in the ivorld, I will hold a long
distance. My duty to you.

Your unfortunate son, Bertram.
This is not well, rash and unbridled boy.

To fly the favours of so good a kins
i

To pluck his indignation on thy head.
By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous

For thf contempt of empire.

Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within,

between two soldiers and my young lady.

Count. WTiit is the matter'?

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some
comfort

;
your son will not be killed so soon as I

thought he would.

Count. Why should he be kill'd?

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear

he does : the danger is in standiog to't ; that's the

loss of men, though it be the getting of children.

Here they come, will tell you more : for my part, I

only hear, your son was run away. [Exit Clown.

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen.

1 Gen. Save you, good madam.
Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone.

2 Gen. Do not say so.

H
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Count. Think upon patience.
—

'Pray you, gentle-

l have felt so many quirks ofjoy, and grief, [men,--

That the tirst face of neither, on the start, [you ?

Can woman me unto't.—Where is my son, I pray

2 Gent. Madam, he's gone to serve the duke of

Florence :

We met him thitherward ; from thence we came,

And, after some despatch in hand at court,

Thither we bend again. [port.

Hel. Look on his letter, madam ; here's my pass-

(Reads.) When thou canst get the ring upon my
finger, which never shall come off, and shew me a
child begotten of thy body, that I am father to,

then call me husband : but in such a then / ivrite

a never.

This is a dreadful sentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ?

1 Gent. Ay, madam
;

And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our pains.

Count. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer

;

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine.

Thou robb'st me of a moiety : He was my son

;

But I do wash his name out of my blood.

And thou art all my child. —Towards Florence is he?
2 Gent. Ay, madam.
Count. And to be a soldier ?

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose : and, believ't,

The duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good couveoience claims.

Count Return you thither ?

1 Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of
speed.

Hel. [Reads.) Till I have no tvife, I fiave no-
thing in France.

Count. Find you that there ?

Hel. Ay, madam.
1 Gent. 'Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply.

His heart was not consenting to. [which
Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife !

There's nothing here, that is too good for him,

But only she ; and she deserves a lord.

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon.

And call her hourly, mistress. -Who was with him?
1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman

Which I have some time known.
Count. ParoUes, was't not ?

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. [ness.

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked-
My son corrupts a well-derived nature

With his inducement.
1 Gent. Indeed, good lady.

The fellow has a deal ot that, too much.
Which holds him much to have.

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen

;

I will entreat you, when you see my son.

To tell him, that bis sword can never win
The honour that he loses : more I'll entreat you
Written to bear along.

2 Gent. We serve you, madam.
In that and all your worthiest affairs.

Count. Not so, but as we change oar courtesies.
Will you draw near ?

[Exeunt Count, and Gentlemen.
Hel. Till I have no wife, I have nothing in

France.
Nothing in France, until he has no wife

!

Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France,
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is't I

That chase thee from thy country, and expose
Those tender limbs of thine to the event
Of the none-sparing war? and is it I,

That drive thee from the sportive court, where thou
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Ofsmoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers,
That ride upon the violent speed of fire.
Fly with false aim ; move the still-piercing air.
That sings with piercing, do not touch my lord !

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause
His death was so effected : better 'twere,
I met the ravin lion when he roar'd
With sharp constraint of hunger; better 'twere
That all the miseries, which nature owes, [sillon,

\Vere mine at once : No, come thou home, Rou-
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar.
As oft it loses all ; I will be gone :

My being here it is, that holds thee hence :

Shall I stay here to do't? no, no, although
The air of Paradise did fan the house,
And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ;

That pitiful rumour may report my flight.

To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day '.

For, with the dark, poor thief, I'll steal away. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

Florence. Before the Duke's Palace.

Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence, Ber-
tram, Lords, Officers, Soldiers, and others.

Duke. Thegeneralof our horse thou art; and we.
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credenee
Upon thy promising fortune.

Ber. Sir, it is

A'charge too heavy for my strength : but yet
We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake.
To the extreme edge of hazard.
Duke. Then go thou forth

;

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm.
As thy auspicious mistress !

Ber. This very day.
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file :

Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess and Steivard.
Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of

her?
Might you not know, she would do as she has done.
By sending me a letter ? Read it again.

Stew. I am St. Jaques' pilgrim, thither gone ;
Ambitious love hath so in me offended.
That bare-foot plod J the cold ground upon.
With sainted vow tnyfaults to have amended.

Write, write, that, from the bloody course ofwar.
My dearest master, your dear son, may hie ;

Bless him at home in peace, whilst Ifromfar.
His 7iame with zealousfervour sanctify :

His taken labours bid him me forgive ;

I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth
From courtlyfriends, with campingfoes to live.

Where death and danger dog the lieels ofworth :

He is too good andfairfor death and me
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest
words !

Rbaldo, you did never lack advice so much.
As letting her pass so; had I spoke with her,

I could have well diverted her intents.

Which thus she hath prevented.
Stew. Pardon me, madam :

If I had given yon this at over-night.

She might have been o'erta'en ; and yet she writes,

Pursuit would be in vain.

Count. W^hat angel shall

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive.

Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear,

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greatest justice.—VVrite, write, Rinaldo,

To this unworthy husband of his wife
;

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth.

That he does weigh too light : my greatest grief.

Though little he do feel it, set dow n sharply.

Despatch the most convenient messenger :

—

When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone.

He will return ; and hope I may, that she,

Hearing so much, will speed her foot again,

Led hither by pure love : which of them both
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in seutje
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To make distinction :—Pro\ide this messenger :

—

My heart is hea^y, and mine age is weak

;

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Without the Walls of Florence.

A tucket afar off. Enter an old PVidoio of Flo-
rence, J3l\na, Violenta, ALuiiANA, and other
Citizens.

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the
city, we shall lose all the sight.

Via. They say, the French count has done most
honourable service.

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their

greatest commander : and that with his own hand
he slew the duke's brother. We have lost our la-

bour : they are gone a contrary way : hark ! you
may know by their trumpets.

Mar. Come, let's return again, and suffice our-
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take
heed of this French earl: the honour of a maid is

her name ; and no legacy is so rich as honesty.
Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have

been solicited by a gentleman his companion.
Mar. I know that kna\e; hang him! one Pa-

roUes : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions for

the young earl.—Beware of them, Diana; their

promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these
engines of lust, are not the things they go under :

many a maid hath been seduced by them ; and the
misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade
succession, but they are limed with the twigs that
threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise you
further : but, I hope, your own grace will keep you
where you are, though there were no further danger
kno^v^l, but the modesty which is so lost.

Dia. You shall not need to fear me.

Enter Helena, in the dress of a pilgrim.

Wid. I hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim

:

I know she will lie at my house : thither they send
one another : I'll question her.

—

God save you, pilgrim ! Whither are you bound?
Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand.

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you ?

Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port.

Uel. Is this the way ?

fVid. Ay, marrj% is it.—Hark you !

{A march afar off.)

They come this way :—If yoa will tarry, holy pil-

But till the troops come by, [grim,

1 will conduct you where you shall be lodg'd

;

The rather, for, I think, I know your hostess
As ample as myself.

Hel. Is it yourself?
Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France ?

Hel. I did so.

Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of yours.

That has done worthy service.

Hel. His name, I pray you.

Dia. The count Rousillon : Know you such a

one ? [him

;

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of
His face I know not.

Dia. Whatsoe'er he is.

He's bravely taken. He stole from France,
As 'tis reported, for the king had married him
Against his liking : Think you it is so ?

Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth ; I know his lady.

Dia. There is a gentleman, that serves the count.
Reports but coarsely of her.

Hel. What's his name ?

Dia. Monsieur ParoUes.
HeL O, I believe vnth him.

In argument of praise, or to the worth
Of the great count himself, she is too mean
To have her name repeated ; all her deserving

Is a reserved honesty, and that

I have not heard examin'd.

Dia. Alas, poor lady \

'Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife

Of a detesting lord.

ff^id. A right good creature : wheresoe'er she is,

Her heart weighs sadly : this young maid might do
A shrewd turn, if she pleas'd. [her

Hel. How do yon mean ?

May be, the amorous count soUcits hei

In the unlawful purpose.

Wid. He does, indeed;

And brokes with all that can in such a suit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But she is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.

Enter icith drum and colours, a party ofthe Flo-
rentine army, Bertram, ant/ Parolles.

Mar. The gods forbid else

!

Wid. So, now they come :

That is Antonio, the duke's eldest son

;

That, Escalus.

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ?

Dia. He;
That with the plume : 'tis a most gallant fellow

;

I would, he lov'd his wife : if he were honester.

He were much goodlier :—Is't not a handsome
Hsl. I like him well. [gentleman ?

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honest :—1 ond's that

same knave,
That leads him to these places ; were I his lady,

I'd poison that vile rascal.

Hel. Which is he ?

Dia. That jack-an-apea with scarfs : Why is he
melancholy ?

Hel. Perchance he's hurt i'the battle.

Par. Lose our drum I well.

Mar. He's shrewdly vexed at something : Look,
he has spied us.

Wid. Marry, hang you !

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier !

[Exeunt Bertram, ParoUes, Officers,
and Soldiers.

Wid. The troop is past : Come, pilgrim, I will

bring you
Where you shall host : of enjoin'd penitents
There's four or five, to great Saint jaques bound.
Already at my house.

Hel. I humbly thank yon

:

Please it tliis matron, and this gentle maid.
To eat with us to-night, the charge, and thanking.
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further,
I will bestow some precepts on this virgin,

W orthy the note.

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exetrnt.

Scene VI.

—

Camp before Florence.

Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords.

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him tot ; let him
have his way.
2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding,

hold rae no more in your respect.

I Lord. On my lite, my lord, a bubble.
Ber. Do you think, I am so far deceived in him ?

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him
as my kinsman, he's a most notable coward, an in-

finite and endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker,
the owner of no one good quality worthy your lord-

ship's entertainment.

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; lest, reposing
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might,
at some great and trusty business, in a main danger,
fail you.

_
[to try him.

Ber. I would I knew in what particular action

2 Lord. None better than to let liim fetch off his

drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake
to do.

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will snd-
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deuly surprise him ; such I will have, whom, I am
sure, he knows not from the enemy : we will bind

and hood wink liim so, that he shall suppose no
other but that he is carried into the leaguer of the

adversaries, when we bring him to our tents : Be
but your lordsliip present at his examination ; if he
do not, for the promise of his life, and in the highest

compulsion of base iear, offer to betray you, and
deliver all the intelligence in his power against you,

and that with the divine forfeit of his soul upon
oath, never trust my judgment in any thing.

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch

his drum ; he says, he has a stratagem fort : when
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in't,

and to \\'hat metal this counterfeit Imnp of ore will

be melted, if you give him not John Drum's enter-

tainment, your incliaiDg cannot be removed. Here
he comes.

Enter Parolles.

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not
the humour of his design; let him fetch off his

drum in any hand.
Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks

sorely in your disposition.

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go; 'tis but a drum.
Par. But a drum ! Is't but a drum ? A drum so

lost I—There was an excellent command ! to charge
ju with our iiorse upon our own wings, and to rend
our own soldiers.

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com-
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that

Caesar himself could not have prevented, if he had
been there to command.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our suc-
cess : some dishonour we had in the loss of that

drum ; but it is not to be recovered.

Par. It might have been recovered.

Ber. It might, but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recovered : but that the merit of

service is seldom attributed to the true and exact
performer, I would have that drum or another, or

hie jacet.

Ber. W'hy, if you have a stomach to't, monsieur,
if you thiuk your mystery in stratagem can bring

this instrument of honour again into his native

quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprize, and go
on ; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit

:

if you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak
of.it, and extend to you what further becomes
his greatness, even to the utmost syllable of your
worthiness.

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it.

Ber. But you must not now slumber in if.

Par. I'll about it this evening : and I will pre-
sently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself
in my certainty, put myself into my mortal prepara-
tion, and, by midnight, look to hear further from me.

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you
are gone about it ?

Par. I know not what the success will be, my
lord ; but the attempt I vow.

Ber. I know, thou art valiant ; and, to the pos-
sibihty of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee.

Farewell.
Par. I love not many words. [Exit.
1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water.—Is

not this a strange fellow, my lord ' that so confi-
dently seems to undertake this business, which he
knows is not to be done ; damns himself to do, and
dares better be damned than to do't.

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself info a
man's favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal
of discoveries; but when you find him out, you
have him ever after.

Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed
at all of this, that so seriously he does address
hmiself unto ?

1 Lord. None in the world ; but return with an
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invention, and clap upon you two or three probable
lies

; but we have almost embossed him, you shall
see his fall to-night; for, indeed, he is not for your
lordship's respect.

2 Lord. VVe'll make you some sport with the
fox, ere we case him. He was first smoked by the
old lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted,
tell me what a sprat you shall find him ; which you
shall see this vei7 night [caught.

1 Lord. I mu.st go look ray twigs ; he shall be
Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with me.
1 Lord. As't please your lordship : I'll leave yon.

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and show
The lass I spoke of. [vou
2 Lord. But, you say, she's honest.
Ber. That'sallthe fault : I spoke with herbutonce,

.4nd found her wondrous cold; but I sent to her.
By this same coxcomb that we have i'the wind.
Tokens and letters, which she did re-send

;

And this is all I have done : She's a fair creature;
Will you go see her ?

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord.

[Exeunt.

Scene Til.—Florence. A Room in the Widow's
House.

Enter Helena and Widow.
Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she,

I know not how I shall assure you further.
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.

PFid. Thoughmy estate be fallen, I was well born.
Nothing acquainted with these businesses ;

And would not put my reputation now
In any staining act.

Hel. Nor would I wish you.
First, give me trust, the count he is my husband

;

And, what to your s«orn counsel I have spoken.
Is so, from word to word ; and then you cannot.
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow.
Err in bestowing it.

ffid. I should believe you
;

For you have show'd me that, which well approves
You are great in fortune.

Hel. Take this purse ofgold.
And let me buy your friendly help thus far.

Which I will over-pay, and pay again.
When I have found it. The count he wooes your

daughter,

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty.
Resolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, consent.
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it.

Now his important blood will nought deny.
That she'll demand : A ring the county wears
That downward hath succeeded in his house.
From son to son, some four or five descents.
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds
In most rich choice

;
yet, in his idle fire.

To buy his will, it w'ould not seem too dear,

Howe'er repented after.

PFid. Now, I see

The bottom of your purpose.

He/. You see it lawful then : It is no more.
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won.
Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter;
In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Herself most chastely absent; after this.

To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns
To what is past already.

IT id. I have yielded :

Instruct my daughter how she siiall pers'ver.

That time and place, with this deceit so lawful.

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos'd
To her unworfhiness : It nothing steads us

To cliide him from our eaves ; for he persists.

As if his life lay on't.

Hel. Why then, to-night

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed,

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed.
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And lawful meaning in a lawful act

;

Wliere both not sin, and yet a sinful fact

:

But let's about it. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Without the Florentine Camp.

Enter first Lord, ivith five or six Soldiers in

ambush.

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this

hedge' corner : When you sally upon him, speak

what terrible language you will ; though you un-

derstand it not yourselves, no matter: for we must

not seem to understand him ; unless some one among
lis, whom we must produce for an interpreter.

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter.

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows
he not thy -soice ?

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you.

1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to

speak to us again ?

1 Sold. Even such as you speak to me.

1 Lord. He must think us some band of strangers

i'the adversary's entertainment. Now he hath a

smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we
must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to

know what we speak one to another; so we seem
to know, is to know straight our purpose : chough's

language, gabble enough, and good enough. As
for you, interpreter, you must seem very politic.

But, couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile two
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the

lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Ten o'clock : within these tliree hours 'twill

be time enough to go home. What shall I say I

have done ? It must be a very plausive invention

that carries it : They begin to smoke me ; and dis-

faces have of late knocked too often at my door,

find, my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart

hath the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures,

not daring the reports of my tongue.

1 Lord. This is tlie first trutli that e'er thine own
tongue was guilty of. {Aside.)

Par. What the devil should move me to under-
take the recovery of this drum; being not ignorant

of the impossibihty, and knowing 1 had no such
urpose ? 1 must give myself some hurts, and say,

got them in exploit : Vet slight ones will not

carry it : They will say, Came you off with so little i"

and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore ? what's

the instance ? Tongue, 1 must put you into a but-

ter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's

mule, if you prattle me into these perils.

1 Lord. Is it possible, he should know what he
is, and be what ne is ? {Aside.)

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would
serve the turn ; or the breaking of my Spanish
sword.

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. {Aside.)

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to say, it

was in stratagem.

1 Lord. 'Twould not do. {Aside.)

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I was
stripped.

1 Lord. Hardly serve. {Aside.)
Par. Though 1 swore I leaped from the window

of the citadel

1 Lord. How deep? {Aside.)
Par. Thirty fathom.

1 Lord. Three great oaths would scarce make
that be believed. {Aside.)

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy's
;

1 would swear I had recovered it.

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. {Aside.)

Par. A drum now of the enemy's

!

{Alarum ivithin.)

1 Lord. Throca movousus, cargo, canjo, carrjo.

All. Vargo, cargo, villianda, par corbo, cargo.

\

Par. O ! ransome, ransome :—Do not hide mine

eyes. {They seize him, and blindfold him.)

1 Sold. BosJcos thromuldo boskos.

Par. I know you are the Muskos' regiment.

And I shall lose my life for want of language :

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,

Italian, or French, let him speak to me,

I will discover that which shall undo

The Florentine.

1 Sold. Boskos vanvado :

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue :

Kerelijbonto : Sir,

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards

Are at thy bosom.
Par. Oh!
I Sold. O, pray, pray, pray.

Mankarevania dulche.

I Lord. Oscorbi dulchus volivorca.

1 Sold. The general is content,to spare thee yet;

And, hood-wink'd as thou art, will lead thee on

To gather from thee : haply, thou may's I inform

Something to save thy life.

Par. O, let me live.

And all the secrets of our camp I'll show.
Their force, their purposes : nay, I'll speak that.

Which you will wonder at.

1 Sold. But wilt thou faithfully?

Par. If I do not, damn me.
I Sold. Acordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted space. .

[Exit, with Parolles guarded.

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my
brother, [muffled.

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him
Till we do hear from them.
2 Sold. Captain, I vdll.

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves ;

—

Inform 'em that.

2 Sold. So I will, sir.

I Lord. Till then, I'll keep him dark, and safely

lock'd. \_Exeu7if.

Scene II.

—

Florence. A Room in the Widow's
House.

Enter Bertram and Diana.

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell.

Dia. No, my good lord, Diana.
Ber. Titled goddess

;

And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul.

In your fine frame hath love no quality?

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind.
You are no maiden, but a monument

:

When you are dead, you should be such a cue
As you are now, ibr you are cold and stern

;

And now you should be as your mother was.
When your sweet self was got.

Dia. She then was honest.

Ber. So should you be.

Dia. No

:

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord.

As you owe to your wife.

Ber. No more ot that

!

I pr'ythee, do not strive against my vows :

I was compell'd to her; but I love thee
By love's own sweet consti-aint, and will for ever
Do thee all rights of service.

Dia. Ay, so you serve us,

Till we serve you : but when you have our roses.

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves.
And mock us with our bareness.

Ber. How have I sworn ?

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth;

But the plain single vow, that is vow'd true.

What is not holy, that we swear not by.

But take the Highest to witness : Then, pray you,
tell ine.

If I should swear by Jove's great attributes,

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths.
When I did love you ill? this has no holding,

To swear by hiui whom I protest to love.
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That I will work against him : therefore, your oaths

Are words, and pour conditions ; but unseal'd
;

At least, in my opinion.

6er. Change it, change it

;

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy
;

And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts.

That you do charge men with : stand no more ofi".

But give thyself unto my sick desires,

Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever

My love, as it begins, shall so persever.

Via. I see, that men make hopes, in such affairs.

That we'll forsake ourselves. Oive me that ring.

Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power
To give it from me.
Dia. Will you not, my lord ?

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our house.

Bequeathed down from many ancestors

;

Which were the greatest obloquy in the world

In me to lose.

Dia. Mine honour's such a ring

:

My chastity's the jewel of our house.

Bequeathed down from many ancestors

;

Which were the greatest obloquy in the world

In me to lose : thus your own proper wisdom
Brings in the champion honour on my part.

Against your vain assault.

Ber. Here, take my ring

:

My house, mine honour, yea, ray life be thine.

And I'll be hid by thee. [ber window;
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my cham-

I'U order take, my mother shall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth.

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden bed.
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me :

My reasons are most strong, and you shall know
them,

tV^hen back again this ring shall be deliver'd:

And on your finger, in the night. 111 put

Another ring ; that, what in time proceeds.

May token to the future our past deeds.

Adieu, till then ; then, fail not : you have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be done.

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by wooing
thee. [Exit.

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven
and me

!

You may so in the end.

My mother told me just how !^ would woo.
As if she sat in his heart ; she says, all men
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me.
When his wife's de;'d ; therefore I'll lie with him.

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid.

Marry that will, I'll live and die a raaid :

Only in this disguise, I think't no sin

To cozen him, that would unjustly win. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The Florentine Camp.

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three
Soldiers.

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's
letter?

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour since : there
is something in't, that stings his nature ; for, on the
reading it, he changed almost into another man.

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him,
for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a lady.

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the everlast-
.Tig displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his

bounty to .sing happiness to him. I will tell you a
thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly with you.

1 Lord. When you have spoken it, 'tis dead, and
I am the grave of it.

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; and this
night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour

:

he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks
himself made in the unchaste composition.

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion ; as we
ore ourselves, what things are we !

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as, in the

common course of all treasons, we still see them
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred
ends ; so he, that in this action contrives against his

own nobility, in his proper stream o'erflows himself.

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be
trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall not
then nave his company to-night ?

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted
to his hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly
have him see his company anatomized ; that he
might take a measure of his own judgments, where-
in so curiously he had set this counterfeit.

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him, till he
come ; for his presence must be the whip of the

other; [wars ?

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear yon of these

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace.
1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded.
2 Lord. What will count Rousillon do then ? will

he travel higher, or return again into France ?

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not
altogether of his council.

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir i so should I be a
great deal of his act.

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since,

fled from his house ; her pretence is a pilgrimage to

Saint Jaques le grand ; which holy undertaking, with
most austere sanctimony, she accomplished ; and,
there residing, the tenderness of her nature became
as a prey to her grief; in flue, made a groan of her
last breath, and now she sings in heaven.
2 Lord. How is this justified ?

1 Lard. The stronger part of it by her own let-

ters ; which makes her story true, even to the point
of her death : her death itself, which could not be
her office to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed
by the rector of the place.

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ?

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point
from point, to the full arming of the verity.

2 Lord. I am heartily sorry, that he'll be glad of
this.

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make us
comforts of our losses !

2 Lord. And how mightily, some other times, we
drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity, that his

valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home be
encountered with a shame as ample.

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yam,
good and ill together: our virtues would be proud,
if our faults whipped them not ; and our crimes
would despair, if they were not cherish'd by our
virtues.

Enter a Servant.

How now? where 's your master?
Seri). He met the duke in the street, sir, ofwhom

he hath taken a solemn leave ; his lordship will

next morning for France. The duke hath oflered

him letters of commendations to the king.

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful there,

if they were more than they can commend.

Enter Bertram.

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the king's

tartness. Here's his lordship now.—How now, my
lord, is't not after midnight ?

Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi-

nesses, a month's length a-piece, by an abstract of

success: I have conge'd with the duke, done my
adieu with his nearest ; buried a wife, mourned for

her ; writ to my lady mother, I am returning ; en-

tertained my convoy ; and, between these main par-

cels of despatch, eflected many nicer needs : the last

was the greatest, but that I have not ended yet.

2 Lord. If the business be of any difliculty, and
tlr ) mornin"; your departure hence, it requires haste

of your lordship.

Ber. I mean the business is not ended, as fearing
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to hear of it hereafter: but shall we have this dia-

logue between the fool and the soldier? Come,
bring forth tliis counterfeit module ; he has deceived
nie, like a double-meaning prophesier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth : [Exeunt Soldiers ] he
has sat in the stocks all night, poor gallant knave.

Ber. No matter ; his heels have deserved it, in

usurping his spurs so long. How does he carry
himself?

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already ; the

stocks carry him. But, to answer you as yon would
be understood; he weeps, like a wench that had
shed her milk : he hath confessed himself to Mor-
gan,, whom he supposes to be a friar, from the time

of his remembrance, to this very instant disaster of
his setting i'the stocks : and what think you he hath
confessed ?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ?

2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be
read to his face : if your lordship be in't, as, .1 be-

lieve, you are, you must have the patience to hear it.

Re-enter Soldiers, with P.4R0LLES.

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can say
nothing of me ; hush ! hush!
2 Lord. Hoodman comes ! Porto tartarossa.

1 Sold. He calls for the tortures ; What will |you

say without 'em?
Par. I will confess what I know, without con-

straint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no
1 Sold. Bosko chimurcho. [more.

2 Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco.
1 Sold. You are a merciful general :—Our gene-

ral bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a

note.

Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

1 Sold. First demand of kirn, how many horse
the duke is strong. What say you to that V

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weak and
unserviceable: the troops are all scattered, and the

commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation

and credit, and as I hope to live.

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so ?

Par. Do; I'll take the sacrament on't, how and
which way you will. [is this !

Ber. All's one to him. What a past-saying slave

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord; this is mon-
sieur Parolles, the gallant militarist (that was his

own phrase), that had the whole theoric of war in

the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape
of his dagger.

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again, for keep-

ing his sword clean; uor believe he can have every
tiling in him, by wearing his apparel neatly.

1 Sold. Weil, that's set down.
Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said,— I will

say true,—or thereabouts, set down,—for I'll speak
truth.

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature

he delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray vou, say.

1 Sold. Well, that's set down.
Par. I humbly thank you, sir : a truth's a truth,

the rogues are marvellous poor.

1 Sold. Demand of him, of ivhat strength they

are afoot. What say you to that ? _
'

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre-

sent hour, I will tell true. Let me see ; Spurio a

hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus so

many, Jaques so many ; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick,
and Gratii, two hundred and fifty each : mine own
company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred
and fifty each: so that the muster-file, rotten and
sound, upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thousand
poll ; half of which dare not shake the snow from
off their cassocks, lest they shake themselves to

pieces.

Ber. What shall be done to him ?

1 Lordi Nothing, but let him have thanks. De-

mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have
with the duke.

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. You shall de
mand of him, ivhether one captain Dumain be i'

the camp, a Frenchman : what his reputation is

tvith the duke, ivhat his valour, honesty, and ex-

pertness in tears; or whether he thinks it were
not possible, with tvell-tveighing sums of gold, to
corrupt him to a revolt. What say you to this V

what do you know of it ?

Par. I beseech yon, let me answer to the parti-

cular of the interrogatories : demand them .singly.

I Sold. Do you know this ca|)tain Dumain ?

Par. I know him : he was a botcher's 'prentice in

Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting the

sheriff's fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could
not say him nay.

[Dutnain lifts up his hand in anger.
Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; though

I know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo-
rence's camp?
Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy.

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me ; we shall hear
of your lordship anon.

I Sold. VV'hat is his reputation with the duke ?

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor
officer of mine ; and writ to me this other day, to

turn him out o'the band : I think, I have his letter in

ray pocket.

1 Sold. Mari-y, we'll search.

Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either it is

there, or it is upon a file, with the duke's other let-

ters, in my tent. [to you?
1 Sold. Here 'tis ; here's a paper : shall I read it

Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no.

Ber. Our interpreter does it well.

1 Lord. Excellently.

1 Sold. Dian. The count's a fool, and full of
gold.—
Par. That is not the duke's letter, sir; that is an

advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one count
Rousillou, a foolish idle boy, but, for all that, very
ruttish : I pray you, sir, put it up again.

1 Sold. Nay, I'll read it first, by your favour.

Par. My meaning in't, I protest, was very ho-

nest in the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy : who
is a whale to virginity, and devours up all tlie fry

it finds.

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue !

1 Sold. When he swears oaths, bid him drop
gold, and take it

;

After he scores he never pays the score :

Half ivon, is match ivell made ; match, and well
make it

;

He ne'er pays after debts, take it before ;

And say, a soldier, Dian, told thee thi..

Men are to mell tvith, boys are not to kiss

:

For count o^j' this, the count's a fool, I know H,
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in t-hine ear,
Parolles.

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army, with
this rhyme in his forehead.

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the mani-

fold linguist, and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat,

and now he's a cat to nie.

1 Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general's looks, we
shall be fain to haug you.

Par. My life, sir, in any case: not that I am
afraid to die ; but that, my offences being many, 1

would repent out the remainder of nature : let me
live, sir, in a dungeon, i'the stocks, or any where,
so I may live.

1 Sold. We'll see what may be done, so you con-

fess freely ; therefore, once more to this captain

Dumain : You have answered to his reputation
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Par. Nay, you need not stop your nose, sir ; I

spake but by a metaphor.
Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will

stop my nose ; or against any man's metaphor.

PrVthee, get tbee further.

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper.

Clo. Fob, pr'ythee, stand away: A paper. from

fortune's close-stool to give to a nobleman ! Look,
here he comes himself.

—

Enter Lafeu.

Here is a pnr of fortune's, sir, or of fortune's cat,

(but not a rausk-cat.) that has fallen into the unclean

fashpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, is

muddied withal : Pray you, sir, use the carp as you
may ; for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious,

foolisii, rascally knave. I do pity his distress in

my smiles of comfort, and leave him to your lord-

ship. [Exit Cloivn.

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath
cruelly scratched.

Laf. And what would you have me to do ? 'tis

too late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you
played the knave with fortune, that she should
scratch you, who of herself is a good lady, and
would not have knaves thrive long under her ?

There's a quart d'ecii for you : Let the justices

make yon and fortune friends ; I am for other bu-
siness, [single word.
Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one
Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you

shall ha't ; save your word.
Par. ]My name, my good lord, is Parolles.

Laf. You beg more than one word then.—Cox'
my passion ! Give me your hand : How does your
drum? [found me.
Par. O my good lord, you were the first that

Laf. Was I, in sooth? and I.was the first that

lost thee.

Par It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some
grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! dost thou put upon
me at once both the office of God and the devil ?

one brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee

out. [Trittnpets sound.) The king's coming, I know
by his trumpets.—Sirrah, inquire further after me •

I had talk of you last night : though you are a fool

and a knave, you shall eat ; go to, follow.

Par. I praise God for you. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, Lords,
Gentlemen, Guards, §fc.

King. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem
Was made much poorer by it : but your son.

As mad in folly, lack'd the sense to know
Her estimation home.

Count. 'Tis past, my liege :

And I beseech your majesty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i'the blaze of youth
;

When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force,

O'erbears it, and burns on.

„ King. My honour'd lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all

;

Though my revenges were high bent upon him.
And watch'd the time to shoot.

Laf. This t must say,

But first I beg my pardon,—The young lord

Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady.

Offence of mighty note ; but to himself
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife.

Whose beauty did astonish the survey
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive

;

Whose dear perfection, hearts, that scorn'd to serve.
Humbly call'd mistress.

King. Praising what is lost,

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him
hither ;

We are reconcil'd, and the first view shall kill

All repetition :—Let him not ask our parelon;

The nature of his great offence is dead,

And deeper than oblivion do we bury
The incensing relics of it : let him approach,
A stranger, no offender ; and inform him.

So 'tis our will he should.

Gent. I shall, my liege.

[Exit Gentleman.
King. What says he to your daughter ? have you

spoke?
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your highness.

King. Then shall we have a match. I have letters

That set him high in fame. [sent me.

Enter Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on't.

King. I am not a day of season.

For thou may'st see a sun-shine and a hail

In me at once : But to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth.

The time is fair again. •

Ber. My high-repented blames.

Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
Ki7ig. All is whole

;

Not one word more of the consumed time.

Lefs take the instant by the forward top

;

For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time

Steals, ere we can eflect them : You remember
The daughter of tliis lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my liege : at first

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue .

Where the impression of mine ej-e infixing.

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me,
Which warp'd the line of every other favour;

Scorn'd a fair colour, or express'd it stol'n

;

Extended or contracted all proportions.

To a most hideous object : Thence it came.
That she, whom all men prais'd, and whom myself.

Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye
The dust that did offend it.

King. Well excus'd :

That thou didst love het, strikes some scores away
From the great compt : But love, that comes too late.

Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried.

To the great sender turns a sour offence.

Crying, That's good, that's gone : our rash faults

Make trivial price of serious things we have.

Not knowing them, until we know their grave :

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust,

Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust

:

Our own love waking cries to see what's done,

While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon.

Be this sweet Helen's knell, and now forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin :

The main consents are had ; and here we'll stay

To see our widower's second marriage-day.

Count. Which better than the first, O dear hea-

ven, bless

!

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease !

Laf Come on, my son, in whom my house's

name
Must be digested, give a favour from yon.

To sparkle in tiie spirits of my daughter.

That she may quickly come.—By my old beard,

And every hair that's out, Helen, that's dead.

Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this.

The last that e'er I took her leave at court,

I saw upon her finger.

Ber. Hers it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine eye,

While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to't.

—

This ring was mine ; and, when 1 gave it Helen,

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood

Necessitied to help, that by this token

I would relie% e her : Had you that craft, to reave hei

Of w hat should stead her most ?

Ber. My gracious sovereign

Howe'er it pleases you to lake it so,
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Clo. Indeed, sir, shenvas the sweet marjoram of

the salad, or, rather the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave, they

are nose-herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir, I have
not much skill iu grass.

Lctf. Whether dost thou profess thyself; a knave,

or a fool ?

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman's service, and a knave
at a man's.

Laf. Your distinction ? [his service.

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do

Laf. So yon were a knave at his service, indeed.

Clo. And" I would give his wife my bauble, sir,

to do her service. [knave and fool.

Laf. I will subscribe for thee ; thou art both

Clo. At your service.

Laf. No, no, no.

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve

as great a prince as you are.

Laf. Wno'stliat? a Frenchman?
Clo. Faith, sir, he has an English name ; but his

phisnomy is more hotter in France, than there.

Laf. What prince is that ?

Clo. The black prince, sir, alias, the .prince of

darkness: rt/io"*, the devil.

Laf. ilold thee, there's my purse : I give thee

not this to suggest thee from thy master thou talk'st

of; serve him still.

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that alway
Joved a great fire ; and the master I speak of, ever

keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of
the world, let his nobility remain in his court. I

am for the house withthe narrow gate, which I take

to be too little for pomp to enter : some, that humble
themselves, may ; but the many will be too chill and
tender; and they'll be for the flowery way, that

leads to the broad gate, and the great fire.

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee
;

and I tell thee so before, because 1 would not fall

out with thee. Go thy way s ; let my horses be well

looked to, without any tricks.

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they shall

be jades' tricks ; vvhich are their own right by the

law of nature. [Exit.

Laf. A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.

Count. So he is. My lord, that's gone, made
himself much sport ont of hira ; by his authority

he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his

sauciness ; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs

where he will.

Laf. I like him well; 'tis not amiss: and I was
about to tell you, since I heard of the good lady's

death, and that my lord your son was upon his re-

turn home, I moved the king, my master, to speak
in the behalf of my daughter ; which, in the mino-

rity of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious

remembrance, did first propose : his highness hath

promised me to do it; and, to stop up the displea-

sure he hath conceived against your son, there is no

fitter matter. How does your ladyship like it?

Count. With very much content, my lord, and I

wish it happily eff'ected.

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of

as able body as when he numbered thirty; he will

be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in

such inteHigence hath seldom failed.

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here

to-night: I shall beseech your lordship, to remain

with me till they meet together.

Laf Madam, I was thinking, with what manners
I might safely be admitted.

Count. You need but plead your honourable

privilege.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter;

but, I thank my God, it holds yet.

Re-enter Cloum.

Clo. O madam, yonder's my lord your son with

a patch of velvet on's face : whether there be a scar
under it, or no, the velvet knows; but 'tis a' goodly
patch of velvet : hi.s left cheek is a cheek of two
pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare.
Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good

livery of honour ; so, belike, is that.

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face.

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you ; I long
to talk with the young noble soldier.

Clo. Faith, there's a dozen of 'em, with dehcate
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow
the head, and nod at every man. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

ScE^fE I.

—

Marseilles. A Street.

Enter Helena, Widotv, and Diana, loith two
Attendants.

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and night,

Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it

;

But, since you have made the days and nights as
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, [one.

Be bold, you do so grow in my requital.

As nothing can unroot yon. In happy time ;

Enter a gentle Astringer.

This man may help me to his majesty's ear,

If he would spend his power.—God save you, sir.

Gent. And you.

Hel. Sir, I have seen yon in the court of France.
Gent. I have been sometimes there.

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodness

;

And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions,

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The use of your own virtues, for the which
I shall continue thankful.

Gent. What's your will ?

Hel. That it will please you
To give this poor petition to the king

;

And aid me with that store of power you have.
To come into his presence.

Gent. The king's not here.

Hel. Not here, sir?

Gent. Not, indeed :

He hence remov'd last night, and with more haste

Than is his use.

TFid. Lord, how we lose oar pains

!

Hel. All's ivell that ends well, yet

;

Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit.

—

I do beseech you, whither has he gone ?

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillou
;

Whither I am going.

Hel. I do beseech you, sir.

Since you are like to see the king before me.
Commend the paper to his gracious hand

;

Which, I presume, shall render you no blame.

But rather make you thank your pains for i* ;

I will come after you, with what good speed
Our means will make us means.

Gent. This I'll do for you.

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well
thank'd,

Whate'er falls more.—We must to horse again ;

—

Go, go, provide. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rousillon. The inner Court of the
Countess's Palace.

Enter Clotvn and Parolles.

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu

this letter: I have ere now, sir, been better known
to you, when I have held familiarity with fresher

clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in fortune's

moat, and smell somewhat strong of her strong

displeasure.

Clo. Truly, fortune's displeasure is but sluttish,

if it smell so strong as thou speakest of: I will

henceforth eat no fish of fortune's buttering. Pr'ythee,

allow the wind.



Scene 5. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 305

with the duke, and to his valour: What is his ho-

nesty ?

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister

;

for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessns. He
professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them, he

IS stronger than Hercules. He will lie, sir, with

such volubility, that you would think truth were a

fool : drunkenness is his best virtue ; for he will be
swine-dnink ; and in his sleep he does little harm,

save to his bed-clothes about him ; but they know
his conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but

little more to say, sir, of his honesty : he has every
thing, that an honest man should not have ; what an
honest man should have, he has nothing.

1 Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this description of thine honesty ? A pox
upon him for me, he is more and more a cat.

^ Sold. What say you to his expertness in war?
Par. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the

Enghsh tragedians,—to belie him I vrill not,—and
more of his soldiership I know not; except, in that

country, he had the honour to be the officer at a
place called Mile-end, to instruct for the doubling
of files : I would do the man what honour I can, but'

of this I am not certain.

1 Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so far, that

the rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him ! he's a cat still.

1 Sold. H's qualities being at this poor price, I

need not ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par. Sir, for a quart d'ecu he will sell the fee-

simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it ; and
cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual
succession for it perpetually. [Dumain?

1 Sold. What's his brother, the other captain
2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me ?

1 Sold. What's he?
Par. E'en a crow of the same nest ; not altoge-

ther so great as the first in goodness, but greater a
great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a cow-
ard, yet his brother is reputed one of the best that

is : in a retreat, he out-runs any lackey ; marry, in

coming on he has the cramp.
1 Sold. If your life be saved, vdll you undertake

to betray the Florentine ?

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count Rou-
sillon. [his pleasure.

1 Sold. I'll whisper with the general, and know
Par. I'll no more drummmg; a plague of all

drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to be-
guile the supposition of that lascivious young boy,
the count, have I run into this danger : yet, who
would have suspected an ambush where I was
taken ? {Aside.)

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die :

the general says, you, that have so traitorously dis-

covered the secrets of your army, and made such
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can
serve the world for no honest use ; therefore you
must die.—Come , headsman, off with his head.
Par. O Lord, sir; let me live, or let me see rav

death!

1 Sold. That you shall, and take your leave of all

your friends. [Unmiffflmfj him.)
So, look about you ; Know you any here ?

Ber. Good-morrow, noble captain.

2 Lord. God bless you, captain Farolles.

1 Lord. God save you, noble captain.

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my
lord Lafeu ? I am for France.

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the
count Rousillon? an I were not a very coward, I'd

compel it of you ; but fare you well.

[Exeunt Bertram, Lords, §'c.
1 Sold. You are undone, captain: all but your

scarf, that has a knot on't yet.
Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot?
1 Sold. If you could find out a country where

but women were that had received so much shame.

yon might begin an impudent nation. Fare you
well, sir ; I am for France, too ; we shall speak of
you there. [Exit.

Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great,

'Twould burst at this : Captain I'll be uo more
;

But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall : simply the thing I am fgart,

Shall make me live. Who knows himself a brag-
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass,

That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Farolles, live

Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive !

There's place, and means, for every man alive.

I'll after them. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

Florence. A Room in the Widow's
House.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not

wrong'd you.

One of the greatest in the Christian world
Shall be my surety ; 'fore whose throne, 'tis needful.

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel

:

Time was, I did him a desired office.

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude

Through llinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth.

And answer, thanks : I duly am inform'd.

His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place

We have convenient convoy. You must know,
I am supposed dead : the army breaking.

My husband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding^

And by the leave of my good lord the king.

We'll be, before our welcome.
Wid. Gentle madam,

You never had a servant, to whose trust

Your business was more welcome.
Hel. Nor you, mistress,

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour

To recompense your love ; doubt not, but heaven
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower.
As it hath fated her to be my motive
And helper to a husband. But, O strange men !

That can such sweet use make of what they hate.

When saucy trusting of the cozen'd thoughts
Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play

With what it loaths, for that which is away :

But more of this hereafter : You, Diana,'

Under my poor instructions yet must sufl'er

Something in my behalf

Dia. Let death and honesty
Go with your impositions, I am yours

Upon your will to sutler.

Hel. Yet, I pray you,

But with the word, the time will bring on summer.
When briars shall have leaves as welt as thorns.

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away

;

Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us:

All's icell that ends ivell : still the fine's the crown
;

Whate'er the course, the end is the renown.
[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Rousillon. A Boom in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess, Lafeu, and Clown,

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt-

taftata fellow there ; whose villainous sairrou would
have made all the unbaked and dougiiy youth of a
nation in his colour: your daugliterin-lavv iiad been
alive at this hour; and your son here at home, more
advanced by the king, than by that red-tailed humble-
bee I speak of

Count. I would, I had not known him ! it was
the death of tiie most virtuous gentlewoman, that

ever nature had praise for creating: if she had par-

taken of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans

of a mother, I could not have owed her a more
rooted love.

Laf. 'T\vas a good lady, 'twas a good lady : we
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such
another herb.
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The ring was never hers.

Coimt. Son, on my life,

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon'd it

At her life's rate.

haf. I am sure, I saw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my lord, she never saw it

:

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the name
Of her that- threw it : noble she was, and thought

I stood engag'd : but when I had subscribed

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully,

I could not answer in that course of honour.

As she had made the overture, she ceas'd,

In heavy satisfaction, and would never
Receive the ring again.

King. Plutus himself,

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine.

Hath not in nature's mystery more science.

Than I have in this ring : 'twas mine, 'twas Helen's,

Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know.
That you are well acquainted witli yourself,

Confess 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement
You got it from her : she call'd the saints to surety,

That she would never put it from her tinger.

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed,

(Where you have never come,) or sent it us

Upon her great disaster.

Ber. She never saw it.

King. Thou speak'st it falsely, as I love mine
honour

;

And mak'st conjectural fears to come into me,
Which I would fain shut out : If it should prove
That tlion art so inhuman,

—
'twill not prove so :

—

And yet I know not :—thou didst hate her deadly.

And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close

Her eyes myself, could win me to believe.

More than to see this ring.—Take him away.

—

{Guards seize Bertram.)
My fore-past proofs, howe'er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vanity.

Having vainly feard too little.—Away with him ;

—

We'll sift this matter further.

Ber. If you shall prove

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy

Prove, that I husbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet she never was. [E.vit Bertram guarded.

Enter a Gentleman.

King. I am wrapp'd in dismal thinkings.

Gent. Gracious sovereign,

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not;

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath, for four or five removes, come short

To tender it herself. I undertook it,

Vanquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech

Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know,
Is here attending ; her business looks in her

With an importing visage ; and she told me.

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern

Your highness with herself.

King. (Beads.) Upon his many protestations to

marri) me, ivhen his wife ivas dead, I blush to

say it, he tvon me. Now is the count Rousillon a
widower; his vows are forfeited to me, and my
honour's paid to him. He stole from Florence,

taking no leave, and I follow him to his country

for justice : Grant it me, King ; in you it best

lies ; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and a poor
maid is undone.

Diana Capulet.

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll

him : for this, I'll none of him. [Lafeu,

King. The heavens have thought well on thee.

To bring forth this discovery.—Seek these suitors :—
Go speedily, and bring again the count.

[Exeunt Gentleman, and some Attendants.
I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady,

Was foully snatch'd.
Count. Now, justice on the doers !

I Enter Bertram, guarded.

King. I wonder, su-, since wives are monsters
to you.

And that you fly them as you swear them lordship.

Yet you desire to marry.—What woman's that?

Re-enter Gentleman, tvith Widoiv, and Diana.

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine,

Derived from the ancient Capulet:

My suit, as I do understand, you know.
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

JJ'id. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour
Both suft'er under this complaint we bring.

And both shall cease, without you-r remedy.
King. Come hither, count; Do you know these

women?
Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny

But that I know them : do they charge me further .

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife ?

Ber. She's none of mine, my lord.

Dia. If you shall marry.
You give away this hand, and that is mine

;

You give away heaven's vows, and those are mine
;

You give away myself, which is known mine

;

For I by vow am so embodied yours.

That she, which marries you, must marry me,
Either both, or none.

Laf. Your reputation {to Bertram) comes too

short for my daughter, you are no husband for her.

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea-

ture, [ness

Who sometime I have laugh'd with : let your high-

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour.

Than for to think that I would sink it here.

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to

friend, [nour.

Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your ho-

Than in my thought it lies!

Dia. Good my lord.

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King. What say'st thou to her ?

Ber. She's impudent, my lord;

And was a common gamester to the camp.
Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; if I were so.

He might have bought me at a common price :

Do not believe him : O, behold this ring.

Whose high respect, and rich validity.

Did lack a parallel
;

yet, for all that,

He gave it to a commoner o'the camp,
If I be one.

Count. He blushes, and 'tis it :

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem
Conferr'd by testament to the sequent issue.

Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife

;

That ring's a thousand proofs.

King. Methought, you said,

You saw one here in court could witness it.

Dia. I did, my lord, but loath am to j^ioduce

So bad an instrument : his name's ParoUes.

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be.

King. Fidd him, and bring him hither.

Ber. Whatoflum?
He's quoted for a most perfidious slave.

With all the spots o'the world tax'd and debosh'd

;

Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth :

Am 1 or that, or th-s, for what he'll utter.

That will speak any tiling ?

King. She hath that ring of yours.

Ber. I think, she has : certain it is, I lik'd her.

And boarded her i'the wanton way of youth :

She knew her distance, and did angle for me.

Madding my eagerness with her restraint.

As all impediments in fancy's course

Are motives of more fancy ; and in fine.

Her insuit coming with her modern grace.

Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring;

And I had that which any inferior might

At market-price have bought.

Dia. I must be patient

;
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You that tiirn'd off a first so noble wife.

May justly diet me. I pray you yet,

(Since you lack virtue, 1 Nvill lose a husband,)

Send for your ring, I will return it home.

And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King. Wbat ring was yours, I pray you ?

Dia. Sir, much like

The same upon your finger.

King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of

late.

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being abed.
King. The story then goes false, you threw it him

Out of a casement.

Dia. I have spoke the truth.

Enter Paeolles.

Ber. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers.

King. Yon boggle shrewdly, every feather starts

you.

—

Is this the man you speak of?

Dia. Ay, my lord.

King. Tell me, sirrah, but, tell me true, I charge
you.

Not fearing the displeasure of your master,

i
Which, on your just proceeding, I'll keep off,)

5y him, and by this woman here, what know you ?

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath
been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had
in him, which gtntlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpose : did he love
this woman ?

Par. "Faith, sir, he did love her : but how ?

King. How, I pray you ?

Par. He did love her, sir. as a gentleman loves
a woman.

King. How is that ?

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not.

King. As thou art a knave and no knave :

—

What an equivocal companion is this"?

Par. I am a poor man, and at yonr majesty's
command. [orator.

Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty
Dia. Do you know, he promised me marriage ?

Par. 'Faith, I know more than III speak.
King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know'st ?

Par. Yes, so please yonr majesty ; I did go be-
tween them, as I said ; but more than that, he
loved her,—for, indeed, be w;is mad for her, and
talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I

know not what : yet I was in that credit with them
at that time, that I knew of their going to bed; and
of other motions, as promising her marriage, and
things that would derive me ill-will to speak of,

therefore I will not speak what I know.
King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou

canst say they are married : but thou art too tine in
thy e\idence; therefore stand aside.

—

This ring, you say, was yours?
Dia. Ay, my good lord.
King. ^Vhere did jou buy it? or who gave it you?
Via. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it
King. Who lent it you ?

-D'«. It was not lent me neither.
King. Where did you find it then ?

Dia. I found it not.

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways.
How could you give it him?
Dia. I never gave it him.
haf. This woman's an easy glove, my lord ; she

goes off and on at pleasure.
King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife.
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I

know.
King. Take her away. I do uot like her now

;

To prison with her : and away with him.

—

Unless thou tell'st me where thou hadst this ring.

Thou diest within this hour.

Dia. I'll never tell you.

King. Take her away.
Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege.

King. I think thee now some common customer.
Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.

King. VV'herefore hast thou accus'd him all this

while ?

Dia. Because, he's guilty, and he is not gnilty;

He knows, I am no maid, and he'll swear to't

:

I'll swear, I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my Ufe

;

I am either maid, or else this old man's wife.

[Pointing to Lafeu.)
King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison with her.

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail.—Stay, royal

sir; [Exit Widow.
The jeweller, that owes the ring, is sent for

And he shall surety me. But for this lord.

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himself.

Though yet be ne\er harm'd me, here I quit him:
He knows himself, my bed he hath defil'd

;

And at that time he got his wife with child ;

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick;

So there's my riddle. One, that's dead, is quick :

And now behold the meaning.

Re-enter Widow with Helena.

King. Is there no exorcist

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ?

Is't real, that 1 see ?

Hel. No, my good lord
;

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see.

The name, and not the thing.

Ber. Both, both ; O, pardon !

Hel. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid,
I found you wond'rous kind. There is your ring.

And, look yon, here's your letter : this it says.

When from my finger you can get this ring.

And are by me with cliild, etc.—This is done

:

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ?

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know this

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. [clearly,

Hel. If it appear uot plain, and prove untrue.

Deadly divorce step between me and you !

—

O, niy'dear mother, do I see you living?

haf. Mine eyes smell onions, I shall weep anon :

—

Good Tom Drum, {to Parolles) lend me a hand-

kerchief: so, I thank thee ; wait on me home, I'll

make sport with thee : let thy courtesies alone, they

are scur\y ones.

King. Let us from point to point this story know.

To make the even truth in pleasure flow :

—

If thou be'st yet a fresh uncropped flower,
^

[To Diana.)

Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower;

For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid.

Thou kept"st a wife herself, thyself a maid.—

Of that, and all the progress, more and less.

Resolvedly more leisure shall express :

All vet seems well ; and if it end so meet.

The 'bitter past, more welcome is the sweet
[Flourish.)

[Advancing.)

The ting's a beggar, now the play is done

:

All is well ended, if the suit be won.

That you express content: which tee will pay.

With strife to please you, day exceeding day

:

Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ;

Your geiitle hwids lend us, and take our hearts.

[Exeunt.



TAMING OF THE SHREW.
Of this play the two plots are so well united, that they can hardly be called two, without injury to the art with

which they are interwoven. The attention is entertained with all the variety of a double plot, yet is not distracted
by unconnected incidents.
The part between Katharine and Petruchio is eminently sprightly and diverting. At the marriage of Bianca, the

arrival of the real father, perhaps, produces more perplexity than' pleasure. The whole play is very popular and
diverting. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
A Lord. ,

CHRISTOPHER SLY, a rfr?<n*f;j Tinker, { Persons in
Hostess, Page, Players, Huntsmen, and C the Induction.
other Servants, attending on the Lord, J

B.iPTISTA, a rich Gentleman oj Padua.
VINCKNTIO, an uld Gentleman of Pisa.
liUCENTXO, Son to Vincentio, in'love with Bianca.
PETRUCHIO, a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to

Katharina.

GREMIO,—HORTENSIO,—5m7o« to Bianca.
TRANIO,—BIONDELLO,—6>ryffH<s to Liicentio.

GRUMIO,—CURTIS,^5*'ri'«)i<s to Petruchio.
Petlaiit, an old Fellow, set up to personate Vincentio.

k^'c^^fe^'s/lt""- I
I>-"^'"erstoBaptista.

Widow.
Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants, attending on

Baplista and Petruchio.

Scene,—Sometimes in Padua ; and sometimes in Petruchio's Rouse in the Country.

INDUCTION.
Scene I.

—

Before an Ale-house on a Heath.

Enter Hostess and Sly.
Sli/. I'll pheese you, in faith.

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue !

Sly. Y'are a baggage ; tlie Slies are no rogues

:

Look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard
Conqueror. Tbereiore, paucus pallabris ; let the
world slide : Sessa ! [burst ?

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you have
Sly. No, not a denier: go by, says Jeronimy

;

Go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Host. I know my remedy, I must go fetch the
thirdborough. [Exit.

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll answer
him by law: I'll not budge an inch, boy; let him
come, and kindly.

(Lies down on the ground, andfalls asleep.)

Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with
Huntsmen and Servants.

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my
hounds

:

Brach Merriman,—the poor cur is emboss'd.
And couple Clowder with the deep-raouth'd brach.
Saw'st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge corner, in the coldest fault?
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as gjod as he, my lord

;

He cried upon it at the merest loss.

And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent:
Trust me, I take him for the better dog.
Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet,

I would esteem him worth a dozen such.
But sup them well, and look unto them all

;

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

1 Hun. I will, my lord.

Lord. What's here ; one dead, or drunk ? See,
doth he breathe 'I

2 Hun. He breathes, my lord : were he not
warm'd with ale.

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.
Lord. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine he

lies ! [image !—
Grim death ! how foul and loathsome is thine
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man.
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed,
Wrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers,
A most delicious banquet by his bed.
And brave attendants near him when he wakes.
Would not the beggar then forget himself?

1 Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose.
2 Hun. It would seem strange unto him when he

wak'd. (fancy.
Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthless

Then take him up, and manage well the jest :—

your

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber,
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures

:

Balm his foul head with warm distilled waters.
And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet

:

Procure me music ready when he wakes,
To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound

;

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight.

And, with a low submissive reverence.
Say,—What is it your honour will command ?

Let one attend him with a silver basin.

Full of rose-water, and bestrew'd with flowers
;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,

And say,—Wilt please your lordship cool

hands?
Some one be ready with a costly suit.

And ask him what apparel he will wear

;

Another tell him of his hounds and horse,

And that his lady mourns at his disease :

Persuade him, that he hath been lunatic

;

And, when he says he is— , say, that he dreams.
For he is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs

;

It will be |)astime passing excellent.

If it be husbanded with modesty. [part,

1 Hu7i. My lord, I warrant yon, we'll play our
As he shall think, by uur true dilig-ence,

He is no less than what we say he is.

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him
,

And each one to his office, when he wakes.

—

[Some bear out Sly. A trumpet sounds.)
Sirrah, go see what trumpet 'tis that sounds :

[Exit Servant.
Belike some noble gentleman ; that means.
Travelling some journey, to repose him here.

—

Re-enter a Servant.

How now ? who is it ?

Serv. An it please your hononr.
Players, that off'er service to your lordship.

Lord. Bid them come near :

Enter Players.

Now, fellows, you are welcome.
1 Play. We thank your honour.
Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night ?

2 Play. So please your lordship to accept our duty.

Lord. With all my heart.—This fellow I re-

member.
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldest son ;

—

'Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman so well

:

I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. ['neans.

1 Play. I think, 'twas Soto that your honour
Lord. 'Tis very true ;—thou didst it excellent.

—

Well, you are come to me in happy time
;

The rather for I have some sport in hand.
Wherein your cunning can assist me iiuch.
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There is a lord will hear yon play to-night

:

But I am doubtful of your modesties ;

Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour,

(For yet his honour uever heard a play,)

You break into some merry passion,

And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs,

If you should smile, he grows impatient. [selves,

1 Play. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our-

VVere he the veriest antic in the world.

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery,

And give them friendly welcome every one :

Let them want nothing, that ray house afibrds.

—

[Exeunt servant and Players.
Sirrah, go yoa to Bartholomew my page,

[To a Servant.)

And see him dress'd in all suits like a lady

:

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber,
And call him—madam ; do him obeisance.

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,)

He bear himself with honourable action.

Such as he hath observ'd in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplished :

Such duty to the drunkard let him do.

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy

;

And say.—What is't your honour will command.
Wherein your lady, and yonr humble wife.

May show her duty, and make kno%vn her love ?

And then—with kind embracements, tempting
kisses,

\ And with declining head into his bosom,

—

Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy'd

To see her noble lord restor'd to health.

Who, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar

:

And if the boy have not a woman's gift.

To rain a shower ofcommanded tears.

An onion vvill do well for such a shift

;

Which in a napkin being close convey'd,

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye.

See this despatch'd with all the haste thou canst

;

Anon I'll give thee more instructions.

—

[Exit Servant.

I know, the boy v?ill well usurp the grace.

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman
;

I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband

;

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter.

When they do homage to this simple peasant.

I'll in to counsel them : haply, m> presence

May well abate the over-merry spleen,

W^hich otherwise would grow into extremes.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Bedchamber in the Lord's House.

Sly is discovered in a rich night-goivn, ivith

Attendants ; some with apparel, others loith

basin, ewer, and other appHrte7ianc€s. Enter
Lord, dressed nice a servant.

Sly. For God's sake, a pot of small ale. [sack ?

1 Sen;. Will't please your lordshipr drink a cup of
2 SeTV. Will't please your honour taste of these

conserves ? day ?

3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to-

Sly. I am Christophero Sly ; call not me—honour,
nor lordship : I never drank sack in my life ; and if

you give me any conserves, give me conserves of
beef : Ne'er ask me what raiment I'll wear ; for I

have no more doublets than backs, no more stock-

ings than legs, nor no more shoes than feet : nay,

sometimes, more feet than shoes, or such shoes as

my toes look through the overleather. [honour

!

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your
O, that a mighty man, of such descent.
Of such possessions, and so high esteem.
Should be infused with so fouia spirit

!

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? Am not
I Christopher Sly, old Sly's son of Burton-heath

;

by birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by
transmutation a bear-herd, and now by present pro-
fession a tinker? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-

wife of Wincot, if she know me not : if she soy I

am not fourteen pence on tlie score for sheer ale,

score me up for the lyingest knave in Christendom.
What, I am not bestraught : Here's

1 Serv. O, this it is, that makes your lady mourn.
2 Serv. O, this it is, that makes your servants

droop. [your house.
Lord. Hence comes it, that yonr kindred shun

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy.
O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ;

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment.
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams;
Look how thy servants do attend on thee.
Each in his office ready at thy beck.
Wilt thou have music ? hark I Apollo plays,

{Music.)
And twenty caged nightingales do sing

;

Or wilt thou sleep ? we'll have thee to a conch.
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed
On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis.
Say, thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground :

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapp'd.

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl.

Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar
Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ?

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them.
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Serv. Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds are
as swift

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Serv. Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch

thee straight

Adonis, painted by a running brook :

And Cytherea all in sedges hid
;

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath,
Even as the waving sedges play with wind.
Lord. We'll show thee lo, as she was a maid :

And how she was beguiled and surpris'd,

As lively painted as the deed was done.
3 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thoriiv

wood

;

Scratching her legs that one shall swear .=he bleeds:
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep,
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord :

Thou hast a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waning age. [thee.

1 Serv. And, till the tears, that she hath shed lor

Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face.

She was the fairest creature in the world
;

And yet she is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ?

Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd till now ?

I do not sleep : I see, I hear, I speak

;

I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things :

—

Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed

;

And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.

—

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight

:

And, once again, a pot o' the smallest ale.

2 Serv. Will't please your mightiness to wash
your hands ?

{Servants present an ewer, basin, and napkin.)

O, how we joy to see your wit restor'd !

O, that once more you knew but what you are !

These fifteen years you have been in a dream

;

Or, when you wak'd, so wak'd as if you slept.

Sly. These fifteen years I by my fay, a goodly nap.

But did I never speaik of all that time ?

1 Serv. O, yes, my lord ; but very idle words :

—

For though you lay here in this goodly chamber.
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door

;

And rail upon the hostess of the house ;

And say, yon would present her at the leet.

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts .

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the house.

Serv. ^^'hy, sir, you know no house, nor no sucb
maid;

Nor no such men, as yon have reckon'd up,

—

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell

;

o
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And twenty more such names and men as these,

W'liicli never were, nor no man ever saw.

Siy. Now, Lord be tlianked for my good amends !

Au. Amen.
S/i/. I thank thee ; thou shalt not lose l>y it.

Killer llie l^age, as a lady, with AUendanls.
Paije. How lares my noble lord :*

Sly. Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer enongh.

Where is my wile ?

Pa<je. Here, noble lord; What is thy will with

her ? (husband ?

Sly. Are you my wife, and \n\\ not call me

—

My men sliimld call me— lord ; i am your good-man.

Fu'je. My husband and my lord, uiy lord and
husband ;

I am your wile in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well :—What must I call her ?

Lord. Madam.
Sly. .-XTce madam, or Joan madam?
Lord. .Madam, and nothing else; so lords call

ladies. [and slept

Sly. Madam wife, they say that 1 have dreamd.
Above some lifteen year and more.

Pa'je Ay, and tiie time seems thirty nnto ine,

IJeintj all this time abandood from your bed.

Sty. "I'is much ; Servants, leave me and her

alone.

Madam, nndres.s yon, and come now to bed.

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of yon.

To jiardon me yet for a night or two

;

Or, if not so, until the sun be set

:

For your ((hysicians have expressly charg'd.

In penl to incur your former malady.

That 1 should yet absent me from your bed

:

I hope, this reason stands for my excuse.

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that 1 may hardly tarry so

long. But I would be loath to fall into my dreams

again ; I will therefore tarry, in despite of the flesh

and the blood.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Your honour's players, hearing your amend-

ment,

Are come to play a pleasant comedy,

For so your doctors hold it very meet

;

Seeing too much sadnesahath congeal'd your blood,

And melancholy is the mirse of frenzy.

Therefore, they thought it good yoo hear a play.

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment.

Which bars" a thousand harms, and lengthens life.

Sly. jMarry, I will ; let them play it : Is not a

commonty a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ?

Page. 'No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing staff.

Sly. What, household stnft'?

Page. It is a kind of history.

Sly. Well, we'll see't : Come, madam wife, sit

by my side, and let the world slip ; we shall ne'er

be younger. [They sit down.

ACT I.

ScEN"E I.

—

Padua. A public Place.

Enivr Ll'centio and Tramo.
"^

Luc. Tranio, since—for the great desire I had
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

—

I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy,
The pleasant garden of great Italy

;

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd
With his good will, and thy good company,
IVlost trusty servant, well approv'd in all

;

Here let us breathe, and happily institute

A course of learning, and ingenious studies.

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens,

(Jave me my being, and my father first,

-A merchant of great traffic through the world,

Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii.

Vincentio his son, brought up in Florence,
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study.

Virtue, and that part of philosophy

Will I apply, that treats of happiness,

By virtue 'specially to be achiev«l.

Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left.

And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves

A sliallow plash, to plunge him in the deep.

And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

Tra. Mi perdonale, gentle master mine,

I am in all aU'ected as yourself;

(ilad that you thus continue your re.solve,

'I'o suck the sweets of sweet piiilosophy.

Only, good muster, while we do admire
This virtue, and this moral discipline.

Let's be no stoicks, nor no stocks, I prayj
Or so devote to Aristotli's checks.

As Ovid be an outcast quite alijur'd :

Talk logic with acquaintance that yon have.

And practise rhetoric in your common talk
;

Mu-sic and poesy use to quicken you ;

The mathematics, and the metaphysics.
Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you :

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en ;—
In brief, sir, study what you most affect.

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise.

If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore.

We could at once put us in readiness
;

And take a lodging, fit to entertain

Such friends as time in Padua shall beget.

But stay awhile : What company is this ?

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to town.

Enter Baptista, KATHARfNA, Bianca, Oremso,
and Hortensio. Lucentio and Tr.vnio stand
aside.

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further.

For how I firmly am resolv'd you know
;

That is,—not to bestow my youngest daughter.
Before I have a husband for the elder:

If either of j'ou both love Kathariua,
Because I know you well, and love you well.

Leave shall you have to court her at your i)leasure.

Gre. To cart her rather: She's too rough for

me ;

—

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife?
Kath. I pray you, sir,

(
to Bap.) is it your will

To make a stale of me amongst these mates ?

Hor. 31ates, maid ! how mean you that ? no
mates for you.

Unless }'ou were of gentler, milder mould.
Kath. I'faith, sir, you shall never need to fear;

I wis, it is not half way to her heart

:

But, if it were, doubt not her care should be
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool.

And paint your face, and use you like a fool.

Hor. From all such devils, good Lord, deliver ns

!

Ore. And me too, good Lord I

Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good pastime
toward

;

That wench is ^ark mad, or wonderfuf froward.
Luc. But U3 the other's silence I do see

Maid's mild behaviour and sobriety.

Peace, T.anio.

Tra. Well said, master ; mum ! and gaze your fill.

Baj). Gentlemen, that I may soon make good
What I have said,—Bianca, get you in

:

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca

;

For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl.

Kath. A pretty peat ! 'tis best

Put finger in the eye,—and she knew why.
Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent.

—

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe:

My books, and instruments, shall be my company

;

On them to look, and practise by myself.

Luc. Hark, Tranio ! thou may st hear Minerva
speak. fAside.)

Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ?

Sorry am f, that our good will effects

Bianca's grief.

Ore. Why, will you mew her up,

Signior Baptista, for tliis fiend of hell.
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And mate her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolv'd :

—

Go in, Bianca. [Exit Bianca.
And for I know, she taketh most dehght
In music, instruments, and poetry,

Scl)Oolmasters will I keep witliin my house.

Fit to instruct her youth.—If you, Hortensio,

Or, signior Gremio, you,—know any such,

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men
I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing up:
And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay

;

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit.

Kath. Why, and I trust, I may go too; may I

not? [like.

What, shall I be appointed hours; as though, be-

I knew not what to take, and what to leave ? Ha !

[Exit.

Ore. Yon may go to the devil's dam; your gifts

are so good, here is none will hold you. Their

love is not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow
our nails together, and fast it fairly out ; our cake's

dough on both sides. Farewell :—Yet, for the love

I bear my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means
light on a tit man, to teach her that wherein she de-

lights, I will wish him to her father.

Hor. So will I, signior Gremio : But a word, I

pray. Thcr.gh the nature of our quarrel yet never
brook'd parle, ki.ow now, upon advice, it toucheth

us both,—that we may yet again have access to our
fair mistress, and he happy rivals in Bianca's love,

—to labour and efiect one thing 'specially.

Gre. What's that, I pray ?

Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister.

Gre. A husband ! a devil.

Hor. I say, a husband.
Gre. I say, a devil : Think'st thon, Hortensio,

though her father be very rich, any man is so very a

fool to be married to hell?

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience,

and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man,
there be good fellows in the world, an a man could
light on them , would take her with ail faults, and
money enough.

Gre. I cannot tell ; I but had as lief take her
dowry with this condition,—to be whipped at the

high-cross every morning.

Hor. 'Faith, as you say, there's small choice in

rotten apples. But, come ; since this bar in law
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly

maintained, — till by helping Baptista's eldest

daughter to a husband, we set his youngest free for

a husband, and then have to't afresh.—Sweet Bian-
ca I—Happy man be his dole ! He that runs fast-

est, gets the ring. How say you, signior Gremio?
Gre. I am agreed: and 'would I had given him

the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, tiiut

would thorouglily woo her, wed her, and bed her,

and rid the house of her. Come on.

[Exeutit Gremio and Hortensio.
Tra. (Advancing.) I pray, sir, tell me,—Is it

possible

That love should of a sudden take such hold ?

Luc. O Tranio, till I found it to be true,

I never thought it possible, or likely
;

But see ! while idly I stood looking on,
I found the eft'ect of love in idleness .

And now in plainness do confess to thee,

—

That art to me as secret, and as dear.
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,

—

Tranio, I bum, I pine, I perish, Tranio,
It I achieve not this young modest girl

:

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst

:

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ;

Affection is not rated from the heart

:

^ love have touch'd you, nought remains but so,

—

Medime te captum quam qtieas minima. [tents
;

Luc. Gramercies, lad
;
go forward : this con-

The reat will comfort, for thy connsel's sound.

Tra. Master, you look'd so longly on tlje maid.
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pitli of all.

^
Luc. O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face.

Such as the daughter of Ageoor had.
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand.
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand.

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark you not, how her
sister

Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm.
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move.
And with her breath she did perfume the air;
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, "tis time to stir him from his trance.
[ pray, awake, sir : If you love the maid.
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it

stands

:

Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd,
'i'hat, till the father rid his hands of her
Master, your love must live a maid at home ,

Aad therefore has he closely niew'd her up.
Because she shall not be annoy'd with suitors.

Luc. Ah, 'J\-anio, what a cruel father's he !

But art thou not advis"d, he took some care
Together cunning schoolmaster to instruct her?

Tra. Ay, marry, am I sir; and now 'tis plotted.

Lnc. I ha^e it, Tranio.
Tra. Master, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet and jump in one.
Luc. Tell me thine first

Tra. You will be schoolmaster,
.^nd undertake the teaching of the maid :

That's your device.
Luc. It is : May it be done ?

Tra. Not possible ; For who shall bear your part,
-4nd be in Padua here V^incentio's son?
Keep house, aad ply his book ; welcome his friends ;

Visit his countrymen, and banquet them?
Luc. Basta ; content thee ; for I have it full.

VVe have not yet been seen in any house
;

Nor can we be distinguished by our faces.
For man, or master : tiien it follows thus ;

—

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead.
Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should

:

I will some other be ; some Florentine,
Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Pisa.

—

'Tis hatch'd, and shall be so :—Tranio, at once
Uncase thee ; take my colour'd hat and cloak :

When Biondello conies, he waits on thee
;

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue.
Tra. So had you need. [They exchantje fuihits.)

In brief, then, sir, sith it your pleasure is.

And I am tied to be obedient

;

(For so your father charg'd me at our parting:

Be serviceable to my son, quoth he.
Although, I think, 'twas in another sense)
I am content to be Lucentio,
Because so well I love Lucentio.
Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves

:

And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid.
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.

Here comes the rogue.—Sirrah, where haye you
been ? [where are you ?

Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now.
Master, has my fellow Tranio stol'n your clothes ?

Or you stol'n his ? or both ? pray, what's the news ?

Luc. Sirrah, come hither, 'tis no time to jest.

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranio, here, to save my life.

Puts my apparel and my countenance on.

And I for my esciipe have put on his
; ^

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, ^^'

I kill'd a man, and fear \ was descried.

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes.
While I make way from hence to sa\ e my life :

You understand me ?

Biun. I, sir? ne'er a whit.

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth j •

0"^
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Tranio is chang'd into Liioentio.

Blon. The better for him ; 'Would I were so too!

Tta. So would I, faith, boy, to have the next

wish after,— [daughter.

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest

But, sinah,—not for uiy sake, but your master's,

—

I advise [companies

:

You use your manners discreetly in all kind of

When I am alone, why, then 1 am Tranio
;

But in all places else, your master Lucentio.

Liic. Tranio, let's go :

—

One thing more rests, that thyself execute ;

—

To make one among these wooers : If thou ask me
why,

SuflSceth, my reasons are both good and weighty.
[Exeunt.

1 Serv. My lord, you nod; you do not mind the

play.

Sly. Yes, by saint Anne, do I. A good matter
surely ; Comes there any more of it !

Parje. My lord, 'tis but begun.

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam
lady ;

' Would't tvere done I

Scene II. — The same. Before Hortensio's.
House.

Enter Petruchio and GRUivno.

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave.

To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all.

My best beloved and approved friend,

Hortensio ; and, I trow, this is his house :

—

Here, siiTah Grumio ; knock, I say.

Grn. Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is

there any man has rebused yourvvor.«hip?

Pet. Villain, I say, knock nie here soundly.

Gru. Knock you here, sir ? why, sir, what am
I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir ?

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate.

And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My master is grown quairelsome : I should

knock you first.

And then I know after who comes by the worst.

Pet. Will it not be ?

'Faith, sirrah, and you'll not knock, I'll wring it

;

I'll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it.

(He ivrinys Grumio by the ears.)

Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad.

Pet. Now, knock when I bid you ; sirrah ! vil-

lain !

Enter Hortensio.

Hor. How now! what's the matter?—My old

friend Grumio ! and my good friend Petruchio !—
How do you all at Verona ?

Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the

Con tutto il core bene trovato, may I say. [fray 1

Hor. Alia nostra casa bene venuto,

'Molto honorato sigtior mio Petruchio.

Rise, Grumio, rise ; we will compound this quarrel.

G-ru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he 'leges in Latin.

—If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his

service,—Look you, sir,—he bid me knock him, and

rap him soundly, sir: Well, was it fit for a servant

to use his master so; being, perhaps, (for aught I

see), two and thirty,—a pip out ^

Whom, 'would to God, I had well knock'd at first,

"Then had not Grumio come by the worst.

Pet. A senseless villain !—Good Hortensio,

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate.

And could not get him for ray heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at the gate ?—O heavens !

Spake you not these words plain,

—

Sirrah, knock

me here, [ly !

Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me sound-

And come you now with—knocking at the gate ?

Pet. Sirrali, be gone, or talk not, I advise you.

Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge :

Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you
;

,Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio.

And tell me now, sweet friend,—what happy gale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ?

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through

the world.

To seek tlieir fortunes further than at home.
Where small experience grows. But, in a few,

Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me :

—

Antonio, my father, is deceas'd
;

And 1 have thrust myself into this maze.
Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may :

Crowns in my purse I have, eind goods at home.
And so am come abroad to see the world.

Hor. Petnichio, shall I then come roundly to

thee.

And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour'd wife?
Tlioud'st thank me but a little for my counsel

:

And yet 111 promise thee she shall be rich,

And very lich :—but thou'rt too much luy friend.

And I'll not wish thee to her.

Pet. Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we,
Few words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife,

y^s wealth is burden of my wooing dance,)

e she as foul as was Florentius' love.

As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worse.

She moves not, or not removes, at least.

Affection's edge in me ; were she as rough

As are the swelling Adriatic seas :

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua

;

If wealthily, then happily in Padua.
Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what

his mind is : Why, give him gold enough, and many
liim to a puppet, or an aglet-baby; or an old trot

with ne'er a tooth in her head, though she have a,

s

many diseases as two and fifty horses : why, nothing

comes amiss, so money comes withal.

Hor. Petruchio, since we ha\ e stepp'd thus far

I will continue that I broach'd in jest. [in,

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enougii, and young, and beauteous
;

Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman :

Her only fault (and that is faults enough,)

Is,—that she is intolerably curst.

And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure.

That, were my state i'ar worse r than it is,

1 would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet. Hortensio, peace ; thou know'st not gold's

effect :

—

Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough;
For I will board her, though she chide as loud
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack.

Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola,

An affable and courteous gentleman:

Her name is Katharina Minola,

Renowu'd in Padua for her scolding tongue.

Pet. I know her father, though I know not h-:i

;

And he knew my deceased father well

:

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her;

And therefore let me be thus bold with you.

To give you over at tliis first encounter,

Unless you will accompany me thither.

Gru. i pray you, sir, let him go while the humour
lasts. O' my word, an she knew him as well as (

do, she would think scolding would do little good
upon him: She may, perhaps, call him half a score

knaves , or so : why, that's nothing ; an he begin

once, he'll rail in his rope-tricks. I'll tell you what,

sir,—an she stand him but a little, he will throw a

figure in her face, and so disfigure her with it, that

she shall have no more eyes to see withal than a

cat : You know him not, sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee ;

For in Baptista's keep my treasure is:

He hath the jewel of ray life in hold,

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca;
And her withholds from me, and other more
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love:

Supposing it a thing impossible,

(For those defects I have before rehears'd,)

That ever Katharina will be woo'd.
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Therefore this order hath Baptis^a ta'en ;

—

That none shall ha-, e access unto Bianca,

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband.

Gru. Katharine the curst I

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst
Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace,

And offer me, disguis'd in sober robes,

To old Baptistfi as a schoolmaster

Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca :

That so I may by this device, at least.

Have leave and leisure to make love to her.

And, unsuspected, court her by herself.

Enter Oreoto ; with him LacENXio disguised,

tvith books under his arm.

Gru. Here's no tnavery ! See, to beguile the old

folks, how the young folks lay their heads together!

Master, master, look about you : Who goes there :*

ha!
Hor. Peace, Gruniio ; 'tis the rival of my love :

—Petruchio, stand by a while.

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous !

{They retire.)

Gre. O, very well ; I have perus'd the note.

Hark you, sir; I'll have them very fairly bound

:

iWl books of love, see that at any hand
;

And see you read no other lectures to her

:

Vou uoderst;.3d me :—Over and beside
Signior Baptista s liberality,

I'll mend it with a largess;—Take your papers too,

And let me have them very well perfum'd

;

For she is sweeter than perfume itself.

To whom they go. W at will. you read to her?
Irur. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you.

As for my patron, (stand you so assur'd,)

As firmly as yourself were still in place :

Yea, and (perhaps) with more successful words
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir.

Gre. O this learning I what a thing it is

!

Gnt. O this woodcock I what an ass it is

!

Pet. Peace, sirrah,

Hor. Grumio, mam I—God save you, signior

Gremio

!

[Trow you,
Gre. And you're svell met, signior Hortensio.

Whither I am going?—To Baptista Minola.
I promis'd to enquire carefully

About a schoolmaster fm fair Bianca:
And, by good fortune, I have ligated well
On this young man ; for learning and behavioufj
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry,
And other books,—good ones, I warrant yon.
Hor. 'Tis well : and I have met a gentleman.

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,
A. fine musician to instruct oar mistress

;

So shall I no whit be behind in duty
To fair Bianca, so belov'd of me. [prove.

Gre. Belov'd of me,—and that my deeds shall

Gru. And that his bags shall prove. {Aside.)
Hor. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our lo\ e :

Listen to me, and if you speak me fair,

I'll tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met.
Upon agreement from us to his liking,

W ill undertake to woo cnrst Katharine
;

i ea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.
Gre. So said, so done, is well :

—

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults?
Pet. I know she is an irksome brawling scold

;

If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. (man ?

Gre. No, say'st me so, f lend ? WTiat counti-y-

Pet. Born in Verona, old Aotouio's son

:

My father dead, my fortune lives for me

;

And I do hope good days, and long, to see.
Gre. O, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were

strange

:

But, if you have a stomach, to't, o'God's name

;

^oo shall have me assisting you in all.
But will you woo this wild cat ?

Pet. Will I live?

Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or 11! hang her.

(Aside.)
Pet. Wliy came I hither, hut to that intent ?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears ?
Have 1 not in ray time heard lions roar ?

Have I not heard the sea, pulf'd up with winds.
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat?
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field.

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies ?

Have I not in the pitched battle hetird
Loud 'lanims, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang'
And do yon tell use of a woman's tongue,
That gives not half so great a blow to the ear.
As will a chesnut in a farmer's fire ?

Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs.
Gru. For he fears none. [Aside.]
Gre. Hortensio, hark I

This gentleman is happily arriv'd,

r.ly mind presumes, ibr his own good, and yours.
Hor. I promis'd; we would be contributors.

And hear liis charge of wooing, whatsoe'er.
Gre. And so we will

;
provided, that he win her.

Gru. I would, I were as sure of a good dinner.

{Aside.)

EnlerT&ANio, bravely ap2)areird, and Biohdello.
Tra. (ieutlemeij,* God save you I If I may b«>

bold.

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way
To the house of signior Baptista ]Minola ?

Gre. He that has the two fair daughters :

—

{Aside to Tranio.) is't he you mean ?

T?-a. Even he. Biondeilo !

Gre. Hark you, sir ; Y ou mean not her to

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir ? What have you
to do ?

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I prey.

Tra. I love no chiders, sir:—Biondeilo, lets
away.

Liic. Well begun, Tranio. {Aside.]
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ;

—

Are you a suitor to the maid you falk of, yea, or no ?

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence V

Gre. No ; if, w ithout more words, you will get

you hence.

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free

For me, as for you ?

Gre. But £0 is not she.

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you ?

G)-e. For this reason, if you'll know,
That she's the choice love of signior Gremio.
Hor. That she's the chosen of signior Hortensio.

Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gentlemen.
Do me this right,—hear me with patience.

Baptista is a noble gentleman,
'I'o whom my father is not all unknown

;

And, were his daughter fairer than she is.

She may more suitors have, and me for one.

Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers

;

Tiien well one more may fair Bianca have :

And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one.

Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone.

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-tiilk us all.

Luc. Sir, give him head ; I know, he'll prove a

jade.

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words ?

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you.

Did you ever yet see Baptista's daughter ?

Tra. No, sir : but hear I do, that he hath two

;

The one as famous for a scolding tongue.

As is the other for beauteous modesty.

Pet. Sir, sir, the first's for me ; let her go by.

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules

;

And let it be more than Alcides' twelve.

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth ;—
The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for.

Her father keeps tVom all access of suitors

;

And will not promise her to any man.

Until the elder sister first be wed ;

'I'he J ounger then is free, and not before
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7V«. If it be so, sir, that you are tlie niao

Must stead us all, and rae among the rest;

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,—

Achieve the elder, set the younger free

For our access,—whose hap shall be to have her,

Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate.

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive
;

And since you do profess to be a suitor,

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman,

To whom we all rest generally beholden.

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : m sign whereot.

Please ye we may contrive this aftenioon.

And quaff carouses to our mistress' health;

And do as adversaries do iu law,—

iStrive mightilv, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! Fellows, let's

begone.

Hor. The motion's good, indeed, and be it so
;

Petruchio, I shall be your beii venuto. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene \.—The same. A Room in Baptista's

House.

Enter Kathakina a7id Bianca.

Bian. Good sister, wrong »e not, nor wrong
yourself,

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me

;

That I disdain : but for these other gawds;

Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myself.

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat

;

Or, what you will command me, will I do.

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Kath. Of all tiiy suitors, here I charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'st best : see thou dissemble not.

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive,

I never yet beheld that special face

vVhich 1 could fancy more than any other.

Kath. Minion, thou liest,: Is't not Hortensio ?

Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear,

rii plead for you myself, but you shall have him.

Kath. O tJien, belike, you fancy riches more ;

You will have Gremio to keej) you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so ?

Nav, then you jest; and now I weij perceive,

You have but jested with me all this while

:

I pr'ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands.

Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was so.

{Strikes her.)

Enter Baptista.

Bap. Why, how now, dame I whence grows this

insolence V

Bianca, stand aside ;—poor girl ! she weeps :—
ilo ply thy needle ; meddle not with her.—

•

J'or shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit.

Why dost thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong
thee ?

When did she cross thee with a bitter word ?

Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I'll be re-

venged. [Flies after Bianca.

Bap. What, in my sight?—Bianca, get thee in.

[Exit Bianca.

Kath. Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see.

She is your treasure, she must have a husband
;

1 must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day,

And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell.

'I'nlk not to me ; I will go sit and weep.

Till I can find occasion of revenge. [Exit Kath.

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ?

But who comes here ?

Enter Gremio, ivitk Lucentio in the habit of a
mean man ; Petruchio, ivith Hortensio as a
musician; andTR\mo, with Biondello, bearing
a lute and books.

Ore. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista.

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Ureuiio ; (Jod

save you, gpntlcmcn

!

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you not a
Call'd Kathariua, lair, and virtuous ? [daughter

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call'd Katharina.

Gre. You are too blunt
; go to it orderly.

Pet. You vvrong me, signior Gremio ;
give me

leave.

—

I am a gentleman of Verona, sir.

That,—hearing of her beauty, and her wit.

Her affability, and bashful modesty.
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,

—

Am bold to show myself a forward guest

Within your house, to make mine eye the witness

Of that report, which I so oft have heard.

And, for an entrance to my entertainment,

I do present you with a man of mine,

{Presenting Hortensio.)

Cunning in music, and the mathematics,
To instruct her fully in those sciences.

Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant:

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong

;

His name is Licio, born iu Mantua. [sake :

Bap. You're welcome, sir ; and he, for your good
But for my daughter Katharina,—this I know.
She is not for your turn, the more my grief.

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her
|

Or else you like not ofmy company.
Bap. Mistake rae not, I speak but as I find.

Whence are you, sir? what may I call yourname'^
Pet. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio's son,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his

sake.

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray.

Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too

:

Baccare ! you are marvellous forward.

Pet. O, pardon me, signior Gremio ; I would fain

be doing.

Gre. I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse your
wooing.

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of

it. To express the like kindness myself, that have
been more kindly beholden to you than any, I freely

give unto you this young scholar {prese7iting Lu-
centio), that hath been long studying at Rlieims ; as

cunning in Gre*k, Latin, and other languages, as

the other in music and mathematics: his name is

Cambio; pray, accept his service.

Bap. A thousand tiianks, signior Gremio: wel-
come, good Cambio.—But, gentle sir, {to Tranio.)

methinks you walk like a stranger ; May I be so

bold to know the cause of your coming?
Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own

;

That, being a stranger in this city here.

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter.
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous.

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me,
111 the preferment of the elder sister;

This liberty is all that I request,

—

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,
I may have welcome 'mongst the rest tuat woo,
And free access and favour as the rest.

And toward the education of your dau^jhters,

1 here befLow a simple instrument.

And this small packet of Greek pnd Latin books :

If you accept them, then their worth is great.

Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of whence, I pray ?

Tra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio.

Bap. A might} man of Pisa ; by report

I know him well : you are very welcome, sir.

—

Take you {to Hor.) the lute, and yohi {to Luc.) the

set of books,

V^ou shall go see your pupils presently.

Holla, within

!

Enter a Servant.

Sirrah, lead [both,

The.se gentlemen to my daughters; and tell them
These are their tutors ; bid them use them well.

[Exit Servant, ivilh Hortensio, Lucentio,
:

• Biondello.
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We will go walk a little in the orchard.

And then to dinner : You are passing welcome,
4nd so I pray you all to think yourselves.

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketb haste,

And every day I cannot come to woo.
You knew my father well ; and in him, me.
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods,
Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd

:

Then tell me,—If I get your daughter's love.

What dowry shall I have with her to wife ?

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands
;

And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns,
Pet. And, for tliat dowry, I'll assure her of

Her widowhood,—be it that she survive me,

—

In all my lands and leases whatsoever :

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us,

'Ihat covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay when the special thing is well obtain'd,

That is,—her love ; for that is all in ail.

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as she proud-minded

;

And where two raging fires meet together.

They do consume the thing that feeds their fury

:

Though little tire grows great with little v.ind.

Yet extreme gusts vvill blow out fire and all

:

So I to her, and so she yields to me
;

For [ am rough, and woo not like a babe.
Bap. Well may'st thou woo, and happy be thy

speed !

But be thou arm'd for some unhappy words.
Pet. Ay, to ihf proof; as mountains are for winds.

That shake not, though they blow perpetually.

Re-enter Hortensio, ivith his head brohen.

Bap. How now, my friend ? why dost thou look
so pale ?

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good
musician ?

Hor. I think, she'll sooner prove a soldier;

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. [lute ?

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to the

Hor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to me.

I did but tell her she mistook her frets.

And bow'd her hand to teach her lingering;

When, with a most impatient devilish spirit.

Frets, call you these ! quoth she : I'll fume with
them :

And, with that word, she struck me on the head,

And through the instrument nv. pate made way
;

And there I stood amazed for a while,

As on a pillory, looking through the lute :

While she did call lue,—rascal fiddler.

And—twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms,
As she had studied to misuse me so.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench

;

I love her ten times more than e'er I did

:

O, how I long to have some chat with her !

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so discom-
fited :

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter
;

She's apt to learn, and thankful i'or good turns.

—

Signior Petruchio, vvill you go with us.

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet. I pray you do, 1 will attend her here,

—

[Exeunt Baptista, G-reinio, Tranio, and
Hortensio.

And woo her with some spirit, when she comes.
Say, that she rail; Why, then I'll tell her plain.

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale

:

Say, that she frown ; I'll say, she looks as clear

As morning roses newly wash'd with dew: .

Say, she be mute, and will not speak a word
;

Then I'll commend her volubility,

And say—she uttereth piercing eloquence

:

If she do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks.
As though she bid me stay by her a week

;

If she deny to wed, I'll crave the day
When I shall ask the banns, and when be married :

—

But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak.

Enter Katharina.

Good-morrow, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear.
Kath. Well have you heard, but something hard

of hearing;
They call me Katharine, that do talk of me.

Pet. You lie, in faith ; for you are calld plain
Kate,

And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst;
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom,
Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate,
I'^or daitities are all cates: and therefore, Kate,
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ;

—

Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town,
'i'hy virtues spoke of and thy beauty sounded,
(\et not so deeply as to thee belongs,)
Myself am mov'd to woo thee for my wife.
Kath. Mov'd ! in good time : let him, that mo\ 'd

you hither.

Remove you hence ; I knew you at the first,

\ ou were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveable ?
Kath. A joint-stool.

Pet. Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me.
Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you.
Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are you.
Kath. No such jade, sir, as you, if me you mean.
Pet. Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee :

For, knowing thee to be but young and light,

—

Rath. Too light for such a swain as you to catch ;

And yet as heavy as my weight should'be.
Pet. Should be ? should buz.
Kath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.
Pet. O, slow-wing'd turtle ! shall a buzzard take

thee ?

Kat. Ay, for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard.
Pet. Come, come, j^ou wasp ; i'faith, you are too

angry.

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware ray sting;
Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out.
Kath. Ay, if the fool could find out where it li^s,

.

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp doth wear his

Katfi. In his tongue.
Pet. Whose tongue ?
Kath. Yours, ifyou talk of tails ; and so farewell.
Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail ? nay,

come again.

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman.
Kath. That I'll try. {Striking him.)
Pet. I swear I'll cuff you, if you strike again.
Kath. So may you lose your arms :

If you strike me, you are no gentleman
;

And if no gentleman, why, then no arras.

Pet. A herald, Kate ?" O, put me in thy books.
Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb ?
Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen.
Kath. No cock ofmine, you crow too like a craven.
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come

;
you must not look,

so sour.

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab.
Pet. Why here's no crab ; and therefore look
Kath. There is, there is. [not soar.
Pet. Then show it me.
Kath. Had I a glass, I would.
Pet, Wliat, you mean my face ?

Kat. Well aim'd of such a young one.
Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young for

Kath. Yet you are wither'd. Lyi*-
Pet. 'Tis with cares.

Kath. I care not.

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you 'scape

not so.

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarrj'; let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit ; I find you passing gentle.

'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullen.

And now I find report a very liar

;

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous

;

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flower?;

Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance.
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Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will

:

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk;

But diou with mildness eutertaiu'st thy wooers.

With feeutie conference, soft and affable.

Why Joes the world report, that Kate doth limp ?

slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazel-twig.

Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels.

O, let rae .see thee walk : tbou dost not halt.

Katk. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st command.
Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove,

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ?

O, be thou Diaa, and let her be Kate
;

And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful

!

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly
speech ?

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit
Kath. A witty mother I witless else her son.

Pet. Am I not wise ?

Katk. Yes ; keep you warm.
Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy

bed:
And therefore, setting all this chat aside.

Thus in plain terms :—Your father has consented.
That you shall be my wife

;
your dowry 'greed on

;

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn

;

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,

(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,)

I'hou must be married to no man but me

:

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate

;

And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate
Conformable, as other household Kates.
Here comes your father; never make denial,

1 must and will have Katharine to my wife.

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, and Traniq.

Bap. Now,
Signior Petruchio : How speed you with
IMy daughter ? '

Pet. How but well, sir ? how but well ?

It were Impossible, I should speed amiss.

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine? in

your dumps ? [you,
Kath. Call you me, daughter? now I promise

You have show'd a tender fatherly regard.
To wish me wed to one half lunatic

;

A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack,
That tliinks with oaths to face the matter ouL

Pet. Father, 'tis thus,—yourself and all the world,
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiss other;
If she be curst, it is for policy

:

For she's not froward, but modest as the dove

;

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn

;

For patience she will prove a second Grissel;
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity.

And to conclude,—we have 'greed so well together,
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.
Katn. I'll see thee hang'd on Sunday first.

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! she says, she'll see thee
hang'd first.

Tra. Is this your speeding ? nay, then, good night
our part I

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for
myself;

If she and I be pleas'd, what's that to you?
Tis bargaiu'd 'twixt us twain, being alone.
That she shall still be curst in company.
1 tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate :

She hung about ray neck; and kiss on kiss
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath.

That in a twink she won me to her love.

O, yon are novices I 'tis a world to see,

Hov^ tame, when men and women are alone,
A meacock wretch can make the cursest shrew.

—

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice,
To buy apparel 'gainst the weddiug-day :

—

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests •

I will be sure, my Katharine shall be line.

Bap. I know not what to say : but give me your
hands

;

God send you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match.
Gre. Tra. Amen, say we ; we will be witnesses.

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adi«?u;

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace :

We will have rings, and things, and fine array ;

And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o'Suuday.

[Exeunt Petruchio and Katharina severally.

Gre. VVas ever match clapp'd up so suddenly r

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's

And venture madly on a desperate mart. [part,

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you

:

'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas.

Bap. The gain I seek is—quiet in the match.
Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ;

—

Now is the day we long have looked for

;

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first

Tra. And I am one, that love Bianca more
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can

guess.

Gre. \ oungling ! thou canst not love so dear as I.

Tra. Grey-beard I thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, stand back ; 'tis age, that nourisheth.

Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourisheth.

Bap. Content you, gentlemen ; I'll compound this

strife :

'Tis deeds, must win the prize; and he, of both,

That can assure my daughter greatest dower,
Shall have Bianca's love.

—

Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her ?

Gre. First, as you know, my house withiu the

city

Is richly furnished with plate and gold;
Basins, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands

;

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry

:

In ivory coffers I have .«tuff'd my crowns;
In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints.
Costly apparel, tents and canopies.
Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl.
Valance of Venice, gold in needle-work, i

Pewter and brass, and all things that belong!
To house, or housekeeping : then, at my farm,
I have a hundred milcn-kine to the pail.

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls,

AuA all things answerable to this portion.
Myself am struck in years, I must confess

;

And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers.
If, whilst I live, she will be only mine.

Tra. That, only, came well in. Sir, list to me,
I am my father's heir, and only son

:

If I may have your daughter to my wife,
I'll leave her houses three or four as good,
Within rich Pisa walls, as any one
Old signior Gremio has in Padua

;

Besides two thous.md ducats by the year.
Of fruitful land, ail which shall be her jointure.

—

What, have I pinch'd you, signior Gremio?
Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year, of land

!

My land amounts not to so much in all

.

That .she shall have ; besides an argosy.
That now is lying i.i Marseille.s' road:
What, have I chok'd you with an argosy ?

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father hath no less
Than three great argosies : besides two galliasses,
And twelve tight gallies: these I will assure her.
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer'st next

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no more

;

And she can have no more than all I have ;

—

If you like me, she shall have me and mine.
Tra. Wliy, then the maid is mine from all the

world.
By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied.
Bap. I must confess, your offer is the best

;

And, 1< t your father make her the assurance.
She is your own ; else, you nuist pardon me :

[f you should die before him, where's her dowi ';'

Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, I voung.
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Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old ?

Bap Well, gentlemen.

I ara thus resolv'd :—On Sunday next, you know,
My daughter Katharine is to be married :

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca

Be bride to you, if you make this assurance
;

If not, to signior Gremio

:

And so I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit.

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—Now I fear thee

not;

Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool

To give thee ail, and, iu his waning age.

Set foot under thy table : tut ! a toy !

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit.

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither d hide I

Yet I have faced it with a card often.

'Tis in my head to do my master good :

—

I see no reason but suppos'd Lucentio
Must get a father, call'd—suppos'd Vincentio

;

And that's a wonder : fatliers, commonly.
Do get their children ; but, in this case of wooing,

\ child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Room in Baptista's House.

Enter Lucentio, HoRTENsio,_a«(/ Blinca.

Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, sir

:

Have you so soon furgot the entertainment

Her yister Katharine welcom'd you withal ?

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patroness of heavenly harmony

:

Then give me leave to have prerogative

;

And when in music we have spent an hour.

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much.
Luc. Preposterous ass ! that never read so far

To know the cause why music was ordain'd

!

Wa-s it not, to refresh the mind of man.
After his studies, or his usual pain?

Then give me leave to read phdosophy.

And, while I pause, serve iu your harmony.
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine.

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong.
To strive for that, which resteth in ray choice :

I am no breeching scholar in the schools

;

I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times.

But learn my lessons as 1 please myself.

And, to cut ofl'all strife, here sit vre down:

—

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles
;

His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd.

Hor. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune ?

{To Bianca; Hortensio retires.)

Luc. That will oe never :—tune your instrument.

Bian. Where left we last ?

Luc. Here, madam :

—

Hac ibat Simois ; hie est Sigeia telhis

;

Hie sleterat Priami regia celsa senis.\

Bian. Construe them.
Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before,

—

Simois, I

am Lucentio,

—

hie est, son unto Vincentio of Pisa,—Sigeia tellus, disguised thus to get your love;

—

Hie steterat, and that Lucentio that comes a-wooing,—Priami, is my man Tranio,

—

reyut, hearicg my
port,

—

celsa senis, that we might beguile the old
pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my instrument's ia tune.

{Returning.)
Bian. Let's hear;

—

{Hortensio plays.)
fy I the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.
Bum. Now let me see if I can construe it: Hac

ibat Simois, I know you not ; Hie est Sigeia tellus,

1 trust you not ;

—

Hie steterat Priami, take heed he
hear us not ;

—

regia, presume not ;

—

celsa senis,
de.Mpair not.

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.
^<c- All but the base.
Hor. The base is right; 'tis tiie base kaave, that

Hjw fiery and forward our pedant is

!

[jars.

Now, for my life, the Knave doth court my love :

Pedascule, I'll watch you belter yet
Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust.

Luc. Mistrust it not ; for, sure, iEacides
Was Ajax,—call'd so from his grandfather.

Bian. I must believe my master ; else, I promisfi

I should be arguing still upon that doubt; [you.
But let it rest.—Now, Licio, to you :

—

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray.
That I have been thus pleasant with you both.

Hor. You may go walk, {to Lucentio) and gi\e

me leave awhile
;

My lessons make no music in three parts.

Luc. Are you so formal, sir ? well, I must wait.

And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd,

Our fine musician groweth amorous. {Aside.)

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument.

To learn the order of my fingering,

I must begin with rudiments of art

;

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual.

Than hath been taught by any of my trade :

And there it is in vwting, fairly dra\vn.
' Bian. Why, 1 am past my gamut long ago.

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio.

Bian. {Reads.) Gamut / am, the (/round of all

A re, to plead Hortensio's passion ; [accord,

B mi, Bianca, take hivi for thy lord,

C faut, that loves with all affection

:

D sol re, one cliff, tivo notes have I

;

E la mi, shqiv pity, or I die.

Call you this—gamut ? tut ! I like it not

:

'

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice.

To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. JNIistress, your father prays you leave your
books.

And help to dress your sister's chamber up

;

You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day.
Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both; I must be

gone. [Exeinit Bianca and Servant.
Luc. 'Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to

stay. [Exit.

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant;
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love

:

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble,
To cast thy wand'ring eyes on every stale,

Seize thee, that list: If once I find thee ranging,

Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. Before Baptista's House.

Enter B.«»tista, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina,
Bianca, Lucentio, atid Attendants.

Bap. Signior Lucentio, {to Tranio) this [is tlie

'pointed day.
That Katharine and Petruchio should be married.

And yet we hear not of our son-in-law :

What will be said ? what mockery will it be,

To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends

To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ?
^

What says Lucentio to this shame of ours ?
)

Kath. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be ;

forc'd

To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart.

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen

;

Who vvou'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure,

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool.

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour

:

And, to be noted for a merry man.
He'll vyoo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage.

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banut-;

Yet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd.

Now must the world point at poor Katharine,

-And say,

—

Go, there is mad Petruchio's ivife,

If it ivould please him coma and marry her.

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista too
;

Upon my life, Petruchio nieaus but well,

\v hate\ er fortune stays him from his word :

Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise ;
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Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest.

Kath. 'Would Katharine had never seen him
though !

[Exit, ive. ping, followed by Bianca, and others.

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep;
For such an injury would vex a saint,

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. Master, master ! news, old news, and such
news as you never heard of

!

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be ?

Bion. Why ! is it not news, to hear of Petrnchio's

Bap. Is he come ? [coming ?

Bion. Why, no, sir.

Bap. What then ?

Bion. He is coming.

Bap. When will he be here ? [there.

Bion. When he stands where I am, and sees you
Tra. But, say, what :—To thine old news.
Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat,

and an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, thrice

turned ; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases,

one buckled, another laced; an old rusty sword
ta'en out of the town armoury, with a broken hilt,

and chapeless ; with two broken points : his horse

hipped with an old mothy saddle, the stirrups of no

kindred : besides, possessed with the glanders, and
like to mose in the chine ; troubled with the lampass,

infected with the fashions, full of wind-galls, sped
with spavins, raied with the yellows, past cure of

the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn
with the bots ; swayed in the back, and shoiilder-

shotten ; ne'er-legged before, and with a half-checked

bit, and a head-stall of sheep's leather ; which, being
restrained to keep him from stumbling, hath been
often burst, and now repaired with knots ; one girt

six times pieced, and a woman's crupper of velure,

which hath two letters for her name, fairly set down
in studs, and here and there pieced with pack-

thread.

Bap. Wlio comes with him ?

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world capa-
risoned like the horse ; with a linen stock on one leg,

and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a
red and blue list ; an old hat, and The humour of
forty fancies pricked in't for a feather: a monster,
a very monster in apparel ; and not like a Christian

footboy, or a gentleman's lackey.

Tra. 'Tis some odd humour pricks him to this

fashion ;

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean appareli'd.

Bap. I am glad he is come, howsoe'er he comes.
Bion. Why, sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didst thou not say, he comes ?

Bion. Who? that Petruchio came?
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion. No, sir ; I say, his horse comes with him

on his back.

Bap. Why, that's all one.

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny,
A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not

many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

Pet. Come, where be these gallants ? who is at

home ?

Bap. You are welcome, sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not so well appareli'd

As T wish you were.
Pet. Were it better I should rush in thus.

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride?

—

How does my father ?—Gentles, methinks you
frown

:

And wherefore gaze this goodly company

;

As if they saw some wondrous monument,
Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? |day :

Bap. Why, sir, you know, this is your wedding-

First were we sad, fearing you would not come
;

Now sadder that you ciune so unprovided.

Fy ! doff this habit, shame to your estate,
'

An eye-sore to our solenm festival.

Tra. And tell us what occasion of import

Hath all so long detain'd you from your wife

And sent you hither so unlike yourself?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear:

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word.

Though in some part enforced to digress

;

Which at more leisure I will so excuse

As you shall well be satisfied withal.

But where is Kate ? I stay too long from her ;

'

The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church.

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent robes;

Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine.

Pet. Not I, beheve me ; thus I'll visit her.

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her.

Pet. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore have done
with words

;

To me she's married, not unto my clothes.-

Could I repair what she will wear in me.
As I can change these poor accoutrements,

'Twere well for Kate, and better for myself.

But what a fool am I, to chat with you, '
.

When I should bid good-morrow to my bride,

And seal the title ^vkh a lovely kiss ?

[Exeunt Petruchio, Grumio, and Biondello.

Tra. He hath some meaning in his bad attire

:

W^e will persuade him, be it possible.

To put on better, ere he go to church.

Bap. I'll after him, and see the event of this.

[Exit.

Tra. But, sir, to her love concerneth us to add
Her father's liking : Which to bring to pass.

As I before imparted to your worship,

I am to get a man,—whate'er he be.

It skills not much we'll fit him to our turn,

—

And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa ;

And make assurance, here in Padua,
Of greater sums than I have promised.

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

Luc. Were it not that my fellow schoolmaster

Doth watch Bianca's steps so narrowly,

'Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage
;

Which once perform'd, let all the world say—no,

I'll keep mine own, despite of all the world.

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into,

And watch our vantage in this business :

We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio;
The narrow-prying father, Minola

;

The quaint musician, amorous Licio
;

All for my master's sake, Lucentio.

—

Re-enter Gremio.

Signior Gremio ! came you from the church ?

Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from school.

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming;

home? [deed,

Gre. A bridegroom, say you ? 'tis a groom iu-

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find.

Tra. Ourster tiian she? why, 'tis impossible.

Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, she's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam.
Gre. Tut ! she's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him.

I'll tell you. Sir Lucentio : When the priest

Should ask—if Katharine should be his wife.

Ay, by gog's-wouns, quoth he ; and swore so loud.

That, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book ;

And, as he stoop'd again to take it up.

The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a cuff.

That down fell priest and book, and book and priest

;

Now take them tip, quoth he, ;/ any list.

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose again?

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp'd,

and swore.

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done.

He calls for wine :

—

A heali/i, quoth he ; as if



ScEXE

;

TAMING OF THE SHJIEW. 21^

He had been aboard, carousing to his mates

After a storm :—Quaff'd off the niuscadel.

And threw the sops all in the sexton's face
;

Having no other reason,

—

But that his beard grew thin and hunRerly,

And seeni'd to ask him sops, as he was drinking.

This done, he took the bnde about the neck
;

And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous smack,

That, ut the parting, all the church did echo.

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame
;

And after me, I know, the rout is coming

:

Such a nmd marriage never was before :

Hark, hark I I hear the minstrels play. {Music.)

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Baptista,

HoRTENSio, Grumio, and Train.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your

pains :

I know, you think to dine with rrie to-day.

And have prepar'd great store of wedding cheer;

But so it is, my haste doth call me hence.

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is't possible, you will away to-night?

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come :

Make it no wonder; if you knew my business.

You would entreat me rather go than stay.

And, honest company, I thank you all, '

That have beheld me give away myself
To this most patient, sweet, an^i virtuous wife :

Dine with my father, drink a health to me

;

For I must hence, and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner.

Pet. It may not be.

Let me entreat you.Gre.
Pet. It cannot be,

Kath.
Pet. I am content.

Kath.

Let me entreat you.

Are you content to stay ?

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay

;

But yet nut stay, entreat me how you can.

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay.

Pet. Grumio, my horses.

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready ; the oats have eaten

the horses.

Kath. Nay, then.

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day

;

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself.

The door is open, sir, there lies your way.
You may be jogging, whiles your boots are green

;

For me, I'll not be gone, till I please myself:

—

'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly surly groom.
That take it on you at the first so roundly.

Pet. O Kate, content thee
;
pry'thee, be not

angry.

Kath. I will be angry : What hast thou to do ?

—

Father be quiet; he shall stay my leisure.

Gre. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work.
Kath. Gentlemeu, forward to the bridal dinner :

—

I see a woman may be made a fool.

If she had not a spirit to resist.

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com-
mand :

Obey the bride, you tltot" attend on her;
Go to the feast, revel and domineer,
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead.
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves;
But for ray bonny Kate, she must with me.
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret;

I will be master of what is mine own :

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house.
My household stuff, my field, my barn,
My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing

;

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare;
I'll bring Tiiy action on the proudest he.
That stops my way in Padua. Grumio,
Draw forth thy weapon, we're beset with thiteves ;

Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man :— (Kate
;

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee,
I'll buckler thee against a million.

[Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, and Grutnio.
i

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.
Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die with

laughing.

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like !

Luc. Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister?"

Bian. That being mad herself, she's madly mated.
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and-

bridegrooni wants.
For to supply the places at the table, '

You know, there wants no junkets at the feast;—
\

Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's place;
And let Bianca take her sister's room.

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it?

Bap. she shall, Lucentio.—Come, gentlemen,
let's go. {Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in Petruchio's Country House.

Enter Grumio.
Gru. Fy, fy, on all tired jades ! on all mad

masters ! and all foul ways ! Was ever man so
beaten ? was ever man so ray'd ? was ever man so
weary? I am sent before to make a fire, and they
are coming after to warm them. Now, were not 1

a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze

to ray teeth, ray tongue to the roof of my mouth,
my heart in my belly, ere I .should come by a fire

to thaw me :—But, I, with blowing the tire, shall

warm myself; for, considering the weather, a taller

man than I will take cold. lloUa, hoa '. Curtis

!

Enter Curtis.

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly ?

Grt(. A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou
may'st slide from my shoulder to my heel, with no
greater a run, but my head and 'my neck. A fire,

good Curtis.

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio?
Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay : and therefore fire, fire

;

cast on no water.

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew, as she's reported ?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost: but
thou know'st, winter tames man, woman, and beast

;

for it hath tamed my old master, and my new mis-

tress, and myself, fellow Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three inch fool ! I am no beast.

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a
foot ; and so long am I, at the least. But wilt Ihou

make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mis-
tress, whose hand (she being now at hand,) thou
shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow
in thy hot office.

Curt. I pry'thee, good Grumio, tell me. How
goes the world ?

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but

thine
;

^ind therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have
thy duty ; for ray master and mistress are almost

frozen to death.

Curt There's fire ready; and therefore, good
Grimiio, the news ?

Gru. Why, Jack boy ! ho boy ! and as much news
as thou wilt.

Curt. Come, you are so full of coney-catching :

—

Gru. Why, therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex-

treme cold. Where's the cook ? is supper ready,

the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept;
the serving-men in their new fustian, their white

stockings, and every officer his wedding-garment on ?

Be the jacks fair within, the jills l\ur without, the

carpets laid, and every thing in order?

Curt. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee, news?
Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master

and mistress fallen out.

Curt. How?
Gru. Out of tlieir saddles into the dirt ; And

thereby hangs a tale.

Curt. Let a ha't, good Grumio.
Gru. Lend thine ear.
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Curt. Here.
Grtt. There. {Strikinij him.)

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Grn. Autl tlierefore 'tis called a sensible tale :

and tliis cutVwas but to kiiuck at yonr ear, and be-

seech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we came
iiuwu H foul hill, my master riding belnnd my niis-

liess :

—

Curt, liotl) on one horse ?

C/-M. Wiiat's that to thee?
Curt. Why, a horse.

Gru. Tell thou the tale : But badst thou not

crossed nie, thou should'st have heard how her

horse fell, and she under her horse ; thou should'st

iia\ e heard, in how miry a place : how she was be-

luoiled ; how he left her with the horse upon her

;

how he beat me, because her horse stumbled ; how
she waded through the dirt, to pluck him off me;
bow he swore ; how she prayed—that never pray'a

before ; how ( cried ; how the horses ran away

;

how her bridle was burst; how I lost my crupper ;

—

with many things of worthy memory ; which now
shall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienced
to thy grave. [she.

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than

Gru. Ay ; and that, thou and the proudest of you
all shall find, when he comes home. But what talk

1 of this?—call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas,
Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest ; let their

heads be sleekly combed, their blue coats brushed,

aud their garters of an indifferent knit : let them
curtsy with their left legs ; aud not presume to

touch a hair of my master's horse-tail, till they kiss

their bands. Are they all ready ?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho ? you must meet my master,

to countenance my mistress.

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her ovra.

Curt. Who knows not that ?

Gru. Thou it seems ; that callest for company to

countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them.

Enter several Servants.

Nat/i. Welcome home, Gramio.
PMl. How now, Grumio?
Jos. What, Grumio

!

Nich. Fellow Grumio

!

Nath. How now, old lad ?

Gru. Welcome, you ;—how now, you ;—what,
you;—fellow, you;—and thus much for greeting.

Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and all

things neat? [master?

Nath. All tilings is ready : How near is our

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this ; and there-

fore be not, Cock's passion, silence, 1 hear

my master.

Enter Petruchio and Katharina.

Pet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at

door.

To hold my stirrup, nor to take riiy horse

!

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?

All Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir.

Pet. Here, sir I here, sir ! here, sir ! here, siir !

You logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms !

What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?

—

Where is the foolish knave 1 sent before ?

Gru. Here, sir ; as i'oolish as 1 was before.

Pet. You peasant swain! you whoreson malt-

horse drudge

!

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park.

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ?

Gru. Nathaniel's coat, sir, was not fully made.
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpick'd i'the heel

;

There was no link to colour Peter's hat,

And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing

:

There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gre-
gory:

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly

;

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.
Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in.

[Exeunt some of the Servants.
Where is the life that lafe I led— (Sinr/s.)

Where are those sit down, Kate, and welcome.
Soud, sood, soud, soud !

Re-enter Servants, with snpper.

\Vhy, when, I say?—Nay, good sweet Kate, be
merry.

—

Off with my boots, you rogues, you villains ; When ?

It ivas the friar of orders yrey, {Sings.}

As he forth walked on his ivay :—
Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry :

Take that, and mend the plucking off' the other.

—

{Strikes him.)

Be merry, Kate :—Some water, here ; what, ho !

—

Where's my spaniel Troilns?—Sirrah, get you hence.

And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither

:

[Exit Servant.

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted

with.

—

Where are my slippers ?—Shall I have some water ?

{A basin is presented to him.)

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily :

—

{Servant lets the ewer fall.)

You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall ?

{Strikes him.)

Kath. Patience, I pray yon ; 'twas a fault un-

willing.

Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear'd knave !

Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach.

Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall 1 ?

—

VVhat is this? mutton?
1 Serv. Ay.
Pet. Whobronghtit?
] Serv. J.

Pet. 'Tis burnt; and so is all the meat

:

What dogs are these!—Where is the rascal cook?
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser.

And serve it thus to me, that love it not?
There, take it to yon, trenchers, cups, and all :

{Throws the meat, etc. about the stage.)

You heedless joltheads, and unmanner'd slaves !

What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you straight.

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet;

The meat was well, if you were so contented.

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried awo'
And I exjwessly am forbid to touch it.

For it engenders choler, planteth anger;
And better 'twere, that both of ns did fast,

—

Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,

—

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh.

Be patient ; to-morrow it shall be mended,
i^na, for this night, well fast for company :

—

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.
[Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, andCurtis.)

Nath. {Advancing.) Peter, didst ever see the

like?

Peter. He kills her in her •wn humour.

Re-enter Curtis.

Gru. Where is he ?

Curt. In her cb^jnber,

Making a sermon of continency to her

:

And rails, and swears, and rates ; that she, poor sonl,

Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak

;

And sits as one new-risen from a dream.
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt.

Re-enter PETEUcmo.

Pel. Thus have i politicly begun my reign.

And 'tis my iiope to end successfully :

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty

;

And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorg'd.

For tlien she never looks upon her lure.

Another way 1 have to man my haggard.
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To make her come, and know her keeper's call

;

That is,—to watch her as we watch these kites.

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient.

She ate no meat to-day, nor none shall eat;

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not

;

As with the meat, some undeserved fault •

I'll find about the making of the bed
;

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster,

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets :

—

Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend,

.That all is done in reverend care of her;
' And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night

:

And, if she chance to nod, I'll rail, and brawl.
And with the clamour keep her still awake.
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness;
And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong hu-

mour :

He, that knows better how to tame a shrew.
Now let him speak : tis charity to show. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

Padua. Before Baptista's House.

Enter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra. Is't possible, friend Lirio, that Bianca
Doth fancy any other but Lucenlio ?

I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand.
Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

(They stand aside.)

Enter Bl4NCA and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read?
Bian. VVhat master, read you ? first resolve me

that.

Luc. I read that I profess ; the art to love.

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of yonr art

!

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of
my heart.

(
T/iej/ retire.)

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, teli me,
1 pray.

You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca
Lov'd none in the world so well as Liucentio.

Tra. O despiteful love I uuconstant womankind !

—

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.
Hor. Mistake no more : I am not Licio,

Nor a musician, as I seem to be :

But one that scorn to live in this disguise.

For such a one as leaves a gentleman.
And makes a god of such a cullion :

Know, sir, that I am call d—Hortensio.
Tar. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard

Of your entire atfectioa to Bianca;
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness,
I will with you,—if you be so contented,

—

Forswear Bianca and her love for ever.
Hor. See, how they kiss and court ! Signior

Lucentio,
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow.
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her.
As one unworthy all the former favours.
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,

—

Ne'er to marry with her, though she would entreat

:

Fy on her ! see, how beastly she doth court him.
Hor. 'Would, all the world, but he, had quite for-

sworn !

For me,—that I may surely keep mine oath
I will be married to a wealthy widow.
Ere three days pass; which hath as long lov'd me.
As I have lov'd this proud disdainful haggard :

And 80 farewell, signior Lucentio.

—

Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks,
Shall win my love ;—and so I take my leave.
In resolution as 1 swore before.

[Exit Hortensio.—Lucentio and Bianca advance.
Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace

As 'longeth to a lover's blessed case !

aa'u ^^^^ *^'*^° y°" napping, gentle love

;

And have forsworn you, with Hortensio.
Bian. Tranio, you jest : But have you both for-

sworn me '

Tra. Mistress, we have.
Luc. Then we are rid of Licio.i
Tra. I'faith, he'll have a lusty widow now.

That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day.
Bian. God give him joy !

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her.
Bian. He says so, Tranio.
Tra. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school.
Bian. The taming-school ! what, is there such

a place ?

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master

;

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

—

To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue.

Enter Biondello, running

Bian. O master, master, I have watch'd so long
That I'm dog-weary ; but at last I spied
An ancient angel coming down the hill.

Will serve the turn.

Tra. What is he, Biondello ?
Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,

I know not what ; but formal in apparel.
In gait and countenance surely like a father.

, Luc. And what of him, Tranio ?

Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale,

I'll make him glad to seem Vincentio

;

'

And give assurance to Baptista Minola,
As if he were the right Vincentio.
Take in your love, and then let me alone.

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca.

Enter a Pedant.

Ped. God save you, sir

!

Tra. And you, sir! you are welcome.
Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest?

Ped. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two :

But then up further ; and as far as Rome
;

And so to 'Tripoly, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countrj'man, I pray ?

Ped. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua, sir ?—marry, God forbid !

And come to Padaa, careless of your life !

Ped. My life, sir I how, I pray? for that goes
bird.

Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua
To come to Padua : Know you not the cause ?
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke
(For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him,)
Hath published and proclaim'd it openly;
'Tis marvel ; but that you're but newly come.
You might have heard it else proclaim'd about.
Ped. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so;

For I have bills for money by exchange
From Florence, and must here deliver them.

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy,
This will I do, and this will I advise yon ;

—

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa?
Ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been

;

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens.

'2\a. Among them, know you one Vincentio ?

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him
;A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say.

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you.

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyster, and
all one. [Aside.)

Tra. To save your life in this extremity.
This favour will 1 do you for his sake

;

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes.

That you are like to sir Vincentio.

His name and credit shall you undertake,
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd :

—

Look, that you take upon you as you should
;

^ ou understand me, sir;—so shall you stay

Till you have done your business in the city :

If this be courtesy, sir, acce|jt of it.

Ped. O, sir, I do ; and will repute you ever
The patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good
This, by the way, I let you understand ;

—
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My father is here look'd for every day.

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage
Twixt nie and one Baptista's daughter here :

In all these circumstances I'll instruct you :

Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A room in Petruchio's House.

Enter Katharina and Grujmio.

Gra. No, no, forsooth ; I dare not, for my life.

Kat/i. The more my wrong, the more iiis spite

appears :

^Vhat, did he marry me to famish me ?

Beggars, that come under my father's door.
Upon entreaty, have a present alms

;

ff not, elsewhere they meet with charity :

But I,—who never knew how to enheat,

—

Nor never needed that I should entreat,

—

Am starv'd for meat, giddy for lack of sleep;
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed :

And that which spites me more than all these wants.
He does it undername of perfect love;
As who slionld say, if I should sleep, or eat.

'Twere deadly sickness, or else present death.

—

1 pr'ythee go, and get me some repast

!

I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

Grit. What say you to a neat's foot ?

Kath. 'Tis passing good ; I pr'ythee let me have it.

Gru. I fear, it is too choleric a meat :

—

How say you to a fat tripe , finely broil'd ?

Kath. I like it well
;
good Grumio, fetch it me.

Gru. I cannot tell ; t fear, 'tis choleric.

What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard ?

Kath. A dish, that I do love to feed upon.

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little.

Kath. VVhy, then the beef, and let the mustard rest.

Gru. Nay, then I will not; you shall have the

mustard.
Or else you get no beef of Grumio.
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef
Kath. Go, .get thee gone, thou false deluding

slave, {Beats him.)
That feed'st me with the very name of meat :

Sorrow on thee, aud all the pack of you.

That triumph thus iipon my misery!

Go, get thee gone, 1 say.

Enter PETRVcmo tvith a dish of meat ; and
HORTENSIO.

Pet. How fares my Kate ? What, sweeting, all

Hor. Mistress, what cheer ? [amort ?

Kath. 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me.
Here, love ; thou see'st how diligent I am.
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee ;

{Sets the dish on a table.)

T am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks.

What, not a word ? Nay, then, thou lov'st it not

;

And all my pains is sorted to no proof:

—

Here, take away this dish.

Kath. 'Pray you, let it stand.

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks.

And so shall miae, before you touch the meat
Kath. I thank you, sir.

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fy ! yon are to blame :

Come, mistress Kate, I'll bear you company.
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov'st me.

—

{Aside.)

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart

!

Kate, eat apace ;—And now, my honey love,

Will we return unto thy father's house

;

And revel it as bravely as the best.

With silken cbats, and caps, and golden rings,

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things

;

With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery.

With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery.

What, hast thou dined ? The tailor stays thy leisure.

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

Enter Tailor.

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments
;

Enter Haherdasher.

Lav forth the gown.—What news with yon, sir?
tiab. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak.
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer;

A velvet dish ;—fy, fy ! 'tis lewd and filthy;

Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut shell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap;
Away with it; come, let me have a bigger.

Kath. I'll have no bigger; this doth fit the time,
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these.

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too.
And not till then.

Hor. That will not be in haste. {Aside.)
Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to

speak
;

And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe :

Your betters have endur'd me say my mind
;

And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart

;

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break :

And, rather than it shall, I will be free.

Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words.
Pet. Why, thou say'st true ; it is a paltry cap,

A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie :

I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not.

Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap

,

And it I will have, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay ;—Come, tailor, let us

see't.

O mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ?

What's this? a sleeve ? 'tis like a demi-caiinon :

What ! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart?
Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash.

Like to a censer in a barber's shop :

—

Why, what o'devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this ?

Hor. I see, she's like to have neither cap noi

gown. {Aside.)
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well,

According to the fashion, and the time.

Pet. Marry, and did; but if you be remember'd,
I did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home.
For you shall hop without my custom, sir;

I'll none of it; hence, make your best of it.

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown.
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable:
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puj^pet of
thee.

Tai. She says, your worship means to make a

puppet of her.

Pet. O monstrous arrogance ! thou liest, thou
Thou thimble, [thread.

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, r...il,

Thou flea, thou uit thou winter cricket thou :

—

Brav'd in mine own house with a skeir of thread !

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant

;

Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard.
As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv'st

!

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown.
Tai. Your worship is deceiv'd; the gown is made

Just as ray master had direction :

Grumio gave order how it should be done.
Gru. I gave him no order, I gave hira the stuff.

But how did you desire it should be made ?

Marry, sir, with needle and thread.

Bat did you not request to have it cut ?

Thou hast faced many things.

I have.

Face not me : thou hast braved many men
;

brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor braved.

I say unto thee,—I bid thy master cut out the

gown ; but T did not bid him cut it to pieces : ergo, •

thou liest. [testify.

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to

Pet. Read it. [said so.

Gru. The note lies in hio throat, if he say I

Tai.
Gru.
Tai.

Gru.
Tai.

Gru.
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Tat. Imprimis, a loose-bodied gown ;
_

Qni. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown,
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death

witii a bottom of brown thread : I said a gown.
Pet. Proceed.
Tai. With a small compassed cape ;

Gru. I confess the cape.

Tai. With a trunk sleeve ;

Gru. I confess two sleeves.

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut.

Pet. Ay, there's the villainy.

Gru. Error i'the bill, sir; error i'the bill. I com-
manrled the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed up
again ; and that I'll prove upon thee, though _thy

little finger be armed in a thimble.

Tai. This is true, that I say ; an I had thee in

place where, thou should'st know it.

Gru. I am for thee straight : take thoa the bill,

give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.
Hor. God a-mercy, Grumio ! then he shall have

no odds.

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for rae.

Gru. Vou are i'the right, sir; 'tis for my mistress.

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master's use.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up my mis-

tress' gown for thy master's use .'

Pet. Why, sir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think
for:

Take up my mistress' gown to his master's use

!

O, fy, iy

!

Pet. Hortensio, say thoa wilt see the tailor

paid :

—

[Aside.)

Go take it hence ; begone, and say no more.
Hur. Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow.

Take no unkindness of his hasty words :

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master.

[Exit Tailor.

Pet. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your
father's.

Even in these honest mean habiliments
;

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor :

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich :

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds.

So honour peereth in the meanest habit.

VV^hat, is the jay more precious than the lark.

Because his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better thar the eel.

Because his painted skin content!) the eye ?

O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse
For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'st it sha-ne, lay it on me :

And therefore, frolic ; we will hence forthwith.

To feast and sport us at thy father's house.

—

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him
;

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end.
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.

—

Let's see ; I think, 'tis now some seven o'clock.

And well we may come there by dinner-time.
Kath. I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two

;

And 'twill be supper-time, ere you come there.

Pet. It shall be seven, ere I go to horse

:

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do.
You are still crossing it.—Sirs, let's alone :

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do.
It shall be what o'clock I say it is.

Hor. Why, so ! this gallant will command the
sun. [Exeunt.

iSoENE lY.—Padua. Before Baptista's House.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dressed like

ViNCENTIO.

Tra, Sir, this is the house ; Please it you, that
Icall-!-

Ped. Ay, what else? and, but I be deceived,
Signior Baptista may remember rae,
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, whereWe were lodgers at the Pegasus.

Tra. >Tis well

;

And hold your own, in any case, with such
Austerity as 'longeth to a fatlier.

Enter Biondello.

Ped. I warrant you : but, sir, here comes your boy ;

'Twere good, he were school'd.
Tra. Fear you not him.—Sirrah, Biondello,

Now do your duty throughly, I advise you
;

Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.
Bion. Tut! fear not me.
Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ?

Bion. I told him, that your father was at Venice ;

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.
Tra. Thou'rt a tall fellow; hold thee, that to drink.

Here comes Baptista:—set your countenance, sir.

Enter Baptista a}id Lucentio.

Signior Baptista, you are happily met:

—

Sir, (To the Pedant.)
This is the gentleman I told you of;

I pray you, stand good father to me now.
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.
Ped. Soft, son !

—

Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause

Of love between your daughter and himself:

And,—for the good report I hear of you
;

And for the love he beareth to your daughter.

And she to him,—to stay him not too long,

I am content, in a good father's care.

To have him match'd: and,—if you pleas'd to like

No worse than I, sir,—upon some agreement.
Me shall you find most ready and most willing

With one consent to have her so bestowed ;

For curious I cannot be svith you,

Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say;

—

Your plainness, and your shortness, please me well.

Right true it is, your son Lucentio here
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him.

Or both dissemble deeply their afl'ectiuns:

And therefore, if you say no more than this.

That like a father you will deal with him.

And pass my daughter a sufficient dower.
The match is fully made, and all is done :

Your son shall have my daughter with consent.

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you know
We be affied ; and such assurance ta'en, [best.

As shall with either part's agreement stand?
Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for you know.

Pitchers have ears, and 1 have many servants :

Besides, old Gremio is heark'ning still

;

And, happily, we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir

:

There doth my father lie ; and there, this night.

We'll pass the business privately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your servant here.

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently.

The worst is this,—that, at so slender warning.

You're like to have a thin and slender pittance.

Bap. It likes me well :—Cambio, hie you home.
And bid Bianca make her ready straight

;

And, if you will, tell what hath happened :

—

Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua,
And how she's like to be Lucentio's wife.

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with all my heart I

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone.

Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way?
VVelcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer:

Come, sir ; we'll better it in Pisa.

Bap. I follow you.

[Exeunt Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista.
Bion. Cambio.

—

Luc. What say'st thou, Biondello?

Bion. Yon saw my master wink and laugh upon
Luc. Biondello, what of that? [you ?

Bion. 'Faith, nothing; but he has left me here
behind, to expound the meaning or moral of his

sions and tokens.
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Luc. I pray thee, moralize them.

Bicm. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking with

the deceiving father of a deceitful son.

Inic. And what of him ?

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to

Imc. And then ?

—

[the supper.

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke's church is at

your command at all hours.

hue. And what of all this ?

Bion. I cannot tell ; except they are busied about

a counterfeit assurance : take yoa assurance of

her, cum privilp.gio ad imprimendum solum : to the

church ;—take the priest, clerk, aud some sufficient

honest witnesses

:

[say,

If this be not that yon look for, I have no more to

But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day.(Go27K/.)

Jjuc. Hear'st thou, Biondello?
Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in

an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley

to stuff a rabbit; and so may you, sir; and so adieu,

sir. My master hath appointed me to go to Snint

Luke's to bid the priest be ready to come, against

you come with your appendix. [Exit.

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented :

She will be pieas'd, then wherefore should I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, 111 roundly go about her

;

It snail go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit.

Scene V.

—

A public Road.

Enter Petruchio, Kathl^rina, and Hoetensio.

Pet. Come on, o'God's name ; once more toward
our father's. [moon !

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the

Kath. The moon ! the sun ; it is not moonlight now.
Pet. I say, it is the moon that shines so bright.

Kath. I know, it is the sun that shines so bright.

Pet. Now, by my mother's son, and that's myself.

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list.

Or ere I journey to your father's house ;

—

Go on, and fetch our horses back again.

—

Evermore cross'd, and cross'd, nothing but cross'd

!

Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go.

Kath. Forward, I pray, since we have come so

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : [far,

And if you please to call it a rush candle.

Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me.
Pet. I say, it is the moon.

Kath. I know it is.

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun.

Kath.Thea God be bless'd, it is the blessed sun:

—

But sun it is not, when you say it is not

;

And the moon changes, even as your mind.

What you will have it nani'd, even that it is
;

And so it shall be so, for Katharine.

Hor, Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won.
Pet. Well, forward, forward : thus the bowl

should run.

And not unluckily against the bias.—
But soft ; what company is coming here ?

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress.

Good morrow, gentle mistress : where away?

—

(To Vincentio.)

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too.

Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman V

Such war of white and red within her cheeks !

What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty.

As those two eyes become that heavenly face ?

—

Fair lovely maid, once more good-day to thee :

—

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake.

llur. 'A will make the man mad, to make a

woman of him.

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and
sweet.

Whither away ; or where is thy abode ?

Happy the parents of so fair a child
;

Happier the man, whom favourable stars

Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow !

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not

mad :

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, w ither'd

;

And not a maiden, as thou say'st he is.

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes.

That have been so bedazzled with the sun.

That every thing I look on seemeth green

:

Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father

Pardon, 1 pray thee, for my mad mistaking.

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and withal, make
known

Which way thou travellest : if along with us.

We shall be joyful of thy company.
Vin. Fair sir,—and you my merry mistress,

That with your strange encounter much amaz'J
me,

—

[Pisa :

My name is call'd—Vincentio; my dwelling

—

And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit

A son of mine, which long I have not seen.

Pet. What is liis name ?

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir.

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son.

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee—my loving father

;

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman.
Thy son by tliis hath married : Wonder not.

Nor be not griev'd ; she is of good esteem.
Her dowry wealthy, aud of worthy birth;

Beside, so qualified as may beseem
The spouse of any noble gentleman.
Let me embrace with old Vincentio :

And wander we to see thy honest son,

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Vin. But is this true? or is it else your pleasure.

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest

Upon the company you overtake ?

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof;
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous.

[Exeunt Petruchio. Katharina, and Vincentio.
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart

.

Have to my widow ; and if she be forward.
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward.

[Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Padua. Before Lucentio's House.

Enter, on one side, Biondello, Lucentio, and
Bianca : Gremio walking on the other side.

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir; for the priest is

ready.

Luc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance to

need thee at home, therefore leave us.

Bio)i. Nay, faith, I'll see the church o'your back ;

and then come back to my master as soon as I can.

[Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello.
Ore. I marvel, Cambio comes not all this wb-'...

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio, and
Attendants.

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's house.

My father's bears more toward the uiarket-place
;

Tliither -iiust I, and here I leave you, sir.

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before

you go

;

I think, I shall command your welcome here.

And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward.
[Knocks.)

Gre. They're busy within, you were best knoclc

louder.

Enter Pedant above, at a toindow.

Ped. What's he, that knocks as he wonld beat

down the gate ?

Vin. Is signior Lucentio within, sir?

Ped. He's within, sir, bufnot to be spoken
withal.

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound
or two, to nwke merry withal ?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself; he

shall need none, so long as I live.
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Pet. Nay, I told yon, your son was beloved in

Padna.—Do you hear, sir?—to leave frivolous

circumstances,— I i)ray you, tell signior Lucentio,

that his father is come from Pisa, and is here at the

door to speak with him.

Ped. Thou liest ; his fatlier is come from Pisa,

and here looking out at the window.
Vin. Art thou his father ?

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may be-

lieve her.

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman ! [To Vincen.)

why, tliis is flat knavery, to take upon you another

man's name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain; I believe, 'a

means to cozen somebody in this city under my
coautenance.

Re-enter Biondello.

Bion. I have seen them in the church together:

God send 'em good shipping!—But who is here?

mine old master, Vincentio ? now we are undone,

and brought to nothing.

Vin, Come hither, crack-hemp.
{Seeing Biondello.)

Bion. I hope, I may choose, sir.

Vin. Come hither, you rogue : What, have you
forgot me ?

Bion. Forgot you ? no, sir : I could not forget

you, for I never saw you before in all ray life.

Vin. VVhat, you notorious villain, didst thou

never see thy master's father, Vincentio?
Bion. What, my old, worshipful old master? yes,

marry, sir; see where he looks out of the window.
Vin. Is't so, indeed ? {Beats Biondello.)

Bion. Help, help, help ! here's a madman will

murder me. [Exit,

Ped. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista

!

[Exitfrom the window.)
Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let's .stand aside, and see

the end of this controversy. (They retire.)

Re-enter Pedant belovj ; B.u>nsTA, Tranio, and
Servants.

Tra. Sir, what are yon, that offer to beat my
servant ?

Vin. What am I, sir ? nay, what are yon, sir ?

—

O immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet

!

a velvet hose ! a scarlet oloak ! and a copatain hat i

—O, I am undone ! I am undone '. while I play the

good husband at home, my son and my servant

spend all at the university.

Tra. How now ! what's the matter ?

Bap. VVhat, is the man lunatic ?

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by
your habit, but your words show you a madman :

Why, sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and
gold ? I thank my good father, I am able to main-
tain it.

Vin. Thy father ? O, villain ! he is a sail-maker
in Bergamo.
Bap. You mistake, sir; you mistake, sir: Pray,

what do you think is his name ?

Viri. His name ? as if I knew not his name : I

have brought him up ever since he was three years
old. and his name is—Tranio.
Ped. Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lucen-

tio ; and he is mine only .son, and heir to the lands of
me, signior Vincentio.

Vin. Lucentio ! O, he hath murdered his mas-
ter!—Lay hold on him, I charge you, i i the duke's
name :—0, my son, my son !—tell me, thou villain,

where is my son Lucentio?
Tra. Call forth an officer : {Enter one tvith an

Officer) carry this mad knave to the gaol :—Father
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forthcoming.

Vin. Carry me to the gaol

!

Gre. Stay, oflBcer; he shall not go to prison.
Bop. Talk not, signior Gremio; I say, he shall

go to prison.

Gre. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be

coney-catched in this business ; I ilare swear, this

is the right Vincentio.

Ped. Swear, if thou darest.

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it. [Lucentio.

Tra, Then thou wert best say, that I am not

Gre, Yes, I know thee to be signior Lncentio.

Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him.

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abus'd;

—

O monstrous villain

!

Re-enter Biondello, tvit/i Luceniio, and Bianca.

Bion. O, we are spoiled, and—Yonder he is;

deny him, forswear hira, or else we ar all undone.

Lnc, Pardon, sweet father. {Kneeling.)

Vin. Lives my sweetest son '?

{Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant, run out,,

Birin. Pardon, dear father. {Kneelitig.)

Rap. How hast thou ofl'ended ?•

Where is Lucentio?
Luc. Here's Lucentio,

Right son unto the right Vincentio

;

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine,

While counterfeit supposes blear'd thine eyne.
• Gre. Here's packing, with a witness, to deceive

us nil

!

Vin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio,

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter so?
Bap, Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's love

Made me exchange my state with Tranio,

While he did bear my countenance in the town

;

And happily I have arriv'd at last

Unto the wished haven of my bliss :

—

What Tranio did, myself eni'orc'd him to;

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake.

Vin. I'll slit the villain's nose, that would have
sent me to the gaol.

Ba]]. But do you hear, sir? {To Lucentio.) Have
you married my daughter without asking my good-
will

;

[go to :

Vin, Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you.
But I will in to be revenged for this villainy. [Exit,

Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery.
[Exit.

Luc, Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father will not

frown. [Exeunt Lite, and Bian.
Gre. My cake is dough : But I'll in among the rest

;

Out of hope of all,—but my share of the feast. [Exit.

Petruchio and Kath.4RINA advance

Kath, Husband, let's follow, to see the end of

this ado.

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will.

Kath. What, in the midst of the street?

Pet. What, art thou asham'ed of me ?

Kath. No, sir; God forbid :—but ashamed to kiss.

Pet. Why, then lets home again :—Come, sir-

rah, let's away.
Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now pray

thee, love, stay.

Pet. Is not this well ?—Come, my sweet Kate
;

Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Lucentio's House.

A Banquet se out. Enter Baptista. Vincentio,

Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio, Bianca. Pe-
truchio, KathiRINA, Hortensio, and Widow.
Tranio, Biondello, Grujiio, and others at-

tending.

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree :

And time it is, when ragina war is done.

To smiL' at 'scapes and ))ei ils overblown.

—

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome.

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine :

—

Brother Petruchio,—sister Katharina,—

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,

—

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house
,

My b..nquet is io close our stomachs up.

After our great good cheer ; Pray you, sit down

;
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For now we sit to chat, as well as eat.

{They sit at table.)

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat

!

Bap. Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

Hor. For both our sake.s, I would that word were
rue.

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow.
Wid. Then never trust me, if I be afeard.

Pet. You are sensible, and yet you miss my sense
;

I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you.

fVid. He, that is giddy, thinks the world turns

Pet. Roundly replied. [round.

Kath. Mistress, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. fthat ?

Pet. Conceives by me !—How likes Hortensio

Hor. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale.

Pet. Nitx-'j well mended: Kiss him for that, good
widow. [round :

Kath. He, that is giddy, thinks the world turns

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

fVid. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew.

Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe :

And now yon know my meaning.
Kath. A very mean meaning.

Wid. Right, I mean you.

Kat. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you.

Pet. To her, Kate !

Hor. To her, widow I

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her

Hor. That's my office. [down.

Pet. Spoke like an officer :—Ha' to thee, lad.

{Drinks to Hortensio.)

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks ?

5 Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well.

Bian. Head, and butt ? an hasty-witted body
Would say, your head and butt were head and horn.

Vin. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd you ?

Biaii. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I'll

sleep again. [begun.

Pet. Nay, that you shall not ; since you have

Have at you for a bitter jest or tv/o.

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my bush.

And then pursue me as you draw your bow :

—

You are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bianca, Katharina and Widow.
Pet. She hath prevented me.—Here, signior

Tranio,

This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not

;

Therefore, a health to all, that shot and miss'd.

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his grey-

hound.
Which runs himself, and catches for his master.

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish.

Tra. 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself;

'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now.
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio,

Hur. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here ?

Pet. 'A has a little gall'd me, I confess

;

And as the jest did glance away from me,
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

Pet. Well, I say—no: and therefore, for as-

surance.

Let's each one send unto his wife

;

And he, whose wife is most obedient

To come at first, when he doth send for her.

Shall win the wager, which we will propose.

Hor. Content : what is the wager ?

Luc. Twenty crowns.
Pet. Twenty crowns

!

I'll venture so much on my hawk, or hound,

But twenty times so much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred, then.

Hor. Content.
Pet. A match ; 'tis done.
Hor. Who shall begin ?

Luc. That will I.—Go,

Biondello, bid your mistress come to me.
Bion. I go [Exit.
Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes.
Luc. I'll have no halves : I'll bear it all myself.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now ! what news ?

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word
That she is busy, and she cannot come.

Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come !

Is that an answer ?

Ore. Ay, and a kind one too ;

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.
Pet. I hope, better.

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello.

Pet. O, ho ! entreat her

!

Nay, then she must needs come.
Hor. I am afraid, sir.

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.

Re-enter Biondello.

Now, Where's my wife ? [hand
;

Bion. She says, you have some goodly jest in

She will not come : she bids you come to her.

Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come ! O
Intolerable, not to be endur'd ! [vile.

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress

;

Say, I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio.
Hor. I know her answer.
Pet. What?
Hor. She will not come.
Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there au end.

Enter Katharitva.

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Katha-
rina ! [me ?

Kath. What is your will, sir, that you send for

Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio's wife ?

Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go fetch them hither; if they deny to

come.
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands

;

Away, I say, and bring them hither straight.

[Exit Katharina.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.
Hor. And so it is ; I wonder what it bodes.

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet

An awful rule, and right supremacy

;

[life.

And, to be short, what not, that's sweet and happy.
Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio I

The wager thou hast won, and I will add
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns;
Another dowry to another daughter.

For she is chang'd as she had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet

;

And show more sign of her obedience.

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

Re-enter Katharina, loith Bianca and Widow
See, where she comes: and brings your froward

wives
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.

—

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not

;

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot.

TVatharina pulls off her cap, and throws it down.)

Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh.

Till I be brought to such a silly pass

!

Bian. Fy ! what a foolish duty call you this ?

Luc. I would your duty were as foolish too

:

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper time

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head
strong women.

What duty they do owe their lords and husbands.

Wid. Come, come, you're mocking; we will have
no telling.

Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with her.

/fjrf. She shall not.

Pet. I say, she shall ;—and first begin with her.
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Kath. Fy, fy! anknit that threat uing ankind
brow;

And dart not scomftd glances from those eyes,

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor:

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ;

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair bads
;

And in no sense is meet, or amiable.

A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled,

JMuddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty

;

And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper.

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee

And for thy maintenance : commits his body
To painful labour, both hy sea and land

;

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold.

While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe

;

And craves no other tribute at thy hands.

But love, fair looks, and true obedience ;

—

Too little payment for so great a debt.

Such duty as the subject owes the prince.

Even such, a woman oweth to her husband :

And when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour,

And not obedient to his honest will,

WTiat is she, but a foul contending rebel.

And graceless traitor to her loving lord?

—

I am asham'd that women are so simple
To offer war, where they should kneel for peace

;

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway,
W^here they are bound to serve, love, and obey.

Why are onr bodies soft, and weak, and smooth.

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world

;

But that our soft conditions, and our hearts,
Should well agree with our external parts?
Come, come, you froward and unable worms!
My mind hath been as big as one of yours.
My heart as great ; my reason, haply, more,
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown :

But now, I see, our lances are but straws

;

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,

—

Tliat seeming to be most, which we least are.

Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot

;

And place your hands below your hnsband's font

:

In token of which duty, if he please.
My hand is ready, may it do him ease.

Pet. Why, there's a wench I—Come on, and kiss

me, Kate. [ha't.

Luc. VV'ell, go thy ways, old lad ; for thou shalt

Vin. 'Tis a good hearing, when cliildren are
toward.

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women are fro-

ward.
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed :

We three are married, but you two are sped.
'Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white I

1 To Lucentio.
And, being a winner, God give you good night

!

[Exeunt PetrHchio and Kath.
Hor Now go thy ways, thou hast tam'd a curst

shrew.
Luc. Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be

tam'd 80. [Exeunt.
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.

i\ Sicilian Lords.

LEONTES, King of Sicilia.
MAMILLIUS, /lis Son.
CAMILLO,
ANTIGONUS,
CLEOiMENES,
DION,
Another Sicilian Lord.
ROGERO, a Sicilian Gentleman.
An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillins.
Officers of a Court of Judicature.
KOLIXENES, King of Bohemia.
FLORIZEL, his Son.
ARCHIDAMUS, a Bohemian Lord.
A Mariner.

Gaoler. , „ , . „ ,.

An old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdtta.

Clown, his Son.
Senfant to the old Shepherd.
AUTOLYCUS, a Rogue.
Time, as Chorus.
HERMIONE, Queen to Leontes.

PERDITA, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione
PAULINA, Wife to Antigonus.

M0PSK,—O0KCKS,—Shepherdesses.
Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Satyrs for a Dance;

Shepherds, Shepherdesses, Guards, etc.

ScET-iE,—Sometimes in Sicilia, sometimes in Bohemia.

Scene I.

—

Sicilia.

ACT I.

An Ante-ckumber in Leontes'
Palace.

Enter Camillo and Archidamus.

Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bo-
hemia on the like occasion, wherein my services are

now on foot, you shall see, as I have said, great dif-

ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilia.

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he
justly owes him.

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame us,

we will be justified in our loves : for, indeed,

—

Cam. 'Beseech yon,

Arch. Verily, 1 speak it in the freedom of my
knowledge : we cannot with such magnificence

—

in so rare—I know not what to say We will

give you sleepy drinks ; that .your senses, unintel-

ligent of our insiifficience, may, though they cannot
praise us, as little accuse tis. [given freely.

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for what's
Arch. Believe me, I speak as ray mderstanding

instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utter-

ance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over kind to

Bohemia. They were trained together in their

childhoods ; and there rooted betwxt them then

such an affection, which cannot choose but branch
now. Since their more mature dignities, and royal

necessities, made separation of their society, their

encounters, though not personal, have been royally

attornied, with interchange of gifts, letters, loving

embassies ; that they have seemed to be together,

though absent; shook hands, as over a vast; and
embraced, as it were, from the ends of opposed
winds. The heavens continue their loves

!

Arch. I think, there is not in the world either

malice, or matter, to alter it. You have an un-

speakable comfort of your young prince Mamillius;
it is a gentleman of the greatest promise, that ever
came into my note.

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes
of him: It is a gallant child; one that, indeed,
physics tht* subject, makes old hearts fresh : they,

that went on crutches ere he was born, desire yet

their life, to see him a man.
Arch. Would they else be content to die ?

Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuse, why
they should desire to live.

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire
to live on crutches, till he had one.

{Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room of state in the
Palace.

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Hermione, Mamil-
lius, Camillo, and Attendants.

Pol. Nine changes of the wat'ry star have been
The shepherd's note, since we have left our tlirone

Without a burden : time as long again

Would be fill'd up, my brother, with onr thanks;

And yet we should, for perpetuity,

Go hence in debt. And therefore, like a cipher.

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply.

With one we-thank-you, many thousands more.
That go before it.

Leon. Stay your tlianks awhile

;

And pay them, when you part.

Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow.
I am question'd by my fears, of what may chance.

Or breed upon our absence : That may blow
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say.

This is put forth too truly ! Besides, I have stay'd

To tire your royalty.

Leon. We are tougher, brother.

Thin you can put us to't.

Pol. No longer stay.

Leon. One seven-night longer.

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow.
Leon. We'll part the time between's then : and

I'll no gain-saying. [m that

Pol. Press me not, 'beseech you ,o

;

There is no tongue, that moves, none, none i'the

world.
So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now,
Were there necessity in your request, although
'Twere needful I denied it. My affairs

Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay

To you a charge and trouble : to save both.

Farewell, our brother.

Leon. Tongue-tied, onr queen ? speak yon
Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace

until [sir

You had drawn oaths from him, not to stay. You
Charge him Voo coldly : Tell him, you are sure,

All in Bohemia's well : this satisfaction

The by-gone day proclaim'd ; say this to him.

He's beat from his best ward.

Leon. Well said, Hermione
Her. To tell he longs to see his son, were strong

:

But let him say so then, and let him go
;

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay.

We'll thwack him hence with distaffs.

—

Yet of your royal presence {to Polixenes) I'll ad-

venture
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The borrow of a week . When at Bohemia
Vou take ray lord, I'll give him my commission.

To let hitn there a month, behind the gest

Prefix'd for's parting : yet, good deed, Leoutes,
I love thee not a jar o'the clock behind

,

What lady she her lord.—You'll stay ?

Pol. No, madam.
Her. Nay, but you will ?

Pol. I may not, verily.

Her. Verily !

' Vou put me otT with limber vows : But I,

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with
yhould yet say, Sir, no going. Verily, [oaths,

You shall not go ; a lady's verily is

As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet ?

Force me to keep you as a prisoner.

Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees,

Wlien you depart, and save your thanks. How
say you?

My prisoner ? or my guest ? by your dread verily.

One of them you shall be.

Pol. Your guest then, madam :

To be your prisoner, should import offending
;

Which is for me less easy to commit.
Than you to punish.

Her. Not your gaoler then,

But your kind hostess. Come, I'll question you
Of my lord's tricks, and yours, when you were
You were pretty Jordlings then. fboys

;

Pol. We were, fair queen.
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind.

But such a day to-morrow as to-day.

And to be boy eternal.

Hei'. Was not my lord the verier wag o'the two ?
Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did frisk

i'the sun.

And bleat the one at the other : What we chang'd.

Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not

The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream'd
That any did : Had we pursued that life.

And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd

With stronger blood, we should have answer'd
heaven

Boldly, Not Guilty ; the imposition clear'd.

Hereditary ours.

Her. By this we gather.

You have tripp'd since.

Pol. O my most sacred lady.

Temptations have since then been born to us ; iiir

In those unfledg'd days was my wife a girl

;

Your precious self had not then cross'd the eyes
Of my young play-fellow.

Her. Grace to boot

!

Of this make no conclusion; lest you say.

Your queen and I are devils : Yet, go on

;

The offences we have made you do, we'll answer';

If you first sinn'd with us, and that with us
You did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not

With any but with us.

Leon. Is he won yet ?

Her. He'll stay, my lord.

Leon. At my request, he would not.

Herraione, my dearest, thou never spok'st
To better purpose.
Her. Never?
Leon. Never, but once.
Her. What ? have I twice said well ? when was't

before ?

I pr'ythee, tell me : Cram us with praise, and
make us [less.

As fat as tame things : One good deed, dying tongue-
Slaughters a thousand, waiting; upon that.

Our praises are our wages : "iTou may ride us,

With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal ;

—

My last good was, to entreat his stay

;

What vvas my first ? it has an elder sister.
Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace !

But once before I spoke to the purpose : When ?
Ny, let me hav't ; I long.

Leon. Why, that was, when
Three crabbed months had sour'd themselves to

death.
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand,
And clap thyself my love ; then didst thou utter,
/ am yours for ever.

Her. It is Grace, indeed.—
Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose
The one for ever eam'd a royal husband

; [twice :

The other, for some while a friend.

{Giving her hand to Polixenes.)
Leon.

_
Too hot, too hot : {Aside.}

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods.
I have tremor cordis on me :—my heart dances

;

But not for joy,—not joy.—This entertainment
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty

From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom.
And well become the agent : it may, I grant

:

But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers.

As now they are ; and making praclis'd smiles.

As in a looking-glass ;—and then to sigh, as 'twere
The mort o'the deer; O, that is entertainment
My bosom likes not, nor my brows.—Mamillius,
Art thou my boy ?

Mam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. I'fecks ?
Why, that's my bawcock. What, hast smutch'd

thy nose ?

—

They say, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain,
We must be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain :

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf.

Are all call'd neat.—Still virginalling

{Observing Polixenes and Hermione.)
Upon his palm ?—How now, you wanton calf.

Art thou my calf?
Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord

'

Leofi. Thou want'st a rough pash, and the shoots
that I have.

To be full like me :—yet, they say, we are
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so,

That will say any thing : But were they false
As o'er-dyed blacks, as wind, as waters ; false

As dice are to be wish'd, by one that fixes

No bourn 'twixt his and mine
;
yet were it true

To say this boy were like me.—Come, sir page.
Look on me with your welkin eye : Sweet villain !

Most dear's!! my coUop !—Can thy dam?—may't
Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre : [be ?
Thou dost make possible, things not so held,

Communicat'st with dreams ;—(How can this be ?)

With what's unreal thou coactive art.

And fellow'st nothing : Then 'tis very credent.
Thou raay'st co-join with something ; and thou dost

;

(And that beyond commission ; and I find it,)

And that to the iufectiim of my brains.

And haidening of my brows.
Pol. What means Sicilia ?

Her. He s-^ mething seems unsettled.

Pol. How, my lord ?

What cheer ? how is't with you, best brother ?

Her. You look.

As if you held a brow of much distraction :

Are you mov'd, my lord?
Leon. No, in good earnest.

—

How sometimes nature will betray its folly.

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime

To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines

Of my boy's face, methoughts, I did recoil

Twenty-three years ; and saw myself unbreech'd.

In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled.

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove,

As ornaments oft do, toa dangerous.

How like, methoughts I then was to this kernel.

This quash, this gentleman :—Mine honest friend.

Will you take eggs for money ?

Mam. No, my lord, I'll fight.

Leon. You will ? why, happy man be his dole !—

My brother.

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we
Do seem to be of ours ?
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pgl If at home, sir.

He's all ray exercise, my uiirth, my matter :

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy

;

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all

:

He makes a July's dify short as December

;

And, with his varying childness, cures in me
Thoughts, that would thick my blood.

Leon. So stands this squire

Olfic'd with me : We two will walk, my lord.

And leave you to your graver steps.—Hermione,

How thou lov'st us, show in our brother's welcome ;

Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap :

Next to thyself, and my young rover, he's

Apparent to my heart.

Her. If yon would seek us.

We are yours i' the garden : Shall's attend you

there ? [found,

Leo7i. To your own bents dispose you : you'll be

Be you beneath the sky :—I am angling now.

Though you perceive me not how I give line.

Go to, go to !
.

{Aside. Observing Polixenes and Hermione.)

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him

!

And arms her with the boldness of a wife

To her allowing husband ! Gone already ;

Inch-thick, knee-deep ; o'er head and ears a fork'd

one.

—

lExeunt Polixenes, Hermione, and Attendants.

Go, piny, boy, play ;— thy mother plays, and I

Play too; but so disgrac'd a part, whose issue

VVill hiss me to my grave ; contempt and clamour

Will be ray knell.—Go, play, boy, play ;—There
have been.

Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now;

And many a man there is, even at this present.

Now, while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm.

That little thinks she has been sluic'd in's absence.

And his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by

Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't.

Whiles other men have gates; and those gates

open'd.

As mine against their will : Should all despair.

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind

Would hang themselves. Physic for't there is none

;

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike

Where 'tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful, think it,

From east, west, north and south : Be it concluded,

No barricado for a belly ; know it

;

It will let in and out the enemy,

With bag and baggage : many a thousand of us

Have the disease, and feel't not.—How now, boy ?

Mam. I am like you, they say.

Jjeon. Why, that's some comfort.

—

What ! Camillo there !

Cam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. Go play, Mamilius; thou'rt an honest

man.

—

[Exit Mainillius.

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer.

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold:

When you cast out, it still came home.

Leon. Didst note it ?

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions ; made
His business more material.

Leon. Didst perceive it ?

They're here with me already ; whispering, round-

Sicilia is a so forth : 'Tis far gone, [ing,

When I shall gust it last.—How came't, Camillo,

ITiathedidstay?
Cam. At the good queen's entreaty.

Leon. At the queen's, be't : good should be per-

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken [tinent

;

By any understanding pate'but thine?

For thy conceit is soaking, wai draw in

More than the common blocks :—Not noted, is't.

But of the finer natures 'i by some severals.

Of head-piece extraordinary? lower mes.ses.

Perchance, are to this business purblind ; say.

Cam. Business, ray lord ? I think, most under-

Bohemia stays here longer. [stand

Leon. Ha ?

Act I.

Cam. Stays here longer.

Leon. Ay, but why ?

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties

Of our most gracious mistress.

Leon. Satisfy

The entreaties of your mistress ? satisfy ?

—

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo,

With all the nearest things to my heart, as well

My chamber-councils : wherein, priest like, thou

Hast cleans'd my bosom ; I from thee departed

Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd

In that which seems so.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord !

Leon. To bide opon't ;—Thou art not honest : or.

If thou inclin'st that way, thou art a coward ;

Which boxes honesty behind, restraining

From course requir'd : Or else thou must be counted

A servant, grafted in my serious trust.

And therein negligent ; or else a fool.

That seest a game play'd home, the rich stake drawn.
And tak'st it all for jest.

Cam. My gracious lord,

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful
5

In every one of these no man is free.

But that his negligence, his folly, fear.

Amongst the infinite doings of the world,

Sometimes puts forth : In your affairs, my lord.

If ever I were wilful-negligent.

It was my folly- if industriously
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence.

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful

To do a thing, where I the issue doubted.
Whereof the execution did cry out
Against the non-performance, 'twas a fear

Wliich oft affects the wisest : these, my lord.

Are such allow'd infirmities, that honesty
Is never free of'. But, 'beseech your grace.

Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass
By its own visage : if I then deny it,

'Tis none of mine.
Leon. Have not you seen, Camillo,

(But that's past doubt: you have; or your eye-
glass

Is thicker than a cuckold's horn ;) or heard,
(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation

Resides not in that man, that does not think it,)

My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess,

(Or else be impudently negative,

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then say.

My wife's a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to

Before her troth-plight ; say it, and justify it.

Cam. I would not be a stander-by, to hear
My sovereign mistress clouded so, wthout
My present vengeance taken : 'shrew my heari,

You never spoke what did become you less

Than this ; which to reiterate, were sia

As deep as that, though true.

Leon. Is whispering nothinjr?

Is lean'ug cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses?
Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career
Of laughter with a sigh? (a note infallible

Of breaking honesty :) horsing foot on foot ?

Skulking in corners? wishing clocks more swift?
Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind

With the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only.

That would unseen be wicked? is this nothing?

Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing
;

The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing
;

My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have these no-

If this be nothing. [things.

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd

Of this diseas'd opinion, and betimes
;

For 'tis most dangerous.

Leon. Say, it be ; 'tis true.

Cam. No, no, my lord.

Leon. It is
;
you lie, you lie ;

I say, thou liest, Camillo, and 1 hate thee
;
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Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave

;

Or else a hovering temporizer, that

€aust with thine eyes at once see good and evil.

Inclining to them both : Were my vpife's liver

Infected as her life, she would not live

Tlie running of one glass.

Cam. Who does infect her ?

Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal,
About his neck, Bohemia ; who—if I [hanging
Had servants true about me ; that bare eyes
To see alike mine honour as their profits.

Their own particular thrifts,—they would do that.

Which should undo more doiug: ay, and thou.

His cup-bearer,—whom I from meaner form
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worship ; who may'st

see

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven,
How I am galled,—might'st bespice a cup,
To give mine enemy a lasting wink ;

Which draught to me were cordial.

Cam. Sir, ray lord,

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion.

But with a ling'ring dram, that should not work
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress.

So sovereignly being honourable.
I have lov'd thee,

Leon, Make't thy question, and go rot

!

Dost think, I am so muddy, so unsettled.
To appoint myself in this vexation ? sully
The purity and whiteness of my sheets,

Which to preserve, is sleep ; which being spotted.
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ?

Give scandal to the blood o'the prince my son.
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine,
Without ripe moving to't ?—Would 1 do this ?

Could man so blench ?

Cam. I must believe you, sir
;

I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for't

:

Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your highness
Will take again your queen, as yours at first;

Even for your son's sake ; and, thereby, for sealing
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms
Known and sdlied to yours.

Leon. Thou dost advise me,
Even so as I mine own course have set down :

I'll give no blemish to her honour, none.

Cam. My lord.

Go then; and with a countenance as clear

As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia,
And with your queen : I am his cup-bearer

;

If from me he have wholesome beverage.
Account me not your servant.

Leon. This is all

:

Do't, and thou hast the one half ofmy heart;
Do't not, thou split'st thine own.
Cam. I'll do't, my lord.

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast advis'd
me. [Exit.

Cam. O miserable lady !—But for me.
What case stand I in ? I must be the poisoner
Of good Polixenes: and my ground to do't
Is the obedience to a master ; one.
Who, in rebellion with himself, will have
All that are his, so too.—To do this deed,
Promotion follows : If I could find example
Of thousands that have struck anointed kings.
And flourish'd after, I'd not do't : but since
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears uot one,
Let villainy itself forswear't. I must
Forsake the court : to do't, or no, is certain
To me a break- neck. Happy star, reign now !

Here comes Bohemia.

Enter PoLixENEs.

Pol. This is strange I methinks,
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ?

C^d day, Camillo.
Cam. Hail, mo.st royalsir!
Pol. What is the news I'tbe court?

Cam. None rare, my lord.
Pol. The king hath on him such a countenance.

As be had lost some province, and a region,
Lov'd as he loves himself : even now I met him
With customary compliment; when he,
Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me ; and
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding.
That changes thus his manners.
Cam. I dare not know, ray lord.

.

Pol. How ! dare not ? do not Do you know,
and dare not

Be intelligent to me ? 'Tis thereabouts :

For to yourself, what you do know, you must

;

And cannot say, you clare not. Good Camillo,
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror.
Which shows me mine chang'd too : for I must be
A party in this alteration, finding
Myself thus alter'd with it.

Cam. There is a sickness,
Which puts some of us in distemper ; but
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught
Of you, that yet are well.

Pol. How ! caught of rae ?

Make me not sighted like the basilisk.

I have look'd on thousands, who have sped the better
By my regard, but kill'd none so. Camillo,
As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto
Clerk-like, experienc'd, which no less adorns
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names.
In whose success we are gentle,—I beseech you,
Ifyou know aught which does behove my knowledge
Thereof to be inform'd, imprison it not
In ignorant concealment.
Cam. I may not answer.
Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well!

I must be answer'd.—Dost thou hear, Camillo,
I conjure thee, by all the parts of man.
Which honour does acknowledge,—whereof the

least

Is not this suit of mine,—that thou declare
What incidency thou dost guess of harm
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near

;

Which way to be prevented, if to be
;

If not, how best to bear it.

Cam. Sir, I'll tell you

;

Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him [sel

;

That I think honourable : therefore, mark my coun-
Which must be even as swiftly fbllow'd, as
I mean to utter it ; or both yourself and me
Cry, lost, and so good-night.

rol.
,

On, good Camillo.
Cam. I am appointed Him to murder you.

Pol. By whom, Camillo?
Cam. By the king.

Pol. For what?
Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he

As he had seen't, or been an in.strument [swears

To vice you to't,—that you have touch'd his queen
Forbiddenly.
Pol. O, then ray best blood turn

To an infected jelly ; and my name
Be yok'd with his, that did betray the best

!

Turn then my freshest reputation to

A savour, that may strike the dullest nostril

Where I arrive ; and my approach be shunn'd.

Nay, hated too, worse than the great'st infection,

That e'er was heard, or read !

Cam. Swear his thought over

By each particular star in heaven, and
By all their influences, you may as well

Forbid the sea for to obey the moon,
As or, by oath, remove, or counsel, shake

The fabric of his folly ; whose foundation

Is pii'd upon his faith, and will continue

The standing of his body.

Pol. How should this growV
Cam. 1 know uot: but, I am sure, 'tis safer to

Avoid what's grown, than (|uestiou how 'tis born.

If Ihercfiiie you dare (rust my honesty,

—
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That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you

Shall bear along itnpawn'd,— away to-m5!:ht

Your followers I will whisper to the business
;

And will, by twos, and threes, at several posterns.

Clear them of the city : For myself, I'll put

My fortunes to your service, which are here

By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain;

For, by the honour of my parents, I

Have utter'd truth : which if you seek, to prove,

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer

Than one condemn'd by the king's own mouth.

His execution sworn. [thereon

Pol. I do believe thee
;

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand

;

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall

Still neighbour mine : my ships are ready, and
My people did expect my hence departure

Two days ago.—This jealousy

Is for a precious creature : as she's rare.

Must it be great ; and, as his person's mighty.

Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive

He is dishonour'd by a man which ever
Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must
In that be made more bitter. Pear o'ershades me

;

Good expedition be ray friend, and comfort

The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing

Of his ill-ta'en suspicion ! Come, Camillo ;

I will respect thee as a father, if

Thou bear'st my life oft' hence : let us avoid.

Cam. It is in mine authority, to command
The keys of all the posterns : please your highness

To take the urgent hour: Come, .sir, away.
[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladles.

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubles me,

'Tis past enduring.

1 Lady. Come, my gracious lord.

Shall I be your play-fellow ?

Mam. No, I'll none of you.

1 Lady. Why, ray sweet lord ?

Mam. You'll kiss me hard ; and speak to me as if

I were a baby still.—I love you better.

2 Lady. And why so, my good lord ?

Mam. Not for becaase
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they say.

Become some women best ; so that there be not

Too much hair there, but in a semi-circle.

Or half-moon made with a pen.

2 Lady. Who taught you this ?

Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces.—Pray
What colour are your eye-brows ? [now

1 Lady. Blue, my lord.

Main. Nay, that's a mock : I have seen a lady's

nose
That has been blue, but not her eye-br.. ws.

2 Lady. Hark ye :

The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we shall

Present our services to a fine new prince.

One of these days : and then you'd wanton with us.

If we would have you.
1 Lady. She is spread of late

Into a goodly bulk : Good time encounter her !

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you? Come,
sir, now

I am for you again : pray you, sit by us.

And tell's a tale.

Mam. Merry, or sad, shall't be ?

Her. As merry as you will.

Mam. A sad tale's best for winter

;

1 have one of sprites and goblins.

Her. Let's have that, sir.

Come on, sit down :—Come on, and do your best
To fright nie with your sprites : you're powerful at

Mam. There was a man, [it.

Her. Nay, come, sit down; then on.

Mam. Dwelt by a churchyard :— I will tell it

softly

;

Yon crickets shall not hear it.

Her. Come on, then,

And give't me in mine ear.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and others.

Leon. Was he met there ? his train? Camillo with
him? [never.

I Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them
Saw I men scour so on their way: I ey'd them
Even to their ships.

Leon. How bless'd am I

In my just censure ? in my true opinion ?

—

Alack, for lesser knowledge !—How accurs'd,

In being so blest!—There may be in the cup
A spider steep'd, and one may drink ; depart.

And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge
Is not infected : but if one present

The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known
How he hath drank, he cracks his gorge, his sides.

With violent hefts :—I have drank, and seen the

spider.

Camillo was his help in this, his pander !

—

There is a plot against my life, my crown
;

All's true that is mistrusted :—that false villain.

Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him

:

He has discover'd my design, and I

Remain a pinch'd thing
;
yea, a very trick

For them to play at will :—How came the posterns

So easily open ?

I Lord. By his great authority
;

Which often hath no less prevail'd than so.

On your command.
Leon. I know't too well.

Give me the boy ; I ara glad, you did not nurse him :

Though he does bear some sign of me, yet you
Have too much blood in him.

Her. What is this ? sport ?

Leon. Bear the boy hence, he shall not come
about her

;

Away with him :—and let her sport herself

With that she's big with ; for 'tis Polixenes
Has made thee swell thus.

Her. But I'd say he had not.

And, I'll be sworn, you would believe my saying,

Howe'er you lean to the nayward.
Leon. You, my lords.

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about
To say, she is a goodly lady, and
The justice of your hearts will thereto add,
'Tis pity she's not honest, honourable :

Praise her but for this her without-door form,

(Which, on uiy faith, deserves high speech,) and
straight

The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these petty brands.
That calumny doth use :—0, I am out.

That mercy does ; for calumny will sear

Virtue itself:—these shrugs, these hums, and ha's.

When you have said, she's goodly, come between.
Ere you can say, she's honest: But be- it known
From him, that has most cause to grieve it should be.

She's an adultress.

Her. Should a villain say so.

The most replenish'd villain in the world.
He were as much more villain : you, my lord,

Do but mistake.

Leon. You have mistook, my lady,
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing.

Which I'll not call a creature of thy place.

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent.

Should a like language use to all degrees.

And mannerly distiuguishment leave out

Betwixt the prince and beggar !—I have said.

She's an adultress ; I have said with whom :

More, she's a traitor; and Camillo is

A federary with her ; and one that knows
What she slionld shame to know herself.

But with her most vile principal, that she's

A bed-swerver, even as bad as those

That vulgars give bold titles; ay, and privy

To this their late escape.
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Her. No, by my life,

Privy to none of this : How will this grieve you.

When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that

You thus have pnblish'd me? Gentle my lord.

You scarce can right me throughly then, to say

You did mistake.

Leon. No, no ; if I mistake

In those foundations which I build upon,

The center is not big enough (o bear

A school-boy's top.—Away with her to prison :

He, who shall speak for her, is afar off guilty.

But that he speaks.

Her. There's some ill planet reigns :

I must be patient, till the heavens look

With an aspect more favourable.—Good my lords,

I am not proue to weeping, as our sex
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew.
Perchance, shall dry your pities : but I have
That honourable griet lodg'd here, which bums
Worse than tears drown : 'Beseech you all, my

lords.

With thoughts so qualified as your charities

Sliall best instruct you, measure me ;—and so

The king's will be perform'd !

Leon. Shall I be heard ?

{To the Guards.)
Her. Who is't, that goes with me?—'Beseech

your highness.

My women may be with me ; for, you see,

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools

;

There is no cause ; when yon shall know, your
mistress

Has deserv'd a prison, then abound in tears.

As I come out : this action I now go on.

Is for my better grace.—Adieu, my lord :

I never wish'd to see you sorry; now,
I trust, I shall. My women, come; yoo have
Leon. Go, do your bidding; hence. [leave.

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies.
1 Lord. Beseech your highness, call the queen

again.

Ant. Be certain what yon do, sir; lest yoar justice

Prove violence ; in the which three great ones suffer.

Yourself, your queen, your son.

1 Lord. For her, my lord,

—

I dare my life lay down, and will do't, sir,

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless

I' the eyes of heaven, and to you : 1 mean.
In this which you accuse her.

Ant. If it prove
She's otherwise, I'll kf>ep my stables where
I lodge my wife : I'll go in couples with her;
Than when I feel, and see her, no further trust her;
For every inch of woman in the vvorld,

Ay, every dram of woman's flesh, is false.

If she be.

Leon. Hold your peaces.
I Lord. Good my lord,

—

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves :

You are abus'd, and by some putter-on, [lain,

That will be damn'd for't; 'would I knew the vii-

I would land-damn liini : Be she honour-flaw'd,

—

I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven
;

The second, and the third, nine, and some five

;

If this prove true, they'll pay for't : by mine ho-
nour,

I'll geld them all ; fourteen they shall not see.
To Bring false generations : they are co-heirs

;

And I had rather glib myself, than they
Should not produce fair issue.

Leon. Cease ; no more.
You smell this business with a sense as cold
As is a depd mans nose : I see't, and feel't.

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal
The instruments that feel.

Ant. Ifitbeso,
We need no grave to bury honesty;
There's not a grain of it, the face to sweeten
Of the whole dungy earth.

^eon. What! lack I credit?

1 Lord. I had rather yoo did lack, than I, my
lord.

Upon this ground : and more it would content me
To hare her honour true, than your suspicion

;

Be hlam"d for't how you might.

Leon. Why, what need we
Commune with you of this? but rather follow

Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative
Calls not your counsels; but our natural goodness
Imparts this : which,—if you, (or stupified.

Or seeming so in skill,) cannot, or will not.

Relish as truth, like us ; inform yourselves.

We need no more of your advice ; the matter.

The loss, the gain, the ordering on't, is all

Properly ours.

Ant. And I wish, my liege.

You had only in your silent judgment tried it.

Without more overture.

Leon. How could that be ?

Either thou art most ignorant by age,

Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight.

Added to their familiarity,

(Which was as gross as ever touch'd conjecture.

That lack'd sight only, nought for approbation.

But only seeing, all other circumstances
Made up to the deed,) doth push on this proceeding :

Yet, for a greater confirmation,

(For, in an act of this importance, 'twere

Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatch'd in post.

To sacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple,

Cleonienes and Dion, whom you know
Of stufl"'d sufficiency: Now, from the oracle

They will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had.
Shall stop, or spur me. Have I done well ?

1 Lord. Well done, my lord.

Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle

Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he.
Whose ignorant credulity will not
Come up to the truth : So have we thought it good.
From our free person she should be confin'd

;

Lest that the treachery of the two, fled hence.
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us

;

We are to speak in public : for this business

Will raise us all.

Ant. [Aside.) To laughter, as I take it.

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same.—The outer Room ofa
Prison.

Enter Paulina awrf Attendants.

Paul. The keeper of the prison,—call to him;
[Exit an Attendant.

Let him have knowledge who I am.—Good lady !

No court in Europe is too good for thee.

What dost thou then in prison?—Now, good sir.

Re-enter Attendant with the Keeper.

You know uie, do you not ?

Keep. For a worthy lady

And one whom I much honour.

Paul. Fray you, then.

Conduct me to the queen.

Keep. I may not, madam ; to the contrary

I have express commandment.
Paul. Here's ado.

To lock up honesty and honour from

The access of gentle visitors I—Is it lawful.

Pray you, to see her women ? any of them?
Emilia?

Keep. So please you, madam, to put

Apart these your attendants, I shall bring

Emilia forth.

Paul. I pray now, call her—
Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attend.

Keep. And, madam,
I must be present at your conference.

Paul. Well, be it so, pr'ythee. [Exit Keeper.
Here's such ado to make no stain a stain.

As passes colouring.
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Re-enter Keeper, with Emilia.

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ?

Emil. As well as one so great, and so forlorn,

JVlay hold together : on her frights, and griefs,

(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,)

She is, something before her time, deliver'd.

Paul. A boy ?

Emil. A daughter ; and a goodly babe,
Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives
Much comfort in't: says. Mi/ poor prisoner,
I am innocent as you.
Paul. I dare be sworn :

These dangerous unsafe lunes o'the king ! beshrew
them

!

H^ must be told on't, and he shall : the office

Becomes a woman best ; I'll take't upon me :

If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue blister;
And never to my red-look'd anger be
The trumpet any more :—Pray you, Emilia,
Commend my best obedience to the queen;
If she dares trust me with her little babe,
I'll show't the king, and undertake to be
Her advocate to th' loudest : We do not know
How he may soften at the sight o'the child

;

The silence often of pure innocence
Persuades, when speaking fails.

Emil. Most worthy madam.
Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident.
That your free undertaking cannot miss
A thriving issue ; there is no l;idy living.

So meet for this great errand : Please your ladyship
To visit the next room, I'll presently
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer;

Who, but to-day, hammer'd of this design
;

But durst not tempt a minister of honour.
Lest she should be denied.
Paul. Tell her, Emilia,

I'll use that tongue I have : if vvit flow from it.

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted
I shall do good.

Emil. Now be you blest for it

!

I'll to the queen : Please you, come something
nearer. [babe,

Keep. Madam, ift please the queen to send the

I know not what I shall incur, to pass it.

Having no warrant.

Paul. You need not fear it, sir

:

The child was prisoner to the womb ; and is.

By law and process of great nature, thence
Free'd and enfranchis'd : not a party to

The anger of the king ; nor guilty of.

If any be, the trespass of the queen.
Keep. I do believe it.

Paul. Do not you fear : upon
Mine honour, I will staud 'twixt you and danger.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and other
Attendants.

Leon. Nor night nor day, no rest : It is but
weakness

To bear the matter thus ; mere weakness, if

The cause were not in being ;—part o'the cause.

She, the adultress j—for the hailot king

Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank
And level of my brain, plot-proof: but she
I can hook to me : Say, that she were gone.

Given to (he fire, a moiety of my rest

Might come to me again. Who's there ?

1 Atten. My lord ? [Advancing.)
Leon. How does the boy ?

1 Atten. He took good rest to-night

;

'Tis ho;j'd, his sickness is discharg'd.

Leon To see
His nobleness!
Conceiving the dishonour of his mother,
He strai.'^ht declio'd, droop'd, took it deeply

;

Fasten'd and fix'd the shame on't in himself;

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep.

And downright languish'd.—Leave me solely :— go.
See how he fares. {Exit Attend.]—Fy, fy! no

thought of him ;

—

The very thought of my revenges that way
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty

;

And in his parties, his alliance,—Let him be.
Until a time may serve : for present vengeance.
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes
Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow :

They should not laugh, if I could reach them ; nor
Shall she, within my power.

Enter Paulina, tvith a Child.

1 Lord. You must not enter.

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, (me :

Than the queen's life ? a gracious innocent soul

;

More free, than he is jealous.

Ant. That's enough.
1 Attend. Madam, he hath not slept to-night;

commanded
None should come at him.
Paul. Not so hot, good sir

;

I come to bring him sleep. 'Tis such as you,

—

That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh

At each his needless heavings,—such as you
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I

Do come with words as med'cinal as true

;

Honest as either ; to purge him of that humour
That presses him from sleep.

Leon. What noise there, ho '

Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful conference,

About some gossips lor your liighness.

Leon. Hov>'?

Away with that audacious lady : Antigonus,
I charg'd thee, that she should not come about me

;

I knew, she would.
Ant. I told her so, my lord.

On your displeasure's peril, and on mine.
She should not visit you.

Leon. 'What, canst not role her ?

Paid. From all dishonesty, he can : in thi.>i,

(Unless he take the course that you have done,
Commit me, for committing honour), trust it.

He shall not rule me.
Ant. Lo you now

;
yon hear !

When she will take the rein, I let her run;

But she'll not stumble.
Paul. Good my liege, I come,

—

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess

Myself your loyal servant, your physician.

Your most obedient counsellor; yet that dare
Less appear so, in comforting your evils.

Than such as most seem yours :—I say, I come
From your good queen.
Leon. Good queen

!

Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen : I say,

good queen

;

And would by combat make her good, so were I
A man, the worst about you.
Leon. Force her hence.
Paid. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes.

First hand me : on mine own accord, I'll off;

But, first, I'll do mine errand.—The good queen.
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter ;

Here 'tis ; commends it to your blessing.

{Layituj down the child.)

Leon.
,

Out!
A mankind witch ! Hence with her, out o'door

:

A most intelligencing bawd !

Paul. Not so

:

I am as ignorant in that, as you
In .so entitling me ; and no less honest

Than you are mad ;
which is enough, I'll warrant,

As this world goes, to pass for honest.

Leon. Traitors

!

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastard :-

Thou, dotard {to Anfiyonus), thou art woman-tir'd,

unroosted
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By thy dame Partlet here,—take up the bastard;

Tak't up, I say
;
give't to thy crone.

Paul. Forever
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou •

Tak'st up the princess, by that forced baseness

Which he has put upon't

!

Leon. He dreads his wife.

Paul. So, I would, you did ; then 'twere past all

You'd call your children yours. [doubt,

Leon. A nest of traitors

!

Ant. I am none, by this good light.

Paul. Nor I ; nor any.

But one, that's here ; and that's himself: for he

The sacred honour of himself, his queen's.

His hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander,

Whose sting is sharper than the sword's ; and will not

(For, as the case now stands, it is a curse

He cannot be conipell'd to't,) once remove
The root ot his opinion, which is rotten.

As ever oak, or stone, was sound.

Leon. A callat.

Of boundless tongue ; who late hath beat her hus-

band,
And now baits me !—This brat is none of mine

;

It is the issue of Polixenes :

Hence with it ; and, together with the dam,
Commit them to the fire.

Paul. It is yours
;

And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge,

So like you, 'tis the worse.—Behold, my lords.

Although the print be little, tlie whole matter

And cop}' of the father; eye, nose, lip.

The trick of his frown, his forehead.: nay, the valley,

The pretty dimples of his cliin, and cheek; his

smiles;

The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger :

—

And thou, good goddess nature, wliich hast made it

So like to him that got it, if thou hast

Tlie ordering of the mind too, 'mongst all colours

No yellow in't ; lest she suspect, as he does.

Her children not her husband's !

Leov. A gross hag !

—

And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd.

That wilt not stay her tongue.

Ant. Hang all the husbands.
That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourself

Hardly one subject.

Leon. Once morp, take her hence.

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord

Can do no more.
Leon. I'll have thee bum'd.
Paul. I care not

:

It is an heretic that makes the fire,

Not she, which burns in't. I'll not call thee tyrant

;

But this most cruel usage of your queen
(Not able to produce more accusation

Than your own weak-hing'd fancy,) something sa-

vours
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you.
Yea, scandalous to the world.

Leon. On your allegiance.

Out of the chamber with her. . Were I a tyrant.

Where were her life? she durst not call me so.

If she did know me one. Away with her.

Paul. I pray you, do not push me ; I'll be gone.

Look to your babe, my lord ; 'tis yours : Jove send
her

A better guiding spirit !—Wliat need these hands ?

—

You, that are thus so tender o'er his follies,

Will never do him good, not one of you.

So, so :—Farewell ; we are gone. [Exit.

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this.

—

My child ? away with't !—even thou, that hast
A heart so tender o'er it, take it hence.
And see it instantly consum'd with fire

;

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight

:

Within this hour bring me word 'tis done,
(And by good testimony,) or I'll seize thy life.

With what thou else call'st thine: If thou refuse,
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so

;

The bastard brains with these my proper hands
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire

;

For thou sett'st on thy wife.

Ajit. I did not, sir

:

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please,

Can clear me in't.

1 Lord. We can ; my royal liege.

He is not guilty of her coming hither.

Leo7i. You are liars all. [credit

:

I Lord. 'Beseech your highness, give us better

We have always truly serv'd you ; and beseech

So to esteem of us : and on our knees we beg,

(As recompense of our dear services.

Past, and to come,) that you do change this purpose
;

Which, being so horrible, so bloody, must
Lead on to some foul issue : We all kneel.

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows :

—

Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel

And call me father ? Better bum it now.
Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live :

It shall not neither.—You, sir, come you hither;

{To Antiyonus.\

You, that have been so tenderly officious

With lady Margery, your midwife, there.

To save this bastard's life : for 'tis a bastard.

So sure as this beard's grey,—what will yon adven-

To save this brat's life ? [ture

Ant. Any thing, my lord,

That my ability may undergo.

And nobleness impose : at least, thus much
;

I'll pawn the little blood which I have left,

To save the innocent : any thing possible.

Leon. It shall be possible : swear by this sword.

Thou wilt perform my bidding.

Ant. I will, my lord.

Leon. Mark, and perform it
;

(see'st thou ?) for

Of any point in't shall not only be [the fail

Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife

;

Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee.

As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry

This female bastard hence ; and that thou bear it

To some remote and desert place, quite out

Of our dominions ; and that there tliou leave it,

Without more mercy, to its own protection.

And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune

It came to us, I do in justice charge thee,

—

On thy soul's peril, and thy body's torture,

—

That thou commend it strangely to some place.

Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up.

Ant. I swear to do this, though a present death

Had been more merciful.—Come on, poor babe :

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens.

To be thy nurses ! Wolves, and bears, they say.

Casting their savageness aside, have done

Like offices of pity.—Sir, be prosperous

In more than this deed doth require !—and blessing.

Against this cruelly, fight on thy side.

Poor thing, condemn'd to loss !

[Exit, with the Child.

Leon. No, I'll not rear

Another's issue.

I Atten. Please your highness, posts.

From those you sent to the oracle, are come
An hour since : Cleomeiies and Dion,

Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed,

Hasting to the court.

I Lord. So please you, sir, their speed

Hath been beyond account

Leon. Twenty-three days

They have been absent : 'Tis good speed ; foretels,

The great Apollo suddenly will have

The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords

;

Summon a session, that we may arraign

Our most disloyal lady : for, as she hath

Been publicly accus'd, so shall she have

A just and open trial. While she lives,

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ;

And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt
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ACT III.

ScBNB I.— The same. A Street in some Town.

Enter Cleomenes and Dion.

Cleo. The climate's delicate ; the air most sweet;
Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing

The common praise it bears.

Dion. 1 shall report.

For most it caught me, the celestial habits,

IMethinks, I so should terra them,) and the reverence

)f the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice !

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly

It was i'the oSeriug

!

Cleo. But, of all, the burst

And the ear-deafening voice o'the oracle.

Kin to Jove's thunder, so surpris'd my sense.

That I was nothing.

Dion. If the event o'the journey

Prove as successful to the queen,—O, be't so!

—

As it hath been to us, rare, pleasant, speedy,

The time is worth the use on't.

Cleo. Great Apollo,

Turn all to the best! These proclamations.

So forcing faults upon Hermione,
I Httle like.

Dion. The violent carriage of it

Will clear, or end, the business : When the oracle,

(Thus by Apollo's great divine seal'd up,)

Shall the contents discover, something rare

Even then will rush to knowledge. Go,—fresh

horses ;

—

And gracious be the issue

!

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Court of Justice.

Leontes, Lords, and Officers, appear properly
seated.

Leon, This sessions (to our great grief, we pro-

nounce,)
Even pushes 'gainst our heart : The party tried.

The daughter of a king ; our wife ; and one

Of us too much belov'd.—Let us be clear'd

Of being tyrannous, since we so openly

Proceed injustice ; which shall have due course.

Even to the guilt, or the purgation.

Produce the prisoners.

Offi. It is his highness' pleasure, that the queen
Appear in person here in court.—Silence

!

Hermione is brought in, guarded; Paulina 'and
Ladies, attending.

Leon. Read the indictment.

Offi. Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes,
king of Sicilia, thou art here accused and ar-
raigned of high treason, in committing adidtery
with Polixenes, kiwi ofBohemia ; and conspiring

with Camillo to take away the life of our sove-

reign lord the king, thy royal husband : the pre-
tence tvhereof being by circumstances partly laid
open, thou, Hennione, contrary to the faith and
allegiance qf a true subject, didst counsel and
aid them, for their better safety, to fly away by
night.

Her. Since what I am to say, must be but that

Which contradicts my accusation ; and
The testimony on my part, no other

But what comes from myself; it shall scarce boot me
To say. Not guilty : mine integrity

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it.

Be so receiv'd. But thus,—If powers divin«

Behold our human actions (as tliey do),

I doubt not then, but innocence shall make
False accusation blush, and tyranny

Tremble at patience.—\ mi, my lord, best know,
(Who least will seem to do so,) my past life

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true,

As I am now unhappy; which is more
Than history can pattern, though devis'd.

And play'd, to take spectators : For behold me,

—

A fellow of the royal bed, which owe
A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter,

The mother to a hopeful prince,—here standing.

To prate and talk for life, and honour 'fore

Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour,

'Tis a derivative from me to mine,

And only that I stand for. I appeal

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes

Came to your court, how I was in your grace.

How merited to be so ; since he came.
With what encounter so uncurrent I

Have strain'd to appear thus : if one jot beyond
The bound of honour ; or, in act, or will,

That way inclining ; harden'd be the hearts

Of all that hear me, and my near'st of kin

Cry, Fy upon my grave

!

Leon. I ne'er heard yet.

That any of these bolder vices wanted
Less im, udence to gainsay what they did.

Than to perform it first.

Her. That's true enough

;

Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to me.
Leon. You will not own it.

Her. More than mistress of,

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not

At all acknowledge. For Pohxenes,
(With whom I am accus'd,) I do confess,

I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd;

With such a kind of love, as might become
A lady like me ; with a love, even such.

So, and no other, as yourself commanded :

Which not to have done, I think, had been in me
Both disobedience and ingratitude [spoke.

To you, and toward your friend ; whose love had
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy,

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish'd

For me to try how : all I know of it

Is, that Camillo was an honest man;
And, why he left your court, the gods themselves,

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.

Leon. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have uuderta'en to do in's absence.

Her. Sir,

You speak a language, that I understand not

:

My life stands in the level of your dreams,

Which I'll lay down.
Leon. Your actions are my dreams

;

You had a bastard by Polixenes,

And I but dream'd it :—As you were past all shame,

(Those of your fact are so,) so past all truth;

Which to deny, concerns more than avails

:

For as

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself.

No father owning it, (which is, indeed.

More criminal in thee than it,) so thoa

Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage.

Look for no less than death.

Her. Sir, spare yonr threats

;

The bug, which you would fright me with, I seek.

To me can UTe be no commodity :

The crown and comfort of my life, youi favour,

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone.

But know not how it went : My second joy.

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence

I am barr'd, like one infectious : My third comfort,

Starr'd most unluckily, is from my breast.

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth.

Haled out to murder : Myself on every post

Proclaiak'd a strumpet : with immodest hatred.

The child-bed privilege denied, which 'longs

To women of all fashion :—Lastly, hurried

Here to this place, i'the open air, before

I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege.

Tell me what blessings I have here alive.

That I should fear to die ? Therefore, proceed.

But yet hear this ; mistake me not :—No ! life,

I prize it not a straw :—but for mine honour,

(\Vhich I would free,) if 1 shall be condemn'd

Upon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else.

But what your jealousies awake ; 1 tell you
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'Tis rigour, and not law.—Your honours all,

[ do refer me to the oracle
;

Apollo be my judge.

1 Lord. This yoni' request

[s altogetlier just : therefore, bring forth.

And iu Apollo's name, his oracle.

[Exetmt certain Officers.

Her. The emperor of Russia was iny father

:

O, that he were alive, and here beholding

His daughter's trial ! that he did but see

The flatness of my misery
;
yet with eyes

Of pity, not revenge !

Re-enter Officers, with Cleomenes and Dion.

Offi. You here shall swear upon this sword of
justice.

That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have [brought

Reen both at Delphos : and from thence have
This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd

Of great Apollo's priest : and that since then.

You have not dar'd to break the holy seal,

Nor read the secrets in't.

Cleo. Dion. All this we swear.
Leon. Rreak up the seals, and read.

Offi. [Reads.) Hermione is chaste, Polixenes
blameless, Camillo a true subject, Leontes a jea-
lous tyrant, his innocent babe truly begotten ; and
the king shall live without an /leir, if that, which
is lost, be not found.
Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo!
Her. Praised

!

Leon. Hast thou read truth ?

Offi. Ay, my lord; even so
As it is here set down.
Leon. There is no truth at all i'the oracle :

The sessions shall proceed ; this is mere falsehood.

Enter a Servant hastily.

Serv. My lord the king, the king I

Leon. What is the business ?

Serv. O sir, I shall be hated to report it

:

The prince your sou, with mere conceit and fear

Of the queen's speed, is gone.

Leon. How ! gone ?

Serv. Is dead.
Leon. Apollo's angry; and the heavens them-

selves [now there ?

Do strike at my injustice. [Hertn'one faints.) How
Paul. This news is mortal to the queen :—Look

down.
And see what death is vloing.

Leon. Take her hence
;

Her heart is but o'ercharg'd; she will recover.

—

I have too much believ'd mine own suspicion :

—

'Reseech yon, tenderly apply to her
Some remedies for life.—Apollo, pardon

[Exeunt Paulina and Ladies, with Herm.
My great profaneness 'gainst thine oracle !

—

I'll reconcile me to Polixenes
;

New woo my queen ; recal the good Camillo;
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy :

For, being transported by my jealousies
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose
Camillo for the minister, to poison
My friend Polixenes : which had been done.
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied
My swift command, though I with death, and with
Reward, did threaten and encourage him.
Not doing it, and being done : he, most humane.
And fill'd with honour, to my kingly guest
Unclasp'd my practice

;
quit his fortunes here.

Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard
Of all uncertainties himself commended,
No richer than his honour:—How he glisters
Thorough ray rust ! and how his piety
Does my deeds make the blacker

!

Re-enter Paulina.

Paul. Woe the while

!

O, cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it,

Rreak too

!

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady ?

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me ?

What wheels ? racks ? fires ? What flaying ? boiling.

In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer torture

IVIust I receive ; whose every word deserves
To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny
Together working with thy jealousies,

—

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

For girls of nine !—O, think, what they have done.
And then run mad, indeed ; stark mad I for all

Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.

That thou betray'dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing;
That did but show tliee, of a fool, inconstant.

And damnable ungrateful : nor was't much.
Thou would'st have poison'd good Camillo's honour,
To have him kill a king

;
poor trespasses.

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter.
To be or none, or little ; though a devil ,

Would have shed water out of fire, ere don't:

Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death
Of the yOung prince , whose honourable thoughts
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) cleft the heart
That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire

Rlemish'd his gracious dam : this is not, no.

Laid to thy answer : Rut the last,—O lords.

When I have said, cry, woe !—the queen, the queen.
The sweetest, dearest creature's dead ; and ven-

geance for't

Not dropp'd down yet.

1 Lord. The higher powers forbid

!

Paul. I say, she's dead ; I'll swear't : if word,
nor oath.

Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring
Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye,

Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll serve yon
As I would do the gods.—Rut, O thou tyrant

!

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier
Than all thy woes can stir: therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand kuees.
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting.

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods
To look that way thou wert.

Leon. Go on, go on

:

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv'd
All tongues to talk their bitterest.

1 Lord. Say no more

;

Howe'er the business goes, you have made fault

I'the boldness of your speech.

Paul. I am sorry for't

;

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them,
I do repent : Alas, I have show'd too much
The rashness of a woman : he is touch'd [help,

To the noble heart.—What's gone, and what's past
Should be past grief: Do not receive afiliction

At my petition, I beseech you ; rather

Let me be punish'd, that have minded you

Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege.

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman :

The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again !

—

I'll speak of her no more, nor of your children

;

I'll not remember you of my own lord.

Who is lost too : Take your patience to you.

And I'll say nothing.

Leon. Thon didst speak hut well,

When most the truth ; wliich I receive much better

Than to be pitied of thee Pr'ythee, bring me
To the dead bodies of my queen, and son :

One grave shall be for both : upon them shall

The causes of their death appear, unto

Our shame perpetual : Once a day I'll visit

The chapel where they lie ; and tears, shed there.

Shall be my recreation : So long as

Nature will bear up with this exercise,

So long I daily vow to use it. Come,
And lead me to these sorrows. [Exeunt.
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Scene III.

—

Bohemia. A desert Country near the
Sea.

Enter Antigonus, with the Child; anda Mariner.

Ant. Thou art perfect then, our ship hatli touch'd

The deserts of Bohemia ? [upon

&lar. Ay, my lord ; and tear

We have landed in ill time ; the skies look g^riraly,

And threaten present blusters. In my conscience.

The hea\eus with that we have in hand are angry,

And frown upon us. [aboard
;

Ant. Their sacred wUs be done !—go, get

Look to thy bark; I'll not be long, before

I call upon thee.

Mar. Make your best haste ; and go not

Too far i'the land ; "tis like to be loud weather

;

Besides, this place is famous for the creatures

Of prey, that keep upon't.

Ant. Go thou away
;

I'll follow instantly.

Mar. I am glad at heart

To be so rid o'the business. [Exit.

Ant. Come, poor babe :

I have heard, (but not believ'd,) the spirits of the

dead
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother
Appear'd to me last night ; for ne'er was dream
So like a waking. To me comes a creature,

Sometimes her head on one side, some another;

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow.

So fill'd, and so becoming : in pure white robes.

Like very sanctity, she did approach
My cabin, where I lay : thrice bow'd before me;
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes
Became two spouts : the fury .spent, anon
Did tliis break from her: Good Antigonus,
Since fate, against thy better disposition,

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out

Ofmy poor babe, according to thine oath,—
Places remote enough are in Bohe/nia,
There iveep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe
Is counted lost for ever, Perdifa,
Iprythee, call't: for this ungentle business.

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shall see
Thy wife Paulina more :—and so, with shrieks.

She melted into air. Atrrighted much,
I did in time collect myself; and thought
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys :

Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously,

I will be squar'd by this. I do believe,

Hermione hath suffer'd death ; and that

Apollo would, this being indeed the issue

Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid.

Either tor life, or death, upon the earth

Of its right father.—Blossom, speed thee well!
{Layuig doivn the child.)

There lie ; and there thy character : there these

;

{Laying down a bundle.

Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee

pretty, [wretch.

And still rest thine. The storm begins :—Poor
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd
To loss, and what may follow :—Weep I cannot.

But my heart bleeds : and most accurs'd am I,

To be by oath enjoin'd to this.—Farewell

!

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have
A lullaby too rough : I never saw
The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour?

—

Well may I get aboard I—This is the chace
;

I am gone for ever. [E.vit, pursued by a bear.

Enter an old Shepherd.

Shep. I would, there were no age between ten
and three-and-twenty ; or that youth would sleep
out the rest : for there is nntliing in the between
but getting wenches with child, wronging the an-
cientry, stealing, tighting.—Hark you now !

Would any but these boiled brains of nineteen, and
two and-twenty, hunt this weather? They have
scared away two of my best sheep; which, I fear.

the wolf Hill sooner find, than the master : if any-
where I have them, 'tis by the sea-side, browzing
on ivy. Good luck, an't be thy will ! what have
we here ? (

Taking up the child.) Mercy on's, a
barne ; a very pretty barne ! A boy, or a child, I

wonder ? A pretty one ; a very pretty one : Sure,
some scajjc : though I am not bookish, yet I can
read waiting- gentlewoman in the scape. This has
been some stair-work, some trimk-work, some be-
hind-door-work : they were wanner, that got this,

than the poor thing is here. I'll take it up for pity :

yet ril tarry till my son come ; he hollaed but even
now. Whoa, ho hoa

!

Enter Clown.

Clo. Hilloa, loa!

Shep. What, art so near? If thou'lt see a thing

to talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come
hither. What ailest thou, man?

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea, and by
land ;—but I am not to say, it is a sea, for it is now
the sky ; betwixt the firmament and it, you cannot
thrust a bodkin's point.

Skep. Why, boy, how is it?

Clo. I would, you did but see how it chafes, how
it rages, how it takes up the shore ! but that's not
to the point : O, the most piteous cry of the poor
souls ! sometimes to see 'em, and not to see 'em

:

now the ship boring the moon with her main-mast

;

and anon swallowed with yest and froth, as you'd
thrust a cork into a hogshead. And then for the

land-service,—To see how the bear tore out his

shoulder-bone , how he cried to me for help, aud
said, his name was Antigonus, a nobleman :—But
to make an end of the ship :—to see how the sea
flap-dragoned it :—but, first, how the poor souls

roared, aud the sea mocked them ;—and how the

poor gentleman roared, and the bear mocked him,
both roaring louder thau the sea, or weather.

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy?
Clo. Now, now ; I have not winked since I saw

these sights ; the men are not yet cold under water,
nor the bear half dined on the gentleman ; he's at it

now.
Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped the

old man

!

Clo. I would yoa had been by the ship side, to

have helped her; there your charity would have
lacked footing. (Aside.)

Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters ! but look
thee here, boy. Now bless thyself; thou met'st

with things dying, I with things new born. Here's
a sight for thee ; look thee, a bearing-cloth for a
squire's child ! Look thee here ; take up, take up,
boy ; open't. So, let's see ; It was told me, I

should De rich by the fairies : this is some change-
ling:—open't: what's within, boy?

Clo. You're a made old man ; if the sins of your
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold !

all gold

!

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove so

:

up with it, keep it close ; home, home, the next
way. We are Inoky, boy, and to be so still, re-

quires nothing but secrecy.—Let my sheep go :

—

Come, good boy, the next way home.
Clo. Go you the next way with your findings

;

I'll go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman,
aud how much he hath eaten : they are never ciir.st,

but when they are hungry: if there be any of him
left, I'll bury it.

Shep. That's a good deed : If thou may'st discern

by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to

the sight of him. (him i'the ground.

Clo. Marry, will I; and you shall help to put

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy ; and we'll do good
deeds on't. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter Time, as Chorus.

Time. I,—that please some, try all ; both joy, and
terror.
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Of good and bad ; that make, and unfold error.

Now tate upon me, in the name of Time,

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime,
^

To me, or my swift passage, tliat I slide

0"er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried

Of that svide gap ; since it is in my power

To o'erthrow law, and iu one self-born hour

To plant and o'erwhelm custom : Let me pass

The same I am, ere ancient'st order was,

Or what is now received : I witness to

The times tiiat brought them in ; so shall I do

To the freshest things now reigning ; and make stale

The glistering of this present, as my tale

Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing,

I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing.

As you had slept between. Leontes leaving

The effects of his fond jealousies ; so grieving,

That he shuts up himself; imagine me,

Gentle spectators, that I now may be •

In fair Bohemia j and remember well,

I mentioned a son o'the king's, which Florizel

I now name to you ; and with speed so pace

To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace

Equal with woud'ring : what of her ensues,

I list not prophecy ; but let Time's news
Be known, when 'tis brought forth :—a shepherd's

daughter.
And what to her adheres, which follows after,

Is the argument of time : Of this allow.

If ever you have spent time worse ere now;
If never yet, that Time himself doth say.

He wishes earnestly, you never may. [^Exil.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Boom in the Palace
of Polixenes.

Enter Polixenes and Camillo.

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more im-
portunate : 'tis a sickness, denying thee any thing

;

a death, to grant this.

Catn. It is fifteen years, since I saw my coantry :

though I have, for the most part, been aired abroad,

I desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the peni-

tent king , my master, hath sent for me : to whose
feeling sorrows I might be some allay, or I o'er-

ween to think so ; which is another spur to my
departure.

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out
the rest of thy services, by leaving me now : the

need I have of thee, thine own go^/dness hath made;
better not to have had thee, than thus to want thee :

thou, having made me businesses, which none, with-
out thee, can suflSciently manage, must either stay
to execute them thyself, or take away wth thee
the very services thou hast done : which, if I have
not enough considered, (as too much I cannot,) to be
more thankful to thee, shall be my study ; and my
profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of thatfatal
country Sicilia, pr'ythee speak no more : whose very
naming punishes me \vith the remembrance of that
penitent, as thou call'st him, and reconciled king,
ray brother; whose loss of his most precious queen,
and children, are even now to be afresh lamented.
Say to me, when saw'st thou the prince Florizel,
my son ? Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not
being gracious, than they are in losing them, when
they have approved their virtues.

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince :

What his happier affairs n<ay be, are to me uulnown

:

but I have, missingly, noted, he is of late much re-
tired from court ; and is less frequent to his princely
exercises, than formerly he hath appeared.

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo ; and
with some care ; so far, that I have eyes under my
services, which look upon his removedness : from
whom I have this inteUigence ; That he is seldom
irom the house of a most homely shepherd ; a man,
they say, that from very nothing, and beyond the
imagination of his neighbours, is grown into an un-
speakable estate.
Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man who hath

a daughter of most rare note : the report of her is

extended more, than can be thought to begin from
such a cottage.

Pol. That's likevpise part of my intelligence. But,
I fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou
shalt accompany us to the place : where we \vill, not

appearing what we are, have some question with
the shepherd ; from whose simplicity, I think it not

uneasy to get the cause of my son's resort thither.

Pr'ythee, be ray present partner in this business,

and lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia.

Cam. I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My best Camillo:—We must disguise our-

selves. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Roadnear the Shepherds
Cottage.

Enter Autolycus, singing.

When daffodils begin to peer,
With, heigh ! the doxi/ over the dale,—

TVhy, then comes in the sweet o'the year;
For the red blood reigns in the lointers pale.

The tvhite sheet bleaching on the hedge,—
* With, hey! the sweet birds, O, how they sing!—
Voth set my piigrjing tooth on edge

;

For a quart of ale is a dishfor a king.

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants,—
IF'ith, hey! tvith,hey! the thrush ayid thejay :

—
Are summer songs for me and my aunts,

While tve lie tumbling in the hay.

I have served prince Florizel, and, in ray time, wore
three, pile ; but now I am out of service :

But shall I go tnourn for that, my dear ?

The pale moon shines by night

:

And, when I wander here and there,

I tlien do most go right.

If tinkers w.ay have leave to live

And bear the sow-skin budget

;

Then my account I ivell may give.
And in the stocks avouch it.

My traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to

lesser linen. My father named me, Autolycus

;

who beiug, as I am, littered under Mercury, was
likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles : With
die, and drab, I purchased this caparison ; and my
revenue is the silly cheat : Gallovys, aad knock, are

too powerful on the highway : beating, and hanging,

are terrors to me ; for the life to come, I sleep out

the thought of it.—^A prize ! a prize !

Enter Cloivn.

Clo. Let me see :—Every 'leven wether—tods
;

every tod yields—pound and odd shilling : fifteen

hundred shorn,—What comes the wool to
'

Ant. If the springe hold, the cock's mine. (Aside.)

Clo. I cannot do't without counters.—Let me
see ; what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast?

Three pound of sugar ; five pound of currants

:

rice,—What wU this sister of mine do with rice ?

But my father hath made her mistress of the feast,

and she lays it on. Slie hath made me four-and-

twenty nosegays for tlie shearers : three-man song-

men all, and very good ones ; but they are most of

them means and bases : but one Puritan amongst
them, and he sings psalms to hornpipes. I must
have saffron, to colour the warden pies ; mace,—
dates,—none; that's out of my note: nutmegs,
seven ; a race, or two, of <jinger ; but that 1 may
beg \—four pound of prunes, and as many of
raisins o'the sun.

Aut. O, that ever I was born !

(Grovelling on the ground.)

Clo. I'the name of me,
Aut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off these

rags ; and then, death, death !

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off.

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness oi them offends
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me more than the stripes I have received, which are
iuij>lity ones, and millioas.

Clo. Alas, poor man .' a million of beating njay
come to a great matter.

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten ; my money
and api)arel ta'eu from me, and these detestable
things put upon me.

Clo. What, by a horse-man, or a foot-man ?

Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a font-man.
Clo. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, by the gar-

ments he hath left with thee : if this be a horse-
man's coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend "me
Ihy hand, I'll help thee : come, lend me thy hand.

[Helping him up.)
A ut. O ! good sir, tenderly, oh

!

Clo. Alas, poor soul.

Aid. O ! good sir, softly, good sir : I fear, sir,

my shoulder-blade is out.

Clo. How now ? canst stand ?

Aut. Softly, dear sir; [piclcs his pocket.) good
sir, softly

;
yoti ha' done me a charitable office.

Clo. Dost lack any money ? I have a little money
for thee.

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you, sir:

I have a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile
hence, unto whom I was going ; I shall there have
money, or any thing I want. Olfer me no money, I

pray you : that kills my heart. [you ?

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed
Atd. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go about

with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a servant of
the prince; I cannot tell, good sir, for which of his
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out of
the coiu't.

Clo: His vices, yon would say ; there's no virtue
whipped out of court : they cherish it, to make it

stay there ; and yet it will no more but abide.
Aut. Vices I would say, sir. I know this man

well : he hath been since an ape-bearer ; then a
process-server, a bailili"; then he compassed a mo-
tion of the prodigal son, and married a tinker's wife
within a mile where my land and living lies, and,
having flown over many knavish professions, he set-

tled only in rogue : some call him Autolycus.
Clo. Out upon him ! Prig, for my life, prig; he

haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings.

Aut. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; that's the rogue
that put me into this apparel.

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia;
if you had but looked big, and spit at him, he'd have
run.

Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter:

I am false of heart, that way ; and that he knew, I

warrant him.

Clo. How do you now ?

Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I can
stand, and walk : I will even take my leave of you,
and pace softly towards my kinsman's.

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ?

Aut. No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir.

Clo. Then fare thee well ; I must go buy spices

for our sheep-shearing.

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir!

—

[Exit Clotvn.]—
Your purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice.

I'll be with you at your slieep-shearing too : if I

make not this cheat bring out another, and the

shearers prove sheep, let me be unrolled, and my
uame put in the book of virtue !

Joy on,joy on, thefoot-path luay.
And merrily hent the stile-a :

A merry heart yoes all the day,
Your sad tires in a mile-a. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Shepherd's Cottage.

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

Flo. These your unusual weeds to each part of you
Do give a life : no shepherdess ; but Flora
Peering in April's front. This your sheep-shearing
Is as a meeting of the petty gods.

And you the queen on't

Per. Sir, my gracious lord.
To chide at your extremes, it not becomes me ;

O, pardon, that I name them : your high self,

The gracious mark o'the land, you have obscur'd.
With a swain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid,
ftlost goddess-like prank'd up : but that our feasts
In every mess have folly, and the feeders

Digest it with a custom, I should blush
To see you so attired ; sworn, I think.

To show myself a glass.

Flo. I bless the time.
When my good falcon made her flight across
Thy father's ground.
Per. Now Jove afibrd you cause

!

To me, the difference forges dread
;
your greatness

Hatii not been us'd to fear. Even now I tremble
To think, your father, by some accident.
Should pass this way, as you did : O, the fates

!

How would he look, to see his work, so noble.
Vilely bound up ? What would he say ? Or how
Should I, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold
The sternness of his presence ?

Flo. Apprehend
Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves,
Humbling their deities to love, have taken
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter
Became a bull, and beilow'd ; the green Neptune
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd god.
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain.
As I seem now : Their transformations
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer;

Nor in a way so chaste : since my desires

Run not before mine honour; nor my lusts

Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. O but, decir sir.

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis

Oppos'd, as it must be, by the power o'the king

:

One of these two must be necessities.

Which then will speak ; that you must change this

purpose.
Or I my life.

F/o. Thou dearest Perdita,
With these forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not
The mirth o'the feast : Or I'll be thine, my fair.

Or not my father's; for I cannot be
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if

I be not thine : to this I am most constant.
Though destiny say, no. Be merry, gentle

;

Strangle such thoughts as these, with any thing
That you behold the while. Your guests are coming :

Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day
Of celebration of that nuptial, which
We two have sworn shall come.
Per. O lady fortune.

Stand you auspicious

!

Enter Shepherd, ivith PoLiXENES and CamjItLO,
disguised; Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and others.

Flo. See, your gi.csts approach :

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly,

And let's be red with mirfh.

Shep Fy, daughter ! when my old wife liv'd, upon
This day, she was both pantler, butler, cook

;

Both dame and servant : welcom'd all ; serv'd all

:

Would sing her song, and dance her turn : now
here,

At npper end othe fable, now, i'the middle

;

On his shoulder, and his; her face o'fire

With labour; and the thing, she took to quench it.

She would to each one sip : You are retir'd.

As if you were a feasted one, and not

The hostess of the meeting : Pray you, bid

These unknown friends to us welcome : for it is

A way to make us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blu.«hes; and present yourself

That which you are, mistress o'the feast : Come on.

And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing,

As your good flock shall prosper.

Per. Welcome, sir! [To Polixenes.)
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It is my father's will, I should take on me
The hostess-ship o'the day :—You're welcome, sir

!

{To Camillo.)

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas.—Reverend
sirs.

For you there's rosemary, and rue : these keep
Seeming, and savour, ail the winter long :

Grace, and remembrance, be to you both.

And welcome to our shearing

!

Pol. Shepherdess,
(A fair one are you,) well you tit our ages
With flowers of winter.

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,

—

Nor yet on summer's death, nor on the birth

Of trembling winter, — the fairest flowers o'the

season
Are our carnations, and streak 'd gillyflowers.

Which some call natnre's bastards : of that kind
Our rustic garden's barren ; and I care not

To get slips of them.
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden,

Do you neglect them ?

Per. For I have heard it said.

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares
With great creating nature.

Pol. Say, there be
;

Yet nature is made better by no mean.
But nature makes that mean : so, o'er that art,

VVhich, you say, a'ids to nature, is an art

That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry
4 gentler scion to the wildest stock

;

And make conceive a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race ; This is an art

VVhich does mend nature,—change it rather : but
The art itself is nature.

Per. So it is.

Pvl. Then make your garden rich in gillyflowers^

And do not call them bastards.

Per. I'll not put
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them :

No more than, were I painted, I would wish
This youth should say, 'twere well ; and only there-

fore

Hesire to breed by me.—Here's flowers for you

;

Dot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram

;

The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun,

And with him rises weeping ; these are flowers
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are give?i

To men of middle age : You are very welcome.
Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your flock.

And only live by gazing.

Per. Out, alas !

You'd be so lean, that blasts of January
Would blow you through and through.—Now, my

fairest friend,

T would I had some flowers o'the spring, that might
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours

;

That wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your maidenheads growing :—O Proserpina,
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'st fall

From Dis's waggon ! daffodils.

That come before the swallow dares, and take
The vrinds of March with beauty ; violets, dim.
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes.
Or Cytherea's breath

;
pale primroses,

That die unmarried, ere they can behold
Bright Phoebus in his strength, a malady
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,
The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack.
To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend.
To strew him o'er and o'er.

Plo. What? like a corse?
Pe»-. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on

;

Not Uke a corse : or if,—not to be buried.
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your

flowers :

Methinks I play as I have seen them do
In Whitsun' pastorals : sure, this robe of mine
Does change ray disposition.

Still betters what is done.
Wliat you do.

When you speak, sweet,
I'd have you do it ever : when you sing,
I'd have you buy and sell so; so give alms;
Pray so ; and, for the ordering your afi'airs.

To sing them too : When you do dance, I wish you
A wave o'the sea, that you might ever do
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, and own
No other function : Each your doing.
So singular in each particular.
Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds
That all your acts are queens,
^^er. ODoricles,
1 our praises are too large : but that your youth.
And the tnie blood, which fairiy peeps through it,

Do plainly give you out an unstain'd shepherd;
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles,
You woo'd me the false way.

Pip- I think, you have
As little skill to fear, as I have purpose
To put you to't—But, come ; our dance, I pray :

Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair,
l^hat never mean to part.

Per.
_ _

I'll swear for 'em.
Pul. This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever

Ran on the green-sward : nothing she does, or seems.
But smacks of something greater than herself;
Too noble for this place.

Cam. He tells her something
That makes her blood look out : Good sooth, she is

The queen of curds and cream.
Clo. Come on, strike up.
Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry, garlic.

To mend her kissing with.

—

Mop. Now, in good time I

Clo. Not a word, a word; we stand upon our
manners.

—

Come, strike up. {Music.
Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses.
Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what

Fair swain is this, which dances with your daughter ?
S/iep. They call him Doricles; and he boasts

himself
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it

Upon his own report, and I believe it;

He looks Uke sooth : He says, he loves my daughter

;

I think so too ; for never gaz'd the moon
Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read.
As 'twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain,
I think, there is not half a kiss to choose.
Who loves another best.

Pol. She dances featly.

Shep. So she does any thing ; though 1 report it,

That should be silent : if young Doricles
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that.

Which he not dreams of.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. O master, if you did but hear the pedlar at

the door, you would never dance again after a tabor
and pipe ; no, the bagpipe could not mo"e you : he
sings several tunes, faster than you'll tell money ; he
utters them as he had eaten ballads, and all men'.s

ears grew to his tunes.

Clo. He could never come better: he shall come
in : I love a ballad bilt even too well ; if it be doleful

matter, merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing

indeed, and sung lamentably.

Serv. He hath songs, for man, or woman, of all

sizes ; no milliner can so fit his customers with
gloves : he has the prettiest love-songs for maids ; so

without bawdry, which is strange ; with such deli

cate burdens of dildos and fadings : jump her
and thump her; and where some stretch-niouth'd

rascal would, as it were, mean mischief, and break
a foul gap into the matter, he makes the maid to

answer, tf hoop, do me no harm, good man; puts
him oft', slights him, with fVhoop, do me no harm^
good ?nati.

Pol. This is a brave fellow.
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Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable-

conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares?

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i'the

r.aiubow ;
points, more than all the lawyers in Bo-

hemia can learnedly handle, though they come to

him by the gross ; inkles, caddisses, cambrics,

lawns : why, he sings them over, as they were gods

or goddesses
;
you would think, a smock were a

she-angel ; he so chants to the sleeve-hand, and the

work about the square on't.

Clo. Prythee, bring him in ; and let him approach

singing.

Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous

words in his tunes.

Clo. You have of these pedlers, that have more
m 'em than you'd think, sister.

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Enter Axttolycus, singing.

Lawn, as white as driven snotv ;

Cyprus, black as e'er ivas crow;
Gloves, as sweet as damask roses ;

Masks for faces , andfor noses ;

Bugle bracelet, necklace-amber,
Perfitme for a lady's chamber

:

Golden quoifs, and stotnachers.

For my Lads to give tJieir dears

;

Pitts, and poking-sticks of steel.

What maids lackfrom head to heel

:

Come, buy ofme, come ; come buy, co?He buy;
Buy lads, or else your lasses cry ;

Come, buy, &c.

Clo. If I were not iu love vvath Mopsa, thou

should'st take no money of me ; but being enthrall'd

as I am, it will also be the bondage of certain ri-

bands and gloves.

Mop. I was promised them against the feast; but

they come not too late now.
Jjor. He hath promised you more than that, or

there be liars.

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you ; may
oe, he has paid you more ; which will shame you to

^ive him again.

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids ? will

they wear their plackets, where they should bear
their faces? Is there not milking-time, when you are

going to bed, or kiln-hole, to whistle off these se-

crets ; but you must be tittle-tattling before all our
guests? 'Tis well they are whispering : Clamour
your tongues, and not a word more.
Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me a

tawdry-lace, and a pair of sweet gloves.

Clo. Have I not told thee, how 1 was cozened by
the way, and lost all my money ?

Ant. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad
;

therefore it behoves men to be wary.
Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose notliing

here.

Aut. I hope so, sir ; for I have about me many
parcels of charge.

Clo. What hast here? ballads?
Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in

print, a'-life ; for then we are sure they are true.

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune. How a

Usurer's wife was brought to Bed of twenty money-
bags at a burden ; and how she longed to eat adder's

beads, and toads carbonadoed.

Mop. Is it true, think you ?

Aut. Very true • and but a month old.

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer !

Aut. Here's the midwife's name to't, one mistress

Taleporter; and iive or six honest wives' that were
present: Why should I carry lies abroad?
Mop. 'Pray you now, buy iL

Clo. Come on, lay it by : And let's first see more
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon.
Aut. Here's another ballad, Of a fish that ap-

peared upon the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore
of April, forty thousand fathom above "water, and

sung this ballad against the hard hearts of maids

:

it was thought, she was a woman, and was turned

into a cold fish, for she would not exchange flesh

with one that loved her : The ballad is very pitiful,

and as true.

' Dor. Is it true too, think yon ?

Aut. Five justices' hands at it; and witnesses,

more than my pack will hold

Clo. Lay it by too : Another.

Aut. This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one.

Mop, Let's have some merry ones.

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one ; and goes

to the tune of, Ttvo maids wooing a man : there's

scarce a maid westward, but she sings it; 'tis in

request, I can tell you.

Mop. We can both sing it; if thou'lt bear a part,

thou shalt hear ; 'tis in three parts.

Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago.

Aut. I can bear my part; you must know, 'tis my
occupation : have at it with you.

SONG.

A. Get you hence, for I must go ;

Where, itfits not you to know.
D. Whither? M. O, ivhither?D. Whither?

M. It becomes thy oath full well

Thou to me thy secrets tell

:

D. Me too, let me go thither

M. Or thou go'st to the grange, or mill:

D. If to either, thou dost ill.

A. Neither. D. What, neither ? A. Neither.

D. Thou hast sworn my love to be;

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me

:

Then, whither gost! say, tvhither?

Clo. We'll have this song out anon by ourselves

:

My father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and
we'll not trouble them : Come, bring away thy pack
after me. Wenches, I'll buy for you both : Pedler,

let's have the first choice.—Follow me, girls.

Aut. And you shall pay well for 'em. {Aside.)

Will you buy any tape.

Or lace for your cape,

My dainty duck, my dear-al
Any silk, any thread.
Any toys for your head.

Of the new'st, andfin'st,

Come to the pedler;
Monej/s a medler.

That doth utter all men's ware-a.

[Exeunt Clown, Autolycus, Dorcas, and Mopsa

.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shop-
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have
made themselves all men of hair; th^y call them-
selves salliers : and they have a dance which the

wenches say is a gallimaufry of gambols, because
they are not in't ; but they themselves are o'the

mind (if il be not too rough for some, that know little

but bowling,) it will please plentifully.

Sliep. Away! we'll none on't; here has been too

much humble foolery already :—I know, sir, we
weary you.

Pol. You weary those that refresh us: Pray, let's

see these four threes of herdsmen.
Serv. One three of them, by their own report,

sir, hath danced before the king ; and not the worst
of the three, but jumps twelve foot and a half by
the squire.

Shep. Leave your prating; since these good men
are pleased, let them come in; but quickly now.

Serv. W by, they stay at door, sir. [Exit.

Re-enter Servant, with twelve Rustics, habited
like Satyrs. They dance, and then exeunt.

Pol. O, father, you'll know more of that here-

after.

—

Is it not too far gone ?
—

'Tis time to part them.— •

finest wear-a 1
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He's simple, and tells much. (Aside.) How now,
fair shepherd ?

Yonr heart is full of something;, that does take

Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young.
And handed love, as you do, I was wont
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack'd
The pedler's silken treasury, and have pour'd it

To her acceptance : you have let him go,

And nothing marted with him : If your lass

Interpretation should abuse ; and call this,

Your lack of love, or bounty
;
you were straited

For a reply, at least, if you make a care
Of happy holding her.

Flo. Old sir, I know
She prizes not such trifles as these are :

The gifts, she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd
Up in my heart ; which I have given already,
But not deliver'd.—O, hear me breathe my life

Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem,
Hath sometime lov'd : I take thy hand ; this hand,
As soft as dove's down, and as white as it

;

Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow.
That's bolted by the northern blasts twice o'er.

Pol. What follows this ?—
How prettily the young swain seems to wash
The hand, was fair before I—I have put you out :

—

But, to your protestation ; let me hear
What you profess

Flo. Do, and be witness to't.

Pol. And this my neighbour too ?

Flo. And he, and more
Than he, and men ; the earth, the heavens, and all

:

That,—were I crown'd the most imperial monarch.
Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and know-

ledge.

More than was ever man's,—I would not prize them.
Without her love : for her, employ them all

;

Commend them, and condemn them, to her service.

Or to their own perdition.

Pol. Fairly offer'd.

Cayn, This shows a sound affection.

Skep. But, my daughter,
Say you the like to him ?

Per. I cannot speak
So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better

:

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out
The purity of his.

SAep. Take hands, a bargain ;

—

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witaess to't:

I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her portion equal his.

Flo. O, that must be
I'the virtue of yonr daughter : one being dead,
I shall have more than you can dream of yet

;

Enough then for your wonder : But, come on.

Contract us 'fore these witnesses.
Shep. Come, your hand ;

—

And, daughter, yours.
Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, 'beseech you

;

Have you a father ?

Flo. I have : But what of him ?

Pol. Knows he of this ?

Flo. He neither does, nor shall.

Pol. Methinks, a father
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more

;

Is uot your father grown incapable
Of reasonable affairs ? is he not stupid
With age, and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? hear?
Know man from man ? dispute bis own estate ?

Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing.
But what he did being childish ?

P^o. No, good sir;
He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed.
Than most have of his age.

Po'- By my white beard.
Yon offer him, if this be so, a wrong
Something unfiUal: Reason, my son
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason,

The father (all whose joy is notliing else
But fair posterity,) should hold some counsel
In such a business.

^
Flo. I yield all this

;

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir.

Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint
My father of this business.

Pol. Let him know't.
Flo. He shall not.

Pol. Pr'ythee, let him.
Flo. No, he must not.

Shep. Let him, my son ; he shall not need to grieve
At knowing of thy choice.

Flo. Come, come, he must not :

—

Mark our contract.

Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir,

(
Discovering himself.)

Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base
To be acknowledg'd : Thou a sceptre's heir.

That thus affect'st a sheep-hook !—Thou, old traitor,

I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but
Shorten thy life one week.—And thou, fresh piece

Of excellent witchcraft ; who, of force, must know
The royal fool thou cop'st with ;

—

Shep. O, my heart

!

Pol. I'll have thy beauty scratch'd with briars,

and made
More homely than thy state.-^For thee, fond boy,

—

If I may ever know, thou dost but sigh.

That thou no more shalt see this knack, (as never
I mean thou shalt,) we'll bar thee from succession;
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin.

Far than Deucalion off:—Mark thou my words ;

Follow us to the court.—Thou churl, for this time.

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee
From the dread blow of it. And you, enchantment,—*
Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him loo.

That makes himself, but for our honour therein.

Unworthy thee,—if ever, henceforth, thou
These rural latches to his entrance open.
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces,
I will devise a death as cruel for thee,

As thou art tender to't. [Exit

.

Per. Even here undone !

I was not much afeard : for once, or twice,
I was about to speak ; and tell him plainly.

The self-same sun, that shines upon his court,

Hides not his visage from our cottage, but
Looks on alike.—VVill't please you, sir, be gone ?

[To Florizel.)

I told you, what would come of this : Beseech you.
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine,

—

Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch further.

But milk my ewes, and weep.
Cam. Why, bow now, father r

Speak, ere thou diest.

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think.

Nor dare to know that which I know.—O. sir,

{To Florizel.)

You have undone a man of fourscore three.

That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea.

To die upon the bed my father died.

To lie close by his honest bones : but now
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me
Where no priest shovels in dust.—O cursed wretch !

{To Perdita]

That knew'st this was the prince, and would'st ad-

venture

To mingle faith with him.—Undone ! undone !

If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd

To die when I desure. [Exit.

Plo. Why look you so upon me '?

I am but sorry, not afeard ; delay'd.

But nothing alter'd : What I was, I am

:

More straining on, for plucking back ; not following

My leash unwillingly.

Cam. Gracious my lord.

You know your father's temper: at this time

He will allow no speech,—which, I do guess

You do not purpose to him ;—and as hardly
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Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear :

Then, till the fury of his highness settle,

Come not before him.

Flo. I not purpose it,

I think, Camillo.

Cam. Even he, my lord.

Per. How often have I told you, 'twould be thus ?

How often said, my dignity would last

But till 'twere known ?

Flo. It cannot fail, but by
The violation of my faith : And then

Let nature crush the sides o'the earth together,

And mar the seeds witliin !—Lift up thy looks :

—

From my succession wipe me, fatlier ! I

Am heir to thy aftection.

Cam. Be advis'd.

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy : if my reason

Will thereto be obedient, 1 have reason
;

If not, my sen.ses, better pleas'd with madness,

Do bid it welcome.
Cam. This is desperate, sir.

Flo. So call it: but it does fuKil my vow
;

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo,

Nor ibr Eohemia, nor the pomp that may
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the sun sees, or

The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide

la unknown fathoms, will I break my oath

To this my fair belov'd : Therefore, 1 pray you.

As you have ever been my father's honour'd friend.

When he shall miss me (as, in faith, 1 mean not

To see him any more,) cast your good counsels

Upon his passion : Let myself and fortune

Tug for the time to come. This you may know.
And so deliver. I am put to sea

With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore

;

And, most opportune to our need, I have

A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar'd

For this design. Wiiat course I mean to hold.

Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor

Concern me the reporting.

Cam. 9' '^'y '°'"'?'

I woidd your spirit were easier for advice.

Or stronger for your need.

Flo. Hark, Perdita.— {Takes her aside.

I'll hear you by and by. [To Camillo.

Cam. He's irremovable,

Rcsolv'd for flight: Now were I happy, if

His going I could frame to serve my turn
;

Save him from danger, do him love and honour

;

Ftnxhase the sight again of dear Sicilia,

And that unhappy king, my master, whom
J so much thirst to see.

Flo. Now, good Camillo,

I am so fraught wth curious business, that

I leave out ceremony. (Going.)

Cam. Sir, I think.

You have heard of my poor services, i'the love

That I have borne your father ?

Flo. Very nobly

Have you deserv'd : it is my father's music.

To speak your deeds : not little of his care

To have them recompens'd as thought on.

Cam. Well, my lord,

If you may please to think I lo\ e the king

;

And, through him, what is nearest to him, which is

Your gracious self; embrace but my direction,

(If your more ponderous and settled project

May suffer alteration,) on mine honour

111 jjoint you where you shall have such receiving

As shall become your highness ; where you may
Enjoy your mistress ;

(from the whom, 1 see,

There's no disjunction to be made, but by.

As heavens forefend ! your ruin :) marry her;

And (with my best endeavours, in your absence,)

Your discontenting father strive to qualify,

And bring him up to liking.

Flo.
' How, Camillo,

May this, almost a miracle, be done?
I'hut I may call thee something more than man.

And, after that, trust to thee.

Cam. Have you thought on
A place, whereto you'll go ?

Flo. Not any yet

:

But as the untliought-on accident is guilty

To what we wildly do; so we profess

Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies

Of every wind, that blows.

Cam. Then list to me :

This follows,—if you will not change your purpose.

But undergo this flight;—make for Sicilia :

And there present yourself, and your fair princess,

(For so, I see, she must be,) 'fore Leontes,

She shall be habited, as it becomes
The partner of your bed. Methinks, I see.

Leontes, opening his free arras, and weeping
His welcomes forth : asks thee, the son, fbigiveness.

As 'twere i'the father's person : kisses the hands

Of your fresh princess ; o'er and o'er divides him
'Twixt his unkindness and his kindness ; the one

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow.

Faster than thought, or time.

Flo. Worthy Camillo,

What colour for my visitation shall I

Hold up before him?
Cam. Sent by the king,' your father.

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir,

The manner of your bearing towards him, with

What you, as from your father, shall deliver.

Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you

down

;

The which shall point you forth at every sitting.

What you must say; that he shall not perceive,

But that you have your father's bosom there.

And speak his very heart.

Flo. I am bound to you

:

There is some sap in this.

Cam. A course more promising

Than a wild dedication of yourselves

To unpath'd waters, uudream'd shores ; most certain.

To miseries enough ; no hope to help you

;

But, as you shake oft' one, to take another :

Nothing so certain as your anchors ; who
Do their best office, if they can but stay you.

Where you'll be loath to be; Besides, you know.
Prosperity is the very bond of love;

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together

Affliction alters.

Per. One of these is true ;

I think, alHiction may subdue the cheek.

But not take in the mind.

Cam. Yea, say you so?

There shall not, at your father's house, these seven

Be born another such. [years,

Flo. My good Camillo,

She is as forward of her breeding, as

I'the rear of birth.

Cam. I cannot say, 'tis pity

Slie lacks instructions ; for she seems a mistress

To most that teach.

Per. Your pardon, sir, for this

;

I'll blush jOU thanks.

Flo. My prettiest Perdita.

—

But, O, the thorns we stand upon!—Camillo,—
Preserver of my father, now of me

;

Tiie medicine of our house !—how shall we do?
We are not furnisn'd like Bohemia's son;

Nor shall appear in Sicily

Cam. My lord

Fear none of this : I think, you knov/, my fortunes

Do all lie there : it shall be so my care

To have you royally appointed, as if

The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir,

That you may know you shall not want,—one word.
{They talk aside.)

Enter Autolycus.

Aut. Ha, ha ! what a fool honesty is ! and trust,

his sworn brother, a very simple gentleinan ! I ha\D

sold all my truinpeiy ; not a counttrfeit stone, not

a riband, glass, po.-nauder, brooch, table-book.



St'ENE 3. WINTER'S TALE.

Iia]lad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tye, bracelet, horn-

ling, to keep iny pack from fasting : they throng

who should buy first; as if my trinkets had been
hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer;

by which means, 1 saw whose purse was best in

picture ; and, what I saw, to nfy good use, I re-

membered. j\ly clown (who wants but something
to be a reasonable man,) grew so in love with the

wenches' song, tliat he would not stir his pettitoes,

fill he had both tune and words; which so drew
the rest of the herd to me, that all their other

senses stuck in ears : you might have pinched a

placket, it was senseless; 'twas nothing to geld a

cod-piece of a purse ; I would have filed keys oft",

that hung in chains : no hearing, no feeling, but ray

sir's song, and admiring the nothing of it. So that,

in this time of lethargy, I picked and cut most of

their festival purses : and had not the old man come
in with a whoobub against his daughter and the

king's son, and scared my choughs from the chafl",

I had not left a purse alive in the whole army.
{Cam. Flo, and Per. come forward.)

Cam. Nay, but iny letters by this means being
there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.

Flo. And those, that you'll procure from king
Lieontes,

—

Catn, Shall satisfy your father.

Per. Happy be you !

AH, that you speak, shows fair.

Cam. Who have we here ?

{Seeing Autolycus.)
We'll make an instrument of this ; omit
Nothing, may give us aid.

Aut. If they have overheard me now,—why
fcanging. {Aside.)

Cam. How now, good fellow? why shakest thou

so? Fear not, man ; here's no harm intended to thee.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir.

Cam. Why, be so still ; here's nobody will steal

that from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy poverty,

we must make an exchange : therefore, disease thee

instantly, (thou must think, there's necessity in t,)

and change garments with this gentleman : Tliough

the pennyworth, on his side, be the worst, yet hold

thee, there's some boot.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir : —I know ye well

enough. {Aside.)

Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, despatt h : the gentleman
is half flayed already.

Aut. Are you in earnest, sir?—I smell the trick

of it.

—

{Aside.)

Flo. Despatch, I pr'ythee.

Aut. Indeed, I liave earnest ; but I cannot with
conscience take it.

Cain. Unbuckle, unbuckle.

—

{Flo. and Autol. exchange garments.)
Fortunate mistress,—let my prophecy
Come home to you !—you must retire yourself
Into some covert : take your sweetheart's hat.

And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your face

;

Dismantle you ; and as you can, disliken

The truth of your own seeming; that you may
(For I do fear eyes over you,) to shipboard
(let undescried.
Per. I see, the play so lies.

That I must bear a part.

Cam. No remedy.

—

Have you done there ?

Flo. Should I now meet my father,

He would not call me son.

Gam. Nay, you shall have
No hat :—Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my friend.

Aut. Adieu, sir.

Flo. () Perdita, what have we twain forgot ?

Pray you, a word. {They converse apart.)
Cam. What 1 do next, shall be, to tell the king

.
{Aside.)

Of this escape, and whither they are bound
;

^^ herein, my hope is, I shall so i>revail.

To force him after : in whose company
I shall review Sicilia : for whose sight

I have a woman's longing.

Flo. Fortune speed us !

—

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side.

Cam. The swifter speed, the better.

[Exeunt Florizel, Perdita, and Camillo.
Aut. I understand the business, I hear it : To

have an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hind,
is necessary for a cat-purse , a good nose is requi-

site also, to smell out work for the other senses. I

see, this is the time that the unjust man doth thrive.

What an exchange had this been, without boot ?

what a boot is here, with this exchange? Sure, the
gods do this year connive at us, and we may do any
thing extempore. The prince himself is about a
piece of iniquity ; stealing away from his father,

with his clog at his heels : If I thouglit it were not

a piece of honesty to acquaint the king wifhal, I

would do't : I hold it the more knavery to conceal
it : and therein am I constant to my profession.

Enter Clown and Shepherd.

^side, aside ;—here is more matter for a hot brain

:

every lane's end, every shop, church, session, hang-
ing, yields a careful man work.

Clo. See, see ; what a man you are now ! tnere

is no other way, but to tell the king she's a change-
ling, and cone of your flesh and blood.

Shep. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
Shep. Go to then.

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood,

your flesh and blood has not offended the king :

and, so, your flesh and blood is not to be punished
by him. Show those things you found about her;
those secret things, all but wtiat she has with her:
This being done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant
you.

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, and
his son's pranks too ; who, I may say, is no honest
man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to
make me the king's brother in-law.

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off

you could have been to him ; and then your blood had
been the dearer, by I know how much an ounce.
Aut. Very wisely

;
puppies ! [Aside.

Shep. Well; let us to the king; there is that in
this fardel, will make him scratch his beard.
Aut. I know not what impediment this complaint

may be to the flight of my master.

Clo. 'Pray heartily he be at palace.

Aut. Though I am not naturally honest, I am so
sometimes by chance :—Let me pocket up my ped-
ler's excrement. {Tahes off his false beard.) How
now, rustics ? whither are you bound ?

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship.

Aut. Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the
condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling,

your names, youi- ages, of what having, breeding,

and any thing that is fitting to be known, discover.

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir.

Aut. A lie
;
you are rough and hairy : Let me

have no lying; it becomes none but tradesmen, and
they often give us soldiers the lie : but we pay them
for it with stamped coin, not stabbing steel : there-

fore they do not give us the lie.

Clo. 1 our worship had like to have gi\ en us one,

if you had not taken yourself with the manner,

Shep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir?

Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a courtier.

See'st thou not the air of the court, in these enlbld-

ings ? hath not my gait in it, the measure of the

court? receives not thy nose court-odour from me?
reflect I not on thy baseness court-contempt?

Think'st thou, for that I insinuate, or toze from thee

thy business, I am therefore no courtier? I am
courtier, caji-a-pe; and one tliat will either push
on, or pluck back thy business there : wheteupou I
coamiapd thee <o open thy afiair.
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S/iep. My business, sir, is to the king.

Aiit. What advocate hast thou to him?
Shep. 1 know not, an't like yon.

Clo. Advocate's the court-word for a pheasant;
say, you have none. [hen.

Shep. None, sir: I have no pheasant, cock nor
Aut. How bless'd are we, that are not simple men

!

Yet nature might have made me as these are,

Therefore I'll not disdain.

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier.

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them
not handsomely.

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being fan-
tastical; a great man, I'll warrant; I know, by the
picking on's teeth.

Aut. The fardel there ? what's i'the fardel ?

Wherefore that box ?

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel,

and box, which none must know but the king; and
which he shall know within this hour, if I may
come to the speech of him.
Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour.

Shep. VVhy, sir?

Aut. The king is not at the palace ; he is gone
aboard a new ship to purge melancholy, and air

himself: For, if thou be'st capable of things se-

rious, thou must know the king is full of grief.

Shep. So 'tis said, sir; about his son, that should
have married a shepherd's daughter.

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let

him fly ; the curses he shall have, the tortures he
shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart of

Clo. Think you so, sir ? [monster.
Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can make

heavy, and vengeance bitter; but those, that are
germane to hira, though removed fifty times, shall

all come under the hangman : which though it be
great pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep-
whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have his

daughter come into grace ! Some say, he shall be
stoned ; but that death is too soft for him, say I :

Draw our throne into a sheep-cote ! all deaths are too

few, the sharpest too easy.

Clo. Has the old man e'er a son, sir, do you hear,

an't like you, sir?

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive;

then, 'nointed over with honey, set on the head of
a wasp's nest; then stand, till he be three-quarters

and a dram dead ; then recovered again with aqua-
vitse, or some other hot infusion ; then, raw as he
is, and in the hottest day prognostication proclaims,

shall he be set against a brick-wall, the sun-looking

with a southward eye upon him ; where he is to

behold him with flies blown to death. But what
talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries
are to be smiled at, their offences being so capital ?

Tell me, (for you seem to be honest plain men.)
what have you to the king : being something gently

considered, I'll bring you where he is aboard, ten-

der your persons to his presence, whisper him in

your behalfs ; and, if it be in man, besides the king,

to effect your suits, here is man shall do it.

Clo. He seems to be of great authority ; close

with him, give him gold ; and though authority be
a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose with
gold : show the inside of your purse to the outside

of his hand, and no more ado : Remember stoned,

and flayed alive.

Shep. An't please you, sir, to undertake the

business for us, here is that gold I have : I'll make
it as much more ; and leave this young man in pawn
till I bring it you.

Aid. After I have done what I promised ?

Shep. Ay, sir.

Aut. Well, give me the moiety:—Are you a
party in this business ?

Clo. In some sort, sir: but though my case
be a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed out
of it.

Aut. O, that's the case oi the shepherd's son :

—

Hang him, he'll be made an example.
Clo. Comfort : good comfort : we must to the

king, and show our strange sights : he must know,
'tis none of your daughter nor my sister ; we are
gone else. Sir, I will give you as much as this old
man does, when the business is performed ; and
remain, as he says, your pawn, till it be brought
you.

Aut. I will trust you. Walk before toward the
sea-side; go on the right hand; I will but look
upon the hedge, and follow you.

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may say,
even blessed.

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us: he was pro-
vided to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd and Clotvn.

Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, I see, for-

tune would not sufl'er me ; she drops booties in my
mouth. I am courted now with a double occasion

;

gold, and a means to do the prince my master
good ; which, who knows how that may turn back
to my advancement? I will bring these two moles,
these blind ones, aboard him : if he think it fit to

shore them again, and that the complaint they have
to the king concerns him nothing, let him call me,
rogue, for being so far officious ; for I am proof
against that title, and what shame else belongs to't

:

to him will I present them, there may be matter
in it. [Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Sicilia. A Room in the Palace of
Leotites.

Enter Leontes, Cleomenes, Dion, Paulina, and
others.

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have per-

form'd
A saint-like sorrow: no fault could yon make.
Which you have not redeem'dj indeed, paid down
More penitence, than done trespass ; at the last.

Do, as the heavens have done ; forget your evil

;

With them, forgive yourself.

Leon. Whilst I remember
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of
The wrong I did myself: which was so much.
That heirless it hath made my kingdom ; and
Destroy'd the sweet'st companion that e'er man
Bred his hopes out of.

Paul. True, too true, my lord :

If, one by one, yon wedded all the world.
Of from the all, that are, took something goou,
To make a perfect woman ; she, you kill'd.

Would be unparalleU'd.

Leon. I think so. Kill'd !

She I kill'd ? I did so: but thou strik'st me
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter

Upon thy tongue, as in my thought : now, good n^w,
Say so but seldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good ?ady

;

You might have spoken a thousand things, that

would
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd
Your kindness better.

Paul. You are one of those.
Would have him wed again.

Dion. If you would not so.

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance
Of his most sovereign dame ; consider little.

What dangers, by liis highness' fail of issue.
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy
Than to rejoice, the former queen is well?
What holier, than,—for royalty's repair.

For present comfort and for futuie good,

—

To biess the bed of majesty again
With a sweet fellow to't ?

Paul. There is none worthy,
Respecting her, that's gone. Besides, the gods
Will have falfili'd their secret purposes:
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For has not the diviue Apollo said,

Is't not the fceuor of his oracle,

That king Leontes shall not have an heir,

Till his lost child be fmmd ? which, that it shall.

Is all as monstrous to our human reason.

As my Antigouus to break his grave.

And come again to me ; who, on my life,

Did perish with the infant. 'Tis your counsel.

My lord should to the heavens be contrary.

Oppose against their wills.—Care not for issue ;

{To Leontes.)
The crown will find an heir : Great Alexander
Left his to the worthiest; so his successor
Was like to be the best.

Leon. Good Paulina,

—

Who hast the memory of Hermione,
I know, in honour,—0, that ever I

Had sqiiar'd me to thy counsel !—then, even now,
I niiglit liave look'd upon my queeas full eyes

;

Have taken treasure irom her lips,

—

Paul. And left them
More rich, for what they yielded.

Leon. Thou speak'st truth.

No more such wives \ therefore, no wife : one worse.

And better us'd, would make her sainted spirit

A2;ain possess her corpse : and, on this stage,

( VVhere we offenders now appear,) soul vex'd,

iJegin, And why to me?
Paul. Had she such power,

She had just cause. •

Leon. She had ; and would incense me
Ti) murder her I married.

*

Paul. I should so :

Were I the ghost that walk'd, I'd bid you mark
Her eye ; and tell nie, for wliat dull part in't

You chose her: then I'd shriek, that even your
ears

Should rift to hear me; and the words, that follow'd.

Should be. Remember mine.

Leon. Stars, very stars,

And all eyes else dead coals !—fear thou no wife,

I'll have no wife, Paulina.

Paul. Will you swear
Never lo marry, but by my free leave ?

Leon. Never, Paulina; so be bless'd my spirit I

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to his

Cleo. You tempt him over much. [oath.

Paul. Unless another,

As like Hermione as is her picture.

Affront his eye.

Cleo. Good madam,

—

Paul. I have done.

Yet, if my lord will marry,—if you will, sir.

No remedy, but you will
;
give me the office

To choose you a queen : she shall not be so young
As was your former; but she shall be such,

As, walk'd your first queen's ghost, it should take

To see her in your arms. [joy

Leon. My true Paulina,

We shall not marry, till thou bidd'st us.

Paul. That
Shall be, when your first queen's again in breath

;

Never till then.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. One, that gives out himself prince Florizel,

Son of Polixenes, with his princess, (she

The fairest I have yet beheld,) desires access

To your high presence.

Leon. What with him ? he comes not

Like to his father's greatness : his approach.

So out of circumstance, and sudden, tells us,

'Tis not a visitation fram'd, but forc'd

By need, and accident. What train ?

Gent. But few,

And those but mean.
Leon. His princess, say you, with him ?

Gent. Ay; the most peerless piece of earth, I

That e'er the sun shone bright on. [think,

Paul. O Hermione,

As every present time doth boast itself

Above a better, gone ; so must thy grave
Give way to what's seen now. Sir, you yourself
Have said, and writ so, (but your writing now
Is colder tlian that theme,) she had not been

,

Nor was ?iot to be equall'd;—thus your verse
Flow'd with her beauty once ; 'tis shrewdly ebb'd.
To say, you have seen a better.

Gent. Pardon, madam:
The one I have almost forgot; (your pardon,)
The other, when she has obtain'd your eye.
Will have your tongue too. This is such a creature.

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal

Of all professors else ; make proselytes
Of who she but bid follow.

Paul. How ? not women ?

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman
More worth than any man ; men, that she is

The rarest of all woinen.
Leon. Go, Cleomenes;

Yourself, assisted with your honour'd i'riends.

Bring them to our embracement.—Still 'tis strange,

[Exeunt Cleomenes, Lords, and Gentleman.
He thus should steal upon us.

Paul. Had our prince

(Jewel of children,] seen this hour, he had pair'd

Well with this lord; there vijd.s not full a month
Between their births.

Leon. Pr'ythee, no more ; thou know'st.
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: sure.

When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches
Will bring me to consider that, which may
Unfurnish me of reason.—They are come.

—

Re-enter CLEOiMENES, with Florizel, Perdita,
and Attendants.

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince

;

For she did print your royal father off.

Conceiving you : were I but twenty-one.
Your father's image is so hit in you.
His very air, that 1 should call you brother,

As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly
By us perform'd before. Most dearly welcome !

And your fair princess, goddess !—O, alas !

I lost a couple, that 'twixt heaven and earth

Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as

You, gracious couple, do ! and then I lost

(All mine own folly,) the society,

Amity too, of your brave father ; whom,
Though bearing misery, I desire my life

Once more to look upon.

Flo. By his command
Have I here touched Sicilia ; and from him
Give you all greetings, that a king, a friend,

Can send his brother : and, but infirmity

(Which waits upon worn times,) hath something.

His wish'd ability, he had himself [seized

The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his

Measur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves

(He bade me say so,) more than all the sceptres.

And those that bear them, living.

Leon. O, ray brother,

(Good gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee,

stir

Afresh within me : and these thy oflSces,

So rarely kmd, are as interpreters

Of my behind-hand slackness !—Welcome hither.

As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too

Expos'd this paragon to the fearful usage

(At least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune,

To greet a man not worth her pains ; much less

The adventure of her person ?

Plo. Good my lord,

She came from Libya.
,., o i

jjeo,i_ Where the warlike Smalus,

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and lov'd ?

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him,

whose daughter

His tears proclaim'd his, parting with ber : thence

(A prosperous south-wind friendly,) we havecross'd.



248 WINTER'S TALE. Act V.

To execute the charge my father gave me.

Tor visiting your higliness : my best train

I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd

;

V^ ho for Bohemia bend, to signify

Not only my success in Libya, sir.

But my arrival, and ray wife's, in safety

Here, where we are.

Leon. The blessed gods

Purge all infection from our air, whilst yon

Do climate here ! You have a holy father,

A graceful gentleman : against whose person.

So sacred as it is, I have done sin

:

For which the heavens, taking angry note.

Have left me issueless; and your lather's bless'd

(As he from heaven merits it,) with you.

Worthy his goodness. What might I have been,

Might J a son and daughter now have look'd on.

Such goodly things as you ?

Enter a Lord.

Lord. Most noble sir.

That, which I shall report, will bear no credit,

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir,

Bohemia greets you from himself, by me :

Desires you to attach his son ; who has

(His dignity and duty both cast off,)

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with

A shepherd's daughter.

Leon. Where's Bohemia ? speak.

Lord. Here in the city ; I now came from him

:

I speak amazedly ; and it becomes
My marvel, and my message. To your court

Whiles he was hast'ning, (in the chase, it seems.

Of this fair couple,) meets he on the way
The father of this seeming lady, and

Her brother, having both their country quitted

With this young prince.

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me

;

Whose honour, and whose honesty, till now,

Endur d all weathers.

Lord. Lay't so to his charge
;

He's with the king your father.

Leon. Who ? Camillo ?

Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him ; who now
Has these poor men in que.stion. Never saw 1

Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the earth
;

Forswear themselves as often as they speak;

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them

With divers deaths in death.

Per. O, my poor father !

—

The heavens set spies upon us, will not have

Our contract celebrated.

Leon. You are married?

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be
;

The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first

:

The odds for high and low's alike.

Leon. My lord.

Is this the daughter of a king ?

Flo. She is.

When once she is my wife. [speed,

Leon. That once, I see, by your good father's

Will come on very slowly. I am sorry.

Most sorry, you have broken from his liking.

Where you were tied in duty : and as sorry.

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty.

That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear, look up :

Though fortune, visible an enemy.

Should chase us, with my father
;
power no jot

Hath she to change our loves.—'Beseech you, sir.

Remember since you ow'd no more to time

Than I do now : with thought of such affections.

Step forth mine advocate ; at your request.

My father will grant precious things, as trifles.

Leon. Would he do so, I'd beg your precious

Which he counts but a trifle. [mistress,

Paul. Sir, my liege.

Your eye hath too much youth in't : not a month
'Fore your queen died, she was more worth such

Thun what you look on now. [gazes

Leon. I thought of her.

Even iu these looks I made.—But your petition

(To Florisel.)

Is yet unanswer'd : I will to your father;

Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires,

I am a friend to them, and you : upon which errand

1 now go toward him; therefore, follow me,

And mark what way 1 make : Come, good my lord.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Before the Palace.

Enter Autolyccs and a Gentleman.

Aut. 'Beseech you, sir, were you present at this

relation ?

1 Getit. I was by at the opening of the fardel,

heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he

found it : whereupon, after a little amazedness, we
were all commanded out of the chamber; only this,

methought I heard the shepherd say, he found the

child.

Atit. I would most gladly know the issue of it.

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the busi-

ness :—But the changes I perceived in the king,

and Camillo, were very notes of admiration : they

seemed almost, with staring on one anotlier, to tear

the cases of their eyes ; there was speech in their

dumbness, language in their veiy gesture : they

looked, as they had heard of a world ransomed, or

one destroyed : A notable passion of wonder ap-

p«?hred in them ; but tl'.e wisest beholder, that knew
no mpre but seeing, could not say, if the im[)ort-

ance were joy, or sorrow : but in the extremity of

the one, it must needs be.

Enter another Gerdleman.

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows
more : The news, llogero ?

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is

fulfilled ; the king's daughter is found ; such a deal

of wonder has broken out within this hour, that bal-

lad-makers cannot be able to express it.

Enter a third Gentleman.

Here comes the lady Paulina's steward ; he can
deliver you more.—How goes it now , sir i this

news, which is called true, is so like an old tale,

that the verity of it is in strong suspicion : Has the

king found his heir ^.

3 Gent. Most true ; if ever truth were pregnant

by circumstance : that, which you hear, you'll swear
you see, there is such unity in the proofs. The
mantle of queen Hermione : her jewel about tne

neck of it :—the letters of Antigonus, found with

it, which they know to be his character :—the ma-
jesty of the creature, in resemblance of the mother;
—the aftection of nobleness, which nature shows
above her breeding, and many other evidence.),

proclaim her, with all certainty, to be the king's

daughter. Did you see the meeting of the two
2 Gent. No. [kings ?

3 Gent. Then have yon lost a sight, wliich was
to be seen, cannot be spoken of. Th ^re might you
have beheld one joy crown another; so, and in such
manner, that, it seemed, sorrow wept to take leave

of them ; ibr their joy waded in tears. There was
casting up of eyes, holding up of hands ; with
countenance of such distraction, that, they were to

be known by garment, not by favour. Ow king,

being ready to leap out of liimself for joy of his

found daughter, as if that joy were now become a

loss, cries, 0, thy tnother, thy mother ! then asks

Bohemia forgiveness; the;i embraces his son-in-

law ; then again worries lie his daughter, with clip-

ping her; now he thanks the old shepherd, which
stands by, like a weather-bitten conduit of many
kings' reigns. I never heard of such another en-

counter, which lames report to follow it, and un-

does description to do it.

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus,

that carried hence the child ?
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3 Gent. Like an old tale still ; whieh will have
matter to rehearse, thoagh credit be asleep, and not

an ear open : He was torn to pieces with a bear

:

this avouches the shepherd's son; who has not only

his innocence (which seems much,) to justify him,
but a handkerchief, and rings, of his, that Paulina
knows. [lowers ?

1 Gent. What became of his bark, ana his fol-

3 Gent. Wrecked, the same instant of their

master's death ; and in the view of the shepherd :

so that all the instruments, which aided to expose
the child, were even then lost, when it was found.

But, O, the noble combat, that, 'twixt joy and sor-

row, was fought in Paulina ! She had one eye de-

clined for the loss other husband ; another elevated,

that the oracle was iuliilled : She lifted the princess
from the earth ; and so locks her in embracing, as

if she would pin her to her heart, that she might no
more be in danger of losing.

] Gefit. The dignity of this act was worth the

audience of kings and princes ; for by snch was it

acted.

3 Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all, and
that which angled for mine eyes, (caught the water,
though not the fish,) was, when at the relation of
the queen's deith, with the manner how she came
to it, (bravely confessed and lamented by the king,)

how attentiveness wounded his daughter : till, from
one sign of dolour to another, she did, v.ith an
alas / 1 would fiin saj', bleed tears ; for, I am sure,

my heart wept blood. Who was most marble
there, changed colour ; some swooned, all sorrow-
ed : if all the world could have seen it, the woe had
been universal.

1 Gent. Are they returned to the court?
3 Gent. No : the princess, hearing of her mo-

ther's statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina,

—

apiece many years in doing, and now newly per-
formed by that rare Italian master, Julio Romano;
who, had he himself etehiity, and could put breath
into his work, would beguile nature of her custom,
so perfectly he is her ape : he so near to Hermione
hath done Hermione, that, they say, one would
speak to her, and stand in hope of answer : thither,

with ail greediness of affection, are they gone; and
there they intend to sup.

I Gent. I thought, she had some great matter
there in hand ; for she hath privately, twice or thrice
a day, ever since the death lT Hermione, visited
that removed house. Shall we thither, and with
our company piece the rejoicing?

3 Gent. Who v\'..uld be thence, that has the
benefit of access ? every wink of an eye, some
new grace will be born : our absence makes us
unthrifty to our knowledge. Let's along.

[Exeitnt Gentlemen.
Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my former

life in me. would preferment drop on ray head. I

brought the old man and his son aboard the prince ;

told him, I heard him talk of a fardel, and I

know not what : but he at that time, overfond of
the shepherd's daughter, (so he then took her to be,)
who began to be much sea-sick, and himself little

better, extremity of weather continuing, this mys-
tery remained undiscovered. But 'tis all one to me :

for had I been the finder-out of this secret, it

would not have relished among ray other discredits.

Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Here come those I have done good to against my
^yill, and already appearing in the blossoms of their
fortune.

Shej). Come, boy ; I am past more children ; but
thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born.

Clo. You are well met, sir : You denied to fight
with me this other day, because I was no gentleman
bom : See you these clothes ? say, you see them
not, and think me still no gentleman born : you
were best say, these robes are not gentlemen born,
t-ive me the lie; do; and try whether I am not
now a gentleman bora.

Aut. I know, yon are now, sir, a gentlemai? born.
Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four
Shep. And so have I, boy. [hcuirs.
Clo. So you have :—but I was a gentleman bora

before my father : for the king's son took me by
the hand, and called me, brother; and then the
two kmgs called my father, brother: and then the
prince, my brother, and the princess, my sister,
called my father, father; and so we wept; and
there was the first gentleman like tears that ever
we shed.

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more.
Clo»Ay; or else 'twere hard luck, being in so

preposterous estate as we are.

^"t- I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me
all the faults I have committed to your worship,
and to give me your good report to the prince my
master.

Shep. Pr'ythee, son, do ; for we must be gentle,
now we are gentlemen.

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ?

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship.
Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the

prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any is in
Bohemia.

Shep. Yon may say it, but not swear it.

Clo. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman ? Let
boors and franklins say it, I'll swear it.

Shep. How if it be false, son?
Clo. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman

may swear it in the behalf of his friend :—And 111
swear to the prince thou art a tall fellow of thy
hands, and that thou wilt not be drunk; but I
know, thou art no tall fellow of thy hands, and that
thou wilt be drunk; but I'll swear it: and I
would, thou would'st be a tall fellow of thy hands.
Aut. I will prove so, sir, to my power.

irPj' '^^' ^^ ^"^y means prove a tall fellow:
If I do not wonder, how thon darest venture to be
drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me not.—
Hark

! the kings and the princes, our kindred, are
going to see the queen's picture. Come, follow us:
we'll be thy good masters. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same. A Room in Paulina's
House.

Enter LEO^fTES, Polixenes, Flokizel, Perdita,
Cajulllo, Paulina, Lords, and Attendants.

Leon. O, grave and good Paulina, the great
That I have bad of thee ! [comibrt
Paul. What, so\'ereign sir,

I did not well, I meant well : All my ser\ices,
You have paid home : but that you have vouchsaPd,
With your crown'd brother, and these your con-

tracted

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor hpuse to visit.

It is a surplus of your grace, which never
My life may last to answer.
Leon. O Paulina,

We honour you with trouble : But we came
To see the statue of our queen ; your gallery

Have we pass'd through, not without much content
In many singularities ; but we saw not
'i'hat which ray daughter came to look upon.
The statue of her mother. >

Paul. As she liv'd peerless.

So her dead likeness, I do well believe.

Excels whatever yet you look'd upon.
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it

Lonely apart : But here it is : prepare
To see the life as li\ely mockd, as ever
Still sleep mock'd deat-li : behold ; and say, 'tis well.

{Paulina undraws a curtain, and discovers a
I like your silence, it the more shows off [statue.)

Your wonder : But yet speak;—first, you, my liege,

Comes it not something near ?

Leon. Her natural posture
'

Chide me, dear stone ; that I may say, indeed,
'i'hou art Hermione : or rather, thou art she.

In thy not chiding ; for she was as tender,
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As infancy, and grace.—Bat yet, Paulina,
Herraione was not so much wrinkled ; nothing
So aged, as this seems.
Pol. O, not by much.
Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence

;

Which lets go by same sixteen years, and makes her
As she liv'd now.
Leon. As now she might have done.

So much to my good comfort, as it is

Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood.
Even with such Lfe of majesty, (warm life,

As now it coldly stands,) when first I woo'd her

!

I am ashamed : Does not the stone rebuke m«.
For being more stone than it ?—O, royal piece.
There's magic in thy majesty ; which has
My evils conjur'd to remembrance

; and
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,
Standing like stone with thee

!

Per. And give me leave

;

And do not say, 'tis superstition, that
I kneel, and then implore her blessing.—Lady,
Dear queen, that ended when I but began.
Give me that hand of yours, to kiss.

Paul. O patience

;

The statue is but newly fix'd, the colour's
Not dry.

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on
;

Which sixteen winters cannot blow away.
So many summers, dry : scarce any joy
Did ever so long live ; no sorrow.
But kill'd itself much sooner.
Pol. Dear my brother.

Let him that was the cause of this have power
To take off so much grief from you, as he
Will piece up in himself
Paul. Indeed, my lord,

If I had thought the sight ofmy poor image
Would thus have wrought you, (for the stone is

I'd not have show'd it. [mine,)
Leon. Do not draw the curtain.
Paul. No longer shall you gaze on't; lest your

May think anon, it moves. [fancy
Leon. Let be, let be.

Would I were dead, but that, methioks, already

—

What was he that did make it ?—See, my lord,
Would you not deem, it breath'd ? and that those
Did verily bear blood ? [veins

Pol. Masterly done

:

The very life seems warm upon her lip.

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in't.

As we are raock'd with art.

Paul. I'll draw the cnrtain

;

My lord's almost so far transported, that
He'll think anon, it lives.

Leon. O sweet Paulina,
Make me to think so twenty years together

;

No settled senses of the world can match
The pleasure of that madness. Left alone.
Paul. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr'd

you : but
I could afflict you further.

Leon. Do, Paulina;
For this affliction has a taste as sweet
As any cordial comfort.—Still, methinks.
There is an air comes from hrr: what fine chisel
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me.
For I will kiss her.

Paul. Good, my lord, forbear:
The ruddiness upon her lip is wet;
You'll mar it, if you kiss it ; stain your own
With oily painting : shall I draw the curtain ?
Leon. No, not these twenty years.

_
Per. So long could I

Stand by, a looker on.

Paul. Either forbear.
Quit presently the chapel ; or resolve you
For more amazement: if you can behold it,

1 11 make the statue move indeed; descend.
And take you by the hand : but then you'll think,
{\Vhicii I protest against ' I am assisted
By wicked powers.

Leon. What yon can make ber do,
I ara content to look on : what to speak,
I am content to hear ; for 'tis as easy
To make her speak, as move.
Paul. It is reqnir'd.

You do awake your faith : then, all stand still

;

Or those, that think it is unlawful business
I am about, let them depart.

Leon. Proceed

;

No foot shall stir.

Paul. Music ; awake her ; strike.

—

[Music.)
'Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more ; approach

;

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come
;

111 fill your grave up : stir ; uay, come away ;

Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him
Dear life redeems you.—You perceive, she stirs :

[Hermione comes doivn from the pedestal.)
Start not : her actions shall be holy, as.

You hear, my spell is lawful : do not shun her.

Until you see her die again; for then
You kill her double : Nay, present your hand :

When she was young, you woo'd her; now, in age.

Is she become the suitor.

Leon. O, she's warm ! {Etnbracing her.)

If this be magic, let it be an art

Lawful as eating.

Pol. She embraces him.
Ca7n. She hangs about his neck

;

If she pertain to life, let her speak too.

Pol. Ay, and make't manifest wiere she has liv'd.

Or, how stol'n from the dead ?

Paul. That she is living.

Were it but told you, should be hooted at

Like an old tale ; but it appears, she lives,

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while.

—

Please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel.

And pray your mother's blessing.—Turn, good lady ;

Our Perdita is found

.

(Presenting Perdita, iv/io l-neels to Hermione.)
Her. You gods, look down.

And from your sacred vials pour your graces
Upon my daughter's head !—Tell me, mine own.
Where hast thou been preserv'd ? where liv'd i

how found
Thy father's court ? for thou shalt hear, that I,

—

Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle

Gave hope thou wast in being,—have preserv'd
Myself to see the issue.

Paul. There's time enough for that

;

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble

Your joys with like relation.—Go together,

You precious winners all; your exultation

Partake to every one. I, an old turtle.

Will wing me to some wilher'd bough ; and there

My mate, that's never to be found again.

Lament, till I am lost.

Leon. O peace, Paulina :

Thou should'st a husband take by my consent.

As I by thine, a wife ; this is a matcii,

And made between's by vows. 'J'liou hast found
mine

;

But how, is to be qnestion'd : for I saw her.

As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, said many
A prayer upon her grave : I'll not seek far

(For him, 1 partly know his mind,) to find thee

An honourable husband :—Come, Camillo,

And take her by the hand : whose worth and ho-

ls richly noted • and here justified [nesty

By us, a pair of kings.—Let's from this place.

—

What?— Look upon mybrotlier;—both your par-
dons,

That e'er I put between your holy looks

My ill suspicion.— This your son-in-law.

And son unto the king, (whom heavens directing.)

Is troth-plight to your daughter.—Good Paulina,

Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely

Each one demand, and answer to his |)art

Perform'd in this wide gap of time, since first

We were dissever'd : Hastily lead nway. [Exeunt.
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unequal writers. Shakspeare had undoubtedly a share in tliem ; but that the entire play was no work of his, is an
opinion which (as Benedict says) " lire cannot melt out of ine ; I will die in it at the stake." Thus, as we are

informed by Aulas Gellius, lib. iii. cap. 3, some plays were absolutely ascribed to tlaulus, which in truth had only

been (retractatte el expotitce) retouched and polished by him. ... , u.
In this comedy we find more intricacy of plot than distinction of character; and our attention is less forciDiT

engaged, because we can guess in great measure how the denouement will be brought about. Yet the subject

appears to have been reluctantly dismissed, even in this last and unnecessary scene ; where the same mistakes are

continued, till the power of afl'ording entertainment is entirely lost. Steevens.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
SOLINUS, Duke of Ephesus.
MGEOti, a Merchant nf Syracuse.

I twin Brothers, and Sons
A^TIFHOIAJS, of Ephesus, 1 to ^geon and Mmilia

,

ANTIPHOLUS, of Syracuse,) but unknown to each
^ other.

DROSIIO of Ephesus, f twin Brothers, and Attendants
DROMIO of Syracuse, I on the two Antipholus's.
."ALTHAZAR, a Merchant.

ANGELO, a Goldsmith.
A Mercha?it, Friend to Aniiphalus of Syracuse.

PINCH, a Schoolmaster and a Conjurer.
EMILIA, Wife to jEgeon, an Abbess at Ephesus.
AURIANA, Wife to Antipholus of Ephesus.
LUCIANA, her Sister.

LUCE, her Servant.
A Courtezan.

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants.

ScEyE,—^Ephesus.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, ./Egeon, Gaoler, Officers, and other
Attendants.

u^ge. Proceed, Soliiius, to procure my fall,

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of Syracnsa, plead no more
;

I am not partial to infringe our laws

:

The enmity and discord, which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

JHave seal'd bis rigorous statutes with their bloods,

—

Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks.

For, since the mortal and intestine jars

'Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us.

It hath in solemn synod.s been decreed.

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves,

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns

:

Nay, more.
If aay, born at Ephesus, be seen

At any Syracusan marts and fairs

;

Again, if any Syracusan born

Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies.

His goods confiscate to the duke's dispose

;

Unless a thousand marks be levied.

To quit the penalty, and to ransom him.

Thy substance, valued at the highest rate,

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks
;

Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die.

JEge. Yet this my comfort ; when your words
are done.

My woes end likewise with the evening sun.

Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause
Why thou departedst from thy native home

;

And for what cause thon cam'st to Ephesus.
jEge. A heavier task could not have beenimpos'd.

Than I to speak ray griefs unspeakable

:

Yet that the world may witness, that my end
Was wrought by nature, not by vile oft'ence,

I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave.

In Syracu.sa was I born ; and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me,
And by me too, had not our hap been bad.

With her I liv'd in joy; our wealth increas'd.

By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnum, till my factor's death

;

And he (great care of goods at random left)

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse :

From whom my absence was not six montlis old.

Before herself (almost at fainting under
The pleasing punishment that women bear,^
Had made provision for her following me,

And soon, and safe, arrived where 1 was.

There she had not been long, but she became
A joyful mother of two goodly sons

:

And which was strange, the one so like the other.

As could not be distinguish'd but by names.
That very hour, and in the self same inn,

A poor mean woman was delivered

Of such a burden, male twins, both alike :

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor,

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys.

Made daily motions for our home return:

Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too soon.

We came aboard

:

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd.

Before the always wind-obeying deep
Gave any tragic instance of our harm :

But longer did we not retain much hope

,

For what obscured light the heavens did grant.

Did but convey unto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death

;

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac'd.

Yet the incessant weepings of my wife,

Weeping before for what she saw must come.
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes.

That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what to fear,

Forc'd me to seek delays for them and me.
And this it was,—for other means was none.

—

The sailors sought for safety by our boat.

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us :

My wife, more careful for the latter-born.

Had fasten'd him unto a small spare raa.st.

Such as sea-faring men provide tor storms ;

To him one of the other twins was botlnd,

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus dispos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd,

Fasten'd ourselves at either end the mast;

And floating .straight, obedient to the stream.

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth,

Dispers'd those vapours that offended us;

And, by the benefit of his wish'd light,

Tiie seas wax'd calm, and wo discovered

Two ships from far making amain to us.

Of Corinth that, of Epidauru.s this :

Hut ere they came,—O, let me say no more !

Gather the sequel by that went before. [so:

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break oil"

For we may pity, though not pardon thee.

jEge. O, had the gods done so, I had not now
Worthily term'd them merciless to us !

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues,

We were encounter'd by a mighty rock

;
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Which being violently borne upon,

Oar helpful ship was splitted in the midst.

So that, in this unjust divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burdened
With lesser weight; but not with lesser woe.
Was carried with more speed before the wind;
And in our sight they three were taken up
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought.

At length, another ship had seiz'd on us ;

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save,

Gave helpful welcome to their shipureck'd guests
;

And would have reft the fishers of their prey.

Had not their bark been veiy slow of sail.

And therefore homeward did they bend their

course.

—

Thus have you heard me sever'd from my bliss;

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd.

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. [for,

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest
Do me the fa\ onr to dilate at full

What hath befall'u of them, and thee, till now.
^ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care,

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother ; and importun'd me.
That his attendant, (for his case was like.

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,)
Might bear him company iu the quest of him :

Whom whilst I labour'd ofa love to see,

1 hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd.

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece,
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia,
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus

;

Hopeless to fiud, yet loath to leave unsought.

Or thatj or any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story of my life

;

And happy were I in my timely aeath.

Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duke. Hapless jiEgeon, whom the fates have
mark'd

To bear the extremity of dire mishap !

Now. trust me, were it not against our laws.

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity.

Which princes, would they, may not disannid.

My soul should sue as advocate for thee.

But though thou art adjudged to the death.

And passed sentence may not be rccalPd,

But to our honour's great disparagement.

Yet will I favour thee in what I can :

Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee this day,

To seek thy help by beneficial help :

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus
;

Beg thou, or borrow to make up the sum,
And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die :— "

Gaoler, take him to thy custody.

Gaol. I will, my lord.

jEye. Hopeless, and helpless, doth jEgeon wend,
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt.

tJCEKE II.

—

A Public Place.

Enter Antipholus «w(/Dromio of Syracuse, and
a Merchant.

Mer. Therefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum,
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.

This vei-y day, a Syracusan merchant
Is apprehended for arrival here

;

And not being able to buy out his life.

According to the statute of the town.

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.

There is your money that I had to keep.

Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host,

And stay tb«re, Dromio, till I come to thee.W ithin this hour it will be dinner-time :

Till that, I'll view the manners of the town.
Peruse tlie traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return, and sleep within mine inn
;

For with long travel I am stiff and weary.
Get thee awny.

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your
word.

And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exit.
Ant. 6' A trusty \illain, sir; that very oft,

Wlien I am dull \\\\\\ care and melancholy,

Ligiitens my humour with his merry jests.

What, will you walk with me about the town.
And then go to my inn, and dine with me ?

Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants,
Gf whom I hope to make much benefit

:

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock.

Please you, I'll meet with you upon the mart.

And afterwards consort you till bed-time
;

?.Iy present business calls nie from you now.
Ant. S. Farewell till fii-n : I will go lose myself.

And wander up and down, to view the city.

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content.

[Exit.

A7it. S. He, that commends me to mine own
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. [content,

I to the world am like a drop of water.

That in the ocean seeks another drop;
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth.

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself:

So I, to find a mother, and a brother,

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter Drojho of Ephesus.

Here comes the almanack of my true date.

—

What now? How chance, thou art return'd so soon?
Dro. E. Return'd so soon! rather approach'd

too late

:

The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit

;

The clock has strucken twelve upon the bell.

My mistress made it one upon my cheek :

She is so hot, because the meat is cold

;

The meat is cold, because you come not home

;

You come not home, because you have no stomach,'
You have no stomach, having broke your fast;

But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray.

Are penitent for your default to-day.

Aiit. S. Stop in your wind, sir ; tell me this, I pray;
Where have you left the money that I gave j'ou ?

Dro. E. O,—sixpence, that I had o'Wednesday
last.

To pay the saddler for my mistress' crupper ?

—

The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not.

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now

:

Tell me, and daily not, where is the money?
We being strangers here, how dar'st thou trust

So great a charge from thine own custody V

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner :

I from my mistress come to you in post;

If I return, I shall be post indeed;
For she will score your fault upon my pate.

Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be your
clock.

And strike you home without a messenger.

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out
of season

;

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this .

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ?

Dro. E. To me, sir? why you gave no gold to

me. [foolishness.

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your
And tell me, how thou hast dispos'd thy charge.

Dro. E. My charge wa^ but to fetch you from
the mart

Home to your house, the Flioenix, sir, to dinner;

Ptiy mistress, and her sister, stay for you.

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me.
In what safe place you have bestow'd my money

;

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours.

That stands on tricks, when I am undispos'd

:

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me?
Dro. E. i have some marks of yours upon my pate,

Souie of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders.

But not a thousand marks between you both.

—

If I should pay your worship those again.

Perchance, you will not bear them patiently.
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Ant. S, Thy mistress' marks ! what mistress,

slave, hast thoa? [Phoenix;

Dro. E. Vour worship's wife, my mistress at the

She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner.

And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner.

Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my
face,

Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave.

Dro. E. What mean you, sir? for God's sake,

hold your hands

;

Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels. [Exit.

Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other.

The villain is o'er-raught ot all my money.
They say, this town is full of cozenage ;

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye,

Dark-working sorcerers, that change the mind.
Soul-killingwitches, that deform the body;
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks.
And many such like liberties of sin:

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner.

I'll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave

;

I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A public Place,

Enter Adrl\na and Luciana.

Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave return'd.

That in such haste I sent to seek his master !

Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock.

Luc. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him.

And from the mart he's somewhere gone to dinner.

Good sister, let us dine, and never fret

:

A man is master of his liberty:

Time is their master; and, when they see time.

They'll go, or come : If so, be patient, sister.

Adr. VV'hy should their liberty than ours be more?
Luc. Because their business still lies out o'door.

Adr. Jjook, when I serve him so, he takes it ill.

Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will.

Adr. There's none, but asses, will be bridled so.

Luc. Why, headstrong hberty is lash'd with woe.
There's nothing, situate under heas en's eye.

But hath its bound, in earth, in sea, in sky :

Tile beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls,

Are their males' subject, and at their controls

:

Alen, more divine, the masters of all these.

Lords of the wide world, and vild wat'ry seas.

Indued with intellectual sense and souls,

•Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls,

A.re masters to their females, and their lords :

fhen let your will attend on their accords.

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed.
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed.

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear

some sway.
Luc. Ere I learn love, I'll practise to obey.

Adr. How if your husband start some other where?
Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear.

Adr. Patience, unmoved, no marvel though she

pause

;

They can be meek, that have no other cause.

A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity.

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain.

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain :

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee.

With urging helpless patience would'st relieve me :

But, if thou live to see like right bereft.

This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day, but to try ;

—

Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter Drooto of Ephesus.

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand?
Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and

that my two ears can witness.

Adr. Say, didst thoa speak with him ? know'st
thou his HiinJ?

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear

:

Beshrew his hand, 1 scarce could understand it.

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not
feel his meaning?
Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too

well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, that

I could scarce understand them.
Adr. But say, I pr'ythee, is he coming home?

It seems, he hath great care to please his wife.

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn-
mad !

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ? [stark mad :

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; but, sure, he's

When I desir'd him to come home to dinner.

He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold :

'Ti.f dinner-time, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he :

Yojir meat doth burn, quoth I ; Mi/ gold, quoth he:

Will you come home ? quoth I ; My gold, quoth he :

Where is the thousandmarks I gave thee, villain?

The pig, quoth I, is burn'd; My gold, quoth he:
My mistress, sir, quoth I ; Hang up thy mistress ;

I knoiv not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress !

Luc. Quoth who?
Dro. E. Quoth my master :

' / know, quoth he, no house, no ivife, no mistress ;
—

So that my errand, due unto my tongue,

I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders

;

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him
home.

Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ?

For God's sake, send some other messenger.
Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy head across.

Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with other

beating :

Between you I shall have a holy head. [home.
Adr. Hence, prating peasant; fetch thy master
Dro. E. Am I so roimd with you, as you with me.

That like a football you do spurn me thus ?

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither

:

If I last iu this service, you must case me in leather.

[Exit.
Luc. Fy, how impatience lowereth in your face !

Adr. His company must do his minions grace,
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took
From my poor cheek ? tlien he hath wasted it

:

Are my discourses dull? barren my wit?
If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd,

Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard.

Do their gay vestments his affections bait?

That's not my fault, he's master of my state ;

What ruins are in me, that can be found
By him not ruin'd? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures : My decayed fair

A sunny look of his would soon repair

:

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale.

And feeds from home
;
poor I am but his stale.

Luc. Self-harming jealousy !—fy, beat it hence.

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dis-

pense.

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere

;

Or else, what lets it but he would be here ?

Sister, you know, he promis'd me a chain ;—
W'ould that alone alone he would detain.

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed !

I see, the jewel, best enamelled.

Will lose his beauty : and though gold 'bides still

That others touch, yet often touching will

Wear gold : and so no man, that hath a name.

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame.

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, t

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. >

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy! )

[Exeunt.

ScETsE II.

—

The same.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. The gold, I gave to Dromio, is laid up
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave

Is wanderd forth, in care to seek me out.
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By compntation, and mine host's report,

I could uot speak with Drouiio, since at first

I sent him from the mart : See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio of Syraeiise.

How now, sir? is your merry humour alter'd?

As you love strokes, so jest with me again.

You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold?

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner?

My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad.

That thus so madly thou didst answer me ?

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such

a word ? [since.

Ant. S. Ev(^n now, even here, not half an hoiu-

Dro. S. I did not see you since you sent me hence.

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me.

Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold's re-

ceipt;

And told'st me of a mistress, and a dinner;

For which, I hope, thou felt'st I was displeas'd.

Dro. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein :

What means this jest? 1 pray you, master, tell me.

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in the

teeth ?

Think'st thou, I jest? Hold, take thou that, and

that. [Beating him.)

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God's sake : now your jest

is earnest :

Upon what bargain do }'ou give it me ?

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometime

Do use you for my fool, and chat with you.

Your sauciness will jest upon my love,

And make a common of my serious hours.

When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make sport.

But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams.

If you will jest with me, know my aspect.

And fashion your demeanour to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it ; so you would leave

battering, I had rather have it a head : an you use

these blows long, I must get a sconce for ray head,

and ensconce it too ; or else I shall seek my wit m
my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten ?

Ant. S. Dost thou not know ?

Dro. S. Nothing, sir ; but that 1 am beaten.

Ant. S. Shall I tell you why ?

Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for, they say,

every why hath a wherefore.

Ant. S. Why, first—for flouting me: and then,

wherefore,

—

For urging it the second time to me.

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out

of season ?

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither

rhyme nor reason ?

Well, sir, I thank you.

Ant. S. Thank me, sir? for what?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something, that you

gave me for nothing.

Ant. S. I'll make you amends next, to give you

nothing for something. But say, sir, is it dinner

time? I'la^e.

Dro. S. No, sir; 1 think, the meat wants that I

Ant. S. In good time, sir, w hat's that ?

Dro. S. Basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, then 't'Adll be dry.

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it.

Ant. S. Your reason?

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and purchase

me another dry basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time

;

There's a time for all things.

Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before you were

80 choleric.

Ant. S. By what rule, sir?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain

bald pate of father Time himself.

Ant. S. Let's hear it

Dro. S. There's no time for a man to recover his

hair, that grows bald by nature.

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery ?

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for his peruke, and
recover the lost hair of another man.

Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, be-
ing, as it is, so plentiful an excrement ?

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows
on beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair,

he hath given them in wit.

Ant. S. Why, but there's many a man hath more
hair than wit. [to lose his hair.

Dro. S. Not a man of those but he hath the wit

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain

dealers without wit.

Dro. S. The jjlainer dealer, the sooner lost : Yet
he loseth it in a kind of jollity.

Atit. S. For what reason?

, Dro. S. For two ; and sound ones too.

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you.

Dro. S. Sure ones, then.

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.

Dro. S. Certain ones, then.

Ant. S. Name them.
Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he spends

in tiring : the other, that at dinner they should not

drop in his porridge.

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved,

there is no time for all things.

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir ; namely, no time to

recover hair lost by nature.

Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial, why
there is no time to recover.

Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himself is bald,

and therefore, to the world's end, will have bald fol-

lowers.

Ant. S. I knew, 'twould be a bald conclusion

:

But soft ! who wafts us yonder ?

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown

;

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects,

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife.

The time was once, when thou unurg'd wouldst vow.
That never words were music to thine ear,

That never object pleasing in thine eye.

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand.
That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste.

Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to thee.

How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it,

That thou art then estranged from thyself

:

Thyself I call it, being strange to me.
That, undividable, incorporate.

Am better than thy dear aeWs better part.

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me
;

For know, my love, as easy may'st thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gnlph.

And take unmingled thence that drop again.

Without addition, or diminishing.

As take from me thyself, and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious ?

And that *his body, consecrate to thee.

By ruffian lust should be contaminate ?

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me.
And hurl the name of husband in my face.

And tear the stain'd skin off my harlot brow.
And from my fake hand cut the wedding-ring.
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ?

I know thou canst; and therefore, see, thou do it

I am possess'd with an adulterate blot;

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust :

For, if we two be one, and thou play false,

I do digest the poison of thy flesh.

Being strumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed;
I hve dis-stain'd, thou undishonoured.

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you
In Ephesus I am but two hours old, [not

:

As strange unto your town, as to your talk;

Who, every word by all my wit being scann'd.

Want wit in all one word to understand.
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Luc. Fy, brother ! how the world is chang'd with

you

!

When were you wont to use my sister thus ?

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

Ant. S. By Dromio?
Dro. S. By me ? [him,

—

Adr. &y thee ; and this thou didst return from

That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows.

Denied my house for his, me for his wife.

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gentle-

woman ?

What is the course and drift of your compact ?

Dro. S. I, sir? I never saw her till this time.

Ant. S. Villain, thou liest ; for even her very words
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.

Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my life.

Ant. S. How can she tlius then call us by our

names.
Unless it be by inspiration?

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity.

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave,

Abetting him to thwart me in ray mood?
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt.
But wrong not tliat wrong with a more contempt.

Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine :

Thou art au elm, my husband, I a vine
;

Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state.

Makes me with thy strength to communicate :

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross.

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss

;

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion

Infect thy sap, and live on thy confusion.

Ant. S. To me she speaks ; she moves me for her
theme :

What, was I married to her in my dream ?
Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this ?

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ?

Until I know this sure uncertainty,

I'll entertain the ofler'd fallacy.

Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for

dinner.

Dro. S. O, for my beads! I cross me for a
sinner.

This is the fairy land ;—O, spite of spites !

—

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites;

If we obey them not, this will ensue.
They'll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue.

Luc. Why prat'st thou to thyself, and answer'st
not ? [sot ?

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou
Dro. S. I am translbrmed, master, am not I ?

Ant. S. I think, thou art, in mind, and so am I.

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind, and in my
shape.

Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form.
Dro. S. No, I am an ape.
Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, 'tis to an ass.

Dro. S. 'Tis true ; she rides me, and I long lor

grass.

'Tis so, I am an ass ; else it could never be.
But I should know her, as well as she knows me.
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool.

To put the finger in the eye and weep.
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn.—
Come, sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate :

—

Husband, I'll dine above with you today.
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks :

—

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master.
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter.

—

Come, sister :—Dromio, play the porter well.
Ant. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell?

Sleeping or waking ? mad, , or well-advis'd ?
Known unto these, and to myself disguis'd !

I'll say as they say, and persever so.
And in this mist at all adventures go.

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ?
Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break your

pate.

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late.

iEa:eunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Antipholus ofEpJiesus, Drojuio ofEphesus,
Angelo, andQ-MJiHAZPA,

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you mu&t excuse
us all

;

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours :

Say, that I hnger'd with you at your shop.
To see the making of her carkanet.
And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
But here's a villain that would face me down;.
He met me on the mart : aud that I beat him.
And charg'd him with a thousand marks in gold ;
And that I did deny my wife and bouse :

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by
this? [I know;

Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know what
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to

show : [gave were ink.
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you
Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think.

' Ant. E. I think, thou art an ass.

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear
By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear.

I should kick, being kick'd ; aud being at that pass.
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an

ass.

Ant. E. You are sad, signior Balthazar : 'Pray
God, our cheer [here.

May answer my good will, and your good welcome
Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your

welcome dear. [fish.

Ant. E. O, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or
A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish.

Bal. Good meat, sir, is common ; that every
churl affords.

Ant. E. And welcome more common ; for that's

nothing but words.
Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a

merry feast. [ing guest

:

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and more spar-
But though my cates be mean, take them in good

part

;

[heart.

Better cheer may you have, but not with better

But, soft ; my door is lock'd ; Go bid them let us
in. [Jen!

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian,

Dro. S.
(
Wit/iin.) Mome, malt-horse, capon,

coxcomb, idiot, patch!
Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the

hatch : [such store.

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'st for

When one is one too many ? Go, get thee from
the door.

Dro. E. What patch is made our porter? My
master stays in the street.

Dro. S. Let him walk from whence he came, lest

he catch cold on's feet.

Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho, open the door.

Dro. S. Right, sir, I'll tell you when, an you'll

tell me wherefore.
Ant. E. Wherefore? for my dinner? I have not

din'd to-day.

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not;.eome
again, when you may.

Ant. E. What art thou, that keep'st me out from
the house I owe ?

Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and my
name is Dromio.

Dro. E. O villain, thou hast stolen both mine
office and iny name ;

[blame.

The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place.

Thou wouldst have chang'd thy face for a name, or

thy nauie for an ass.

Luce. [Within.) What a coil is there ! Dromio,
who are those at the gate ?

Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce.
Luce. Faith no ; he comes too late

;



255 COMEDY OF ERROKS. Act hi.

Av\i so tell yonr master.

J)ro. E. O lord, I must laugh :

—

H^ve at yoii with a proverb.—Shall I set iu my
staff? [can you tell?

Luce. Have at you with another : that's,—When ?

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou
hast ansvver'd him well.

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us
in, I hope ?

Luce. I thought to have ask'd you.

Dro. S. And you said uo.

Dro. E. So, come, help ; well struck ; there was
blow for blow.

Ant E. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whose sake?
Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard.
Luce. Let him knock till it ache.
Ant. E. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the

door down.
Luce. What needs all this, and a pair of stocks

in the town?
Adr. (T'Vithin.) Who is that at the door, th;it

keeps all this noise ? [unruly boys.
Dro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled witli

Afit. E. Are you there, wife ? you might have
come before. [door.

Adr. Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you from the
Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knave

would go sore.

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome

;

we would fain have either.

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall part
with neither.

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master; bid
them welcome hither.

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we
cannot get in.

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your gar-
ments were thin.

Your cake here is warm within
; you stand here in

the cold : [and sold.

It would make a man mad as a bnck, to be so bought
Ant. E. Go, fetch me something, I'll break ope

the gate. [your knave's pate.
Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I'll break
Dro. E. A rnan may break a word with you, sir;

and words are but wind; [behind.
Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not
Dro. S. It seems thou wantest breaking : Out

upon thee, hind

!

Dro. E. Here's too ranch, out upon thee ! I pray
thee, let me in.

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and
fish have no fin. [crow.

Ant. E. Well, I'll break in : Go, borrow me a
Dro. E. A crow without a feather ; master, mean

you so? [feather:

For a fish without a fin, there's a fowl without a
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we'll pluck a crow to-

gether, [crow.
A)it. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron

Bal. Have patience, sir ; O, let it not be so

;

Herein you war against your reputation.

And draw within the compass of suspect
The unviolated honour of your wife.

Once this,—Your long experience of her wisdom.
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty,
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown

;

And doubt not, sir, but she wiW well excuse
Why at this time the doors are made against you.
Be rul'd by me ; depart in patience,

.\nd let us to the Tiger all to dinner

:

And, about evening, come yourself alone.

To know the reason of this strange restraint.

If by strong hacd you offer to break in.

Now in the stirring passage of the day,
A vulgar comment will be made ou it

;

Aud that siipposed by the common rout
Against your yet ungalled estimation.
That may with foul intrusion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when yon are dead :

For slander lives upon succession

;

For ever hous'd, where it once gets possession.
A7it. E. You have prevail'd ; I will depart in

quiet,

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry.
I know a wench of excellent discourse,

—

Pretty and witty ; wild and yet, too, gentle ;

—

There will we dine : this woman that I mean.
My wife (but I protest, without desert,)

Hath oftentime.s upbraided me withal

;

To her will we to dinner.—Get you home.
And fetch the chain ; by this, I know, 'tis made :

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine
;

For there's the house ; that chain will I bestow
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,)

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste :

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,
I'll knock elsewhere, to see if they'll disdain me.

A7iy. I'll meet you at that place, some hour
hence.

Ant. E. Do so ; this jest shall cost me some
expense. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Syracuse.
Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot

A husband's office ? shall, Antipholus, hate.

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot?

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate ?

If you did wed my sister for her wealth.

Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with more
kindness :

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth

;

Muffle your false love with some show of blind-

ness :

Let not my sister read it in your eye
;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator

;

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty

;

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger

:

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted
;

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint;

Be secret-false : What need she be acquainted ?

What simple thief brags of his own attaint?

'Tis double wrong, to tniant with your bed,
Aud let her read it in thy looks at board :

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ;

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word.
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe.

Being compact of credit, that you love us

;

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ;

We in your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again

;

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife

;

'Tis holy sport, to be a little vain.

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers stri''-.

Atit. S. Sweet mistress, (what your name is else,

I know not.

Nor by what wonder you do hit on mine,)
Less, in your knowledge, and your grace, j'ou

show not.

Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divine.

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak

;

Lay open to my earthly gross conceit,

Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak.
The folded meaning of your words' deceit.

Against my soul's pure truth why labour you.
To make it wander in an unknown field ?

Are you a god ? would you create me new ?

Translbrra me then, and to your power I'll yield.

But if that I am I, then well I know.
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine.

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe
;

Far more, far more, to you do 1 decline.

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note.

To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears;

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote :

Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs.

Ami as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie

;

Aud, in that glorious supposition, think

A)
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He gains by death, that hath such raeaus to die :

—

Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink

!

Luc. What, are you raad, that you do reason so?
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not

know.
Luc. It is a fault, that springeth from your eye.

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun,

being by. [your sight.

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on
night.

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so.

Ant. S. Thy sister's sister.

Lue. That's my sister.

Ant. S. No

;

It is thyself, mine ovvb selfs better part;

Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart

;

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim.

My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be.

Ayit. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee :

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life
;

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife

:

Give me thy hand.
Luc. O, soft, sir, hold you still

;

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good will. [Exit.

Enter, from the house of Antipholus of Ephesus,
Dpomio of Syracuse.

A nt. S. Why, how now, Dromio ? where ruu'st

thou so fast ?

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio?
am I your man r am I myself?
Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou

art thyself.

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman's man, and
besides myself. [thyself?

A?it. S. What woman's man? and how besides

Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to

a woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me,
one that will have me.
Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, .such claim as yon would lay

to your horse ; and she would have me as a beast

:

not that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but
that she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim
Ant. S. What is she ? [to me.
Dro. S. A very reverent body ; ay, such a one

as a man may not speak of, without he say, sir-

reverence : I have but lean luck in the match, and
yet is she a wondrous fat marriage ?

A?it. S. How dost thou mean, a fat marriage ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she's the kitchen-wench, and
all grease ; and I know not what use to put her to,

but to make a lamp of her, and run from her by
her own light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow
m them, will burn a Poland winter : if she lives

till doomsday, she'll burn a week longer than the
whole world.

Ant. S. What complexion is she of?
Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing

like so clean kept; For why, she sweats, a man may
go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant. S. That's a fault, that water will mend.
Dro. S. No, sir, 'tis in grain ; Noah's flood could
Ant. S. What's her name ? [not do it.

Dro. S. Nell, sir;—but her name and three
quarters, that is, an ell and three quaiters, will not
measure her from hip to hip.

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth ?
Dro. S. No longer from head to foot, than from

hip to hip : she is spherical, like a globe ; I could
find out countries in her.

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ireland ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, in her buttocks : I found it

out by the bogs.
Ant. S. Where Scotland ?
Dro. S. I found it by the barrenness ; hard, in the

palm of the hand.
Ant. S. Where France ?

Dro. S. In her forehead ; armed and reverted,
making war against her hair.

Ant. S. Where England ?

Dro. S. I looked for the chalky cliflFs, bat I could
find no whiteness in them ; but I guess, it stood in
her chin, by the salt rheum that ran between France
and it.

Ant. S. Where Spain ? [her breath.
Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not.; but I felt it, hot in
Ant. S. Where America, the Indies ?

Dro. S. O, sir, upon her nose, all o'er embel-
lished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining
their rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; who sent
whole armadas of carraeks, to be ballast to her nose.
Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands?
Dro. S. O, sir, I did not look so low. To con-

clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me;
called me Dromio ; swore, I was assured to her

;

told me what privy marks I had about me, as the
mark on my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the
great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran
from her as a witch : and, I think, -if ray breast
had not been made of faith, and my heart of steel,

she had transformed me to a curtail-dog, and made
me turn i'the wheel.
Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently, post to the road

;

And if the wind blow any way from shore,
I will not harbour in this town to-night.

If any bark put forth, come to the mart.
Where I will walk till thou return to me.
If every one know ns, and we know none,
'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.
Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for life,

So fly I from her, that would be my wife. [Exit.
Ant. S. There's none but witches do inhabit here

;

And therefore 'tis high time that I were herice.
She, that doth call me husband, even my soa
Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair sister,

Possess'd with such a gentle sovereign grace.
Of such enchanting presence and discourse.
Hath almost made me traitor to myself:
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong,
I'll stop mine ears against the mermaid's song.

Enter Angelo.

Anr;i. Master Antipholus ?

Ant. S. Ay, that's my name.
Ang. I know it well, sir ; Lo, here is the chain :

I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine :

The chain unfinish'd made me stay thus long.

Ant. S. What is your will, that I shall do with
this ? [for you.

A7ig. What please yourself, sir ; I have made it

Atit. S. Made it forme, sir! I bespoke it not.

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you
have :

Go home with it, and please your wife withal

;

And soon at supper-time I'll visit you.

And then receive my money for the chain.

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now.
For fear you ne'er see chain, nor money, more.

Ang. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you well.

[Exit.

Ant. S. What I should think of this I eanuot

But this I think, there's no man is so vain, [tell

:

That would refuse so fair an ofl'er'd chain.

I see, a man here needs not live by shifts.

When in the streets he meets such golden gifts.

I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay

;

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same

Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer.

Me?: You know, since Pentecost the sum is due.

And since I have not much importun'd you
;

Nor now I had not, but that I aiu bound
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage

:

Therefore make present satisfaction,

R
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Or I'll attach you by this officer.

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to you,

Ts giowiug to me by Antipholus :

And in the instant, that I met with you.

He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock,

I shall receive the money for the same :

Pleaseth you walk vvitli me down to his house,

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too.

Bw^er Antipholus of Ephesus, and Drojuo of
Uphesus.

Off. That labour may you save ; see where he

comes. [thou

Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith's house, go

And buy a rope's end ; that will I bestow

Among my wife and her confederates.

For locking me out of my doors by day.—
But soft, I see the goldsmith :—get thee gone

;

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.

Jbro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy

a rope ! [E.vit Dromio.

Ant, E. A man is well holp up, that trusts to

you :

I promised your presence, and the chain

;

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me

:

Belike, you thought our love would last too long,

If it wrre chaia'd together; and therefore came
not.

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note.

How much your chain weiglis to the utmost carat

;

The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion
;

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more
Than I stand debted to this gentleman :

I pray you, see him presently diseliarg"d.

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it

Arit. E. I am not furnish'd with the present

money;
Besides, I have some business in the town :

Good signiur, take the stranger to my house,

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife

Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof;

Perchance, I will be there as soon as you.

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her your-

self? [time enougii.

A7it. E. No ; bear it with you, lest I come not

Ang. Well, sir, I will: have you the chain

about you ?

Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, 1 hope yoa have

;

Or else you may return without your money.

Ang. Nay, come, 1 pray you, sir, give me the

chain

;

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman.

And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

Ant. E. Good lord, you use this dalliance, to

eicuse

Your breach of promise to the Porcupine :

I should have chid you for not bringing it.

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl.

Mer. The hour steals on: 1 pray you, sir, de-

spatch, [chain

—

Ang. You hear how he importunes me ; the

Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch

your money. [now

;

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even

Either send the chiiin, or send me by some token.

Ant. E. Fy ! now you run this humour out of

breath

:

[it.

Come, where's the chain? I pray you. let me see

Mer. My business cannot brouk this dalliance :

Good sir, say, whe'r you'll answer me, or no

;

If not, I'll leave him to the officer.

A7it. E. I answer you ! What should I answer
you ?

Ang. The money, that you .owe me for the chain.

Ant. E. I owe you none, till I receive the chain.

Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour

since.

Ant. E. You gave nie none
;
you wrong me

much to say so.

Ang You vrrong me more, sir, in denying it;

Consider, how it stands upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit.

Off. I do ; and charge you, in the duke's name,

to obey me.

Aug. This touches me in reputation :—

•

Either consent to pay this sum for me.

Or I attach vou by this officer.

Ant. E. Consent to .pay thee that I never had

!

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st.

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer :

I would not spare my brother in this case.

If he should scorn me so apparently.

Off. I do arrest you, sir
;
you hear the suit.

Ant. E. I do obey thee, till I give thee bail :

—

But, airrah, you shall buy this sport as dear

As all the metal in your shop will answer.

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. Sr 'Muster, there is a bark of Epidamntftii,

That stays but till her owner comes aboard.

And then, sir, bears away : our fraughtage, sir,

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought

The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae.

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all,

But for their owner, master, and yourself.

Ant. E. How now ! a madman ? Why, thou

peevish sheep.

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ?

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage.

A7it. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a

rope
;

And told thee to what purpose, and what end.

Bro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope's end as soon:

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure.

And teach your ears to listen with more heed.

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight
.,

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
That's cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestry,

There is a purse of ducats ; let her .send it

;

Tell her I am arrested in the street;

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave ; be gone.

On, officer, to prison, till it come.

[Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and Ant. E.

Dro. S. To Adriana! that is where we din'd.

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband ;

She is too big, I hope, forme to compass.
Thither I must, although against my will,

For servants must their masters' minds fulfil. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. Ab^ Luciana, did he tempt thee so?
Might'st thou perceive austerely in his eye.

That he did plead in earnest, yea o"- no ?

Look'd he or red, or pale ; or sad, or mertily ?

What observation mad'st thou in this case.

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his iace ?

Luc. First, he denied you had in him no right.

Adr. He meant, he did me none ; the more my
spite.

Luc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here.

Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. (were.

Adr. And what said he ?

Luc. That love, I begg'd for you, he begg'd of

me.
Adr. With what persuasion did he terapt tliy

love? [move.

Luc. With words, that in tn honest suit might

First, he did praise my beauty; then, my speech.

Adr. Did'st speak him fair ?

Liic. Have patience, I beseech
Adr. I cannot, nor I v^^ll not, hold me still

;

JVIy tongue, though not my heart, shall have his

He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, [will;

lll-fac'd, worse-bodied, .shapeless every where;
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Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind

;

Stigmatical in making, worse in mind.

Lite. Who would be jealous then of such a one ?

No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone.

Adr. Ah ! but I tliink him better than I say.

And vet would herein others' eyes were worse:

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away

;

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do

curse.

Enter DROjno of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Here, go ; the desk, the ptjrse ; sweet

now, make haste.

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breata ?

Dru. S. By running fast.

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he well ?

Dro. S. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worse than hell:

A devil in an everlasting garment bath him.

One, whose hard heart is biitton'd up with steel

;

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough
;

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff;

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that coun-

termands
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands;

A hound, that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot

well

;

_

[hell.

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter l

Dro. S. 1 cio not know the matter ; he is 'rested

on the case. [suit.

Adr. What, is he aTested ? tell me, at whose
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested,

well; [can I tell

:

But he's in a suit of b:ff, which 'rested him, tliat

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money
in the desk ?

Adr. Go fetch it' sister.—This I wonder at.

[Exit Li/ciar.a.

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt :

—

Tell me, was he arrested on a band?
Dro. S. Not on a baud, but on a stronger thing

;

A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ?

Adr. W hat, the chain ? [gone.

Dro. S. No, no, the bell : 'tis time, that I were
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes

one. [hear.

Adr. The hours come back! (hat did I never

Dro. S. O, yes, if any hour meet a sergeant, a

'turns back for very fear.

Adr. As if time were in debt ! how fondly dost

thou reasor. ?

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more
than he's worth, to season.

Nay, he's a thief too : have you not heard men say.

That time comes stealing on by night and day ?

If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in the way,
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour ij|a day .-

E«<er LuciANA.

Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it

straight

;

And bring thy master home immediately.

—

Come, sister; I am press'd down with conceit

;

Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. There's not a man I meet, but doth
salute me

As if I were their well-acquainted friend

;

And every one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me, some invite me

;

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; ,

Some offer me commodities to buy

:

Even now a tailor call'd me in his shop.
And sbow'd me silks that he had bought for me,
And, therewithal, took measure of my body.
Snre these are but imaginary wiles.
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here.

Enter Drooto of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, here's the gold you sent me for

:

What, have you got the picture of old Adam new
apparell'd ? [thou mean ?
Ant. S. What gold is tliis ? What Adam dost
Dro. S. Not that Adam, that kept the paradise,

but that Adam, that keeps the prison : he, that goes
in the calf's-skin, that was killed for the prodigal

;

he, that came behind you, sir, like an evil angel,
and bid yon forsake your liberty.

Ant. S. I understand tliee not.

Dro. S. No ? why, 'tis a plain case : he that went
like a base-viol, in a case of leather ; the man, sir,

that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob.
and 'rests them ; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed
men, and gives them suits of durance ; he, that sets

up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, than
a morris-pike.

Ant. S: What ! thou mean'st an oflScer ?

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band; he
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks his

band ; one, that thinks a man always going to bed,
and says, God give you good rest

!

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is

there any ship puts forth to-nigLt ? may we be
gone ?

Dro. S. WTiy, sir, I brought you word an hour
since, that the bark. Expedition, put forth to-night;

and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to tarry

for the hoy. Delay : Here are the angels that you
sent for, to deliver you.

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I;
And here we wander in illusions

;

Some blessed power deliver us from hence

!

Enter a Courtezan.

Cour. Well met, well met, master Antipholus.
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now:
Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ?

Ant. S. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee tempt me not

!

Dro. S. Master, is this mistress Satan ?

Ant. S. It is the devil.

Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's dam

;

and here she comes in the habit of a light wench ;

and thereof comes that the wenches say, God
damn me, that's as much as to say, God make,
me a light iiiench. It is written, they appear to men
like angels of light : light is an effect of fire, and tire

will burn ; ergo, light wenches will burn ; Come not

near her. [sir.

Cour. Your man and yon are marvellous merry.
Will yon go with me ? We'll mend our dinner here.

Dro. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat, or

bespeak a long spoon.

Ant. S. Why, Dromio?
Dro. S. Rlarry, he must have a long spoca, that

must eat with the devil.

Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend! what tellst thou me
of supping ?

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress :

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone.

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner.

Or, for my diamond, tbe chain you promis'd;

And I'll be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of one's

nail,

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,

A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous.

Would have a chain.

Master, be wise; an' if you give it her.

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it.

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain;

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me so.

Ant. S. Avaunt, thoa witch ! Come, Dromia, let

us go.

Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock : Mistress,

that you know.
[Exeunt Attl. S. and Dro. S,

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad.
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Else wo'ilil lie never so deineaa himself:

A ring lie liatli of mine worth forty ducats.

And for the same he promis'd me a ciiain

;

Both one, and other, he denies me now.

The reason that I gather he is mad,

(Besides this present instance of his rage,)

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner,

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance.

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his tits.

On purpose shut the door against his way.

My way is now, to hie home to his house.

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic.

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce

My ring away : This course I fittest choose

;

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exit.

Scene IV.— The same.

Enter Antipholus of EpJixsus, and an Officer.

Ant. E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away
;

I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money

To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day
;

And will not lightly trust the messenger.

That I should be attach'd in Ephesus :

I tell yon, 'twill sound harshly in her ears.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, ivith a rope's end.

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money.

How now, sir ? have you that I sent you for i

Dro. E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them

all.

Ant. E. But where's the money?
Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope.

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ?

Dro. E. I'll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate.

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ?

Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir ; and to that end am
I returu'd.

u4nt. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome

you. {Beat/ny kiin.)

Off. Good sir, be patient. [adversity.

Dro. E. Nay, 'tis for iv.e to be patient; i am in

Off. Good now, hold thy tongue. [hands.

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his

Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain !

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that 1 might

not feel your blows.

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows,

and so is an ass.

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed
;
you may prove it

by my long ears. I have served him from the hour

of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at

his hands for my service but blows : When 1 am
cold, he heats me with beating : vihen I am warm,

he cools me with beating. I am waked with it, when

1 sleep ; raised with it, when I sit ; driven out of

doors with it, when I go from home ; welcomed

home with it, when I return : Nay, 1 bear it on my
' shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat; and, I thii]k,

when he hath lamed me, I shall beg witli it from

door to door.

Enter Adrl\na, Luciana, and the Courtezan,

with Pinch, and others.

Ant. E. Come, go along ; ray wife is coming
yonder.

Dro. E. Mistress, respice finem, respect your

end ; or rather the prophecy, like the parrot. Beware
the rope's end.

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? {Beats him.)

C'uur. How say you now? is not your husband mad?
Adr. His incivility confirms no less.

—

Good doctor Pinch, yon are a conjurer
;

Establish him in his true sense again.

And I will please you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas, hov? fiery and how sharp he looks !

Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ecstar.y !

Pinch, Give me your hand, and let me feel your
pulse.

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear.
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Piiich. I charge thee, Satan,

Act IV.

hous'd within this

man.

Adr.
Ant.

Dro.
Ant.
Dro.
Ant.

E.
E.
E.

To yield possession to my holy prayers.

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight;

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven.

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not

mad.
O, that thou wert not, poor distressed soul

!

E. You, minion, you, are these your cus-

tomers ?

Did this companion with the saffron face

Revel and feast it at my house to-day.

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut.

And I denied to enter in my house ?

Adr. O husband, God doth know, you din'd at

home.
Where 'would you had remain'd until this time.

Free from these slanders, and this open shame

!

Ant. E. I diud at home ! Thou villain, what
say'st thou? [honie.

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at

Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I shut

out? [shut out.

E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you

And did not she herself revile me there?

Sans fable, she herself revil'd you there.

Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and

scorn me ? [you.

Dro. E. Certes, she did ; the kitchen-vestal scorn'd

Arit. E. And did not I in rage depart from thence?

Dro. E. In verity you did ;—my bones bear wit-

ness.

That since have felt the vigour of his rage.

Adr. Is't good to sooth him in these contraries?

Pinch. It is no shame; the fellow finds his vein.

And, yielding to him, humours well hjs frenzy.

A}it. E. Thou hast suborn'd' the goldsmith to

arrest me.
Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you.

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it.

Dro. E. Money by me ? heart and good-will you
might.

But, surely, master, not a rag of money.
Ant. E. Went'st not thou to her for a parse of

ducats ? . ,

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it.

Luc. And I am witness with her, that she did.

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear me wit-

That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! [ness,

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is possess'd
;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks :

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room.

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth

to-day
;

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold?
Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee foriu.

Dro. .^And, gentle master, I receiv'd no gold;.

But I rt)iMss, sir, that we were lock'd out.

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false in

both.

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all;

And art confederate with a damned pack,
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me :

But with these nails I'll pluck out these false eyes,

Tliat would behold me in this shameiiil sport.

[Pinch and his Assistants bind Ant. E. and
Vro E.

Adr. O, bind him, bind him, let him not come
near me. [wiihin him.

Pinch. More company ;
— the fiend is strong

Luc. Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks'.

Ant. E. VVhat, wilt thou murder me ? Tljou
gaoler, thou,

I am thy prisoner; wilt thou soffer them

To make a rescue ?

Off. Masters, let him go :

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.

Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too.

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer?

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man
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Do outrage and displeasure to himself?

Off. He is my prisoner ; if I let him go.

The debt he owes will be requir'd of me.
Adr. I will discharge thee, ere I go from thee :

Bear me forthwith uuto his creditor.

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.

(rood master doctor, see him safe convey'd
Home to my house.—O most unhappy day

!

Ayit. E. O most unhappy strumpet!
Dro. E. Master, I am here enter'd in bond for you.
Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost thou

mad me .''

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad,
Good master; cry, the devil.

—

Luc. God help, poor sonls, how idly do they talk !

Adr. Go, bear him hence.—Sister, go you with
me.

—

[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants, with Ant. E.
and Dro. E.

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at?

Off. One Anfelo, a goldsmith : Do you know him ?

Adr. I know the man : What is the sum he owes ?

Off. Two hundred ducat.«.

Adr. Say, how grows it due ?

Off. Due for a chain, your husband had of him.
Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not.

C'uur. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day
Came to my house, and took away my ring,

(The ring I saw upon his finger now,)
Straight after, did I meet him with a chain.
Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it :

—

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is,

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, with Ms rapier
drawn, and Dromio of Syracuse.

Ztuc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again.

Adr. And come with naked swords; let's call

more help.

To have them bound again.

Off. Away, they'll kill us.

[Exeunt Officer, Adr. and Luc.
Ant. S. I see, these witches are afraid of swords.
Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now ran

from you. [from thence :

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff

I long, that we were safe and sound aboard.

D>-o. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will

surely do us no harm; yuu sav<^ they speak us fair,

give us gold : methinks, they are such a gentle

nation, that but for the mountain of mad Hesh that

claims marriage tif i^ie, I could find in my heart to

stay here-still, and turn witch.

Atit. S. I will not stay to-night for all the tovvn

;

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Merchant and Angelo.
A7tg. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd you

;

But, I protest, he had the chain of me.
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it.

Mer. How is the man esteem'd here in the city?
Ang, Of very reverent reputation, sir.

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd.

Second to none that lives here in the city;

His word might bear my wealth at any time.

Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks.

Enter Antipholus ano? Dromio of Syracuse.

Ang. 'Tis so; and that self chain about his neck.
Which he forswore, most monstrously, to ha\e.
Good sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to hira.

—

Sigaior Antipholus, I wonder much.
That you wo«ld put me to this shame and trouble

;

And not without some scandal to yourself.
With circumstance, and oaths, so to deny
This chain, which now you wear so openly :

Besides the charge, the shame, imprisoament.

You have done wrong to this my honest friend;
Who, but for staying on our controversy.
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day

:

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ?
Ant. E. I think I had ; I never did deny it,

Mer. Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it too.
A7it. S. ^Vho henrd me to deny it, or forswear it?
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did hear

thee

;

Fy on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'st
To walk, where any honest men resort.

A7it. S. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus:
I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty
Against thee presently, if thou dar'st stand.
Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain.

(They draw.')

Enter Adriana, Lucl^a, Courtezan, and others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's sake ; he is

mad ;

—

Some get within him, take his sword away:
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to ray house.
Dro. S. Run, master, run ; for God's sake, take

a house.

This is some priory :—In, or we are spoil'd.

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro, S. to the Priory.

Enter the Abbess.

Abb. Be quiet, people ; Wherefore throng you
hither ?

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence:
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast.

And bear him home for his recovery.
Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfect wits.

Mer. I am son-y now, that I did draw on him.
Abb. How long hath this possession held the man ?
Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad.

And nmch, much different from the man he was

;

But, till this afternoon, his passion
Ne'pftrake into extremity of rage.

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at
sea?

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his ey«
Stray'd his aftection in unlawful love ?

A sin, prevailing much in youthful men.
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing.

Which of these sorrows is he subject to?
Adr. To none of these, except it be the last

;

Namely, som*" love, that drew him oft from home.
Abb. You should for that have reprehended him^
Adr. Why, so I did.

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough.
Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me.
Abb. Haply, in private.

Adr. And in assemblies toa
Abb. Ay, but not enough.

Adr. It was the copy of our conference:

In bed, he slept not for my urging it

;

At board, he fed not for my urging it;

Alone, it was the subject of my theme
;

In company, I often glanced it:

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.

Abb. And thereofcame it, that the man was mad:
The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth.

It seems, his sleeps were hinder'd by thy railing:

And therefore comes it, that his head is light.

Thou say'st, his meat was sauc'd with thy upbraid-

Unquiet meals make ill digestions, lings;

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred
;

And what's a fever but a fit of madness ?

Thou say'st his sports were hinder'd by thy brawls :

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue,

liiit moody and dull melancholy,

(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair;)

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop

Of pale distemperatnres, and foes to life ?

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest

To be disturb'd, would mad or man or beast:

The consequence is then, thy jealous fits
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,

Have scar'd thy husband from the use of wits.

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildlv,

When he demean'd himself rough, rude and wildly.—

VVhy bear you these rebukes, and answer not?

Adr. She did betray me to ray own reproof.

—

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him.

Abb. 'No, not a creature enters in my house.

Adr. Then, let your servants bring my husband

forth.

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for sanctuary,

And it shall privilege him from your hands,

Till I have brought him to his wits again.

Or lose ray labour in assaying it.

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse.

Diet his sickness, for it is ray office,

And will have no attorney but myself;

And therefore let rae have him home with me.

Abb. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir.

Till 1 have used the approved means I have.

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers.

To make of him a formal man again :

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,

A charitable duty of my order

;

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me.

Adr. I will not hence, aud leave my husbandhere;
And ill it doth beseem your holiness.

To separate the husband and the wife.

Abb. Be quiets and depart, thou shalt not have

him. [Exit Abbess.

Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity.

Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at his feet.

And never rise until my tears and prayers

Have won his grace to come in person hither.

And take perforce my husband from the abbess.

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five :

Anon, I am sure, the duke himself in person
Comes this way to the melancholy vale

;

The place of death and sorry execution,

Behind Ihj ditches of the abbey here. '^

Ang. Upon what cause ?

Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant.

Who put unluckily into this bay,
Against the laws and statutes of this town.

Beheaded publicly for his otfence.

Ang. See, where they come ; we will behold his

death.

Luc. Kneel to the duke, before he pass the abbey.

Enter Duke, attended; ^geon, bare-headed

;

with the Headsman and other Officers.

Duke, Yet once again proclaim it publicly.

If any friend will pay the sum for him,

He shall not die, so much we tender hira.

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the

abbess

!

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady

;

It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong.
Adr. May it please your grace, Antipliolus, my

husband,

—

Whom I made lord of me and all I had,
At your important letters,—this ill day
A most outrageous fit of madness took him

;

That desperately he hurried through tlie street,

(With him his bondman all as mad as he,)

Doing displeasure to the citizens.

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage dvl like.

Once did I get him bound, and sent hira home.
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went.
That here and there his fury had committed.
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape.
He broke from those that had the guard of him

;

And, with his mad attendant and himself.

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords.
Met us again, and, madly bent on us.

Chased us away ; till, raising of more aid.

We came a^ain to bind them : then they fled

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them
;

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us.

And will not eaflfer us to fetch him out.

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence.

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy comraand.

Let hiui be brought forth, and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long since, thy husband serv'd me in my
wars

;

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word.

When thou didst make him master of thy bed.

To clo him all the grace and good I could.

—

Go some of you, knock at the abbey-gate.

And bid the lady abbess come to me

;

I will determine this before I stir.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. O mistress, mistress, shift and save yonr-
self!

My master and his man are both broke loose.

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor.

Whose beard theyhave singed of}" with brands of fire;

And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on hira

Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:

My raaster preaches patience to him, while

His man with scissors nicks him like a fool

:

And, sure, unless yon send some present help,

Between them they will kill the conjurer.

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man are here
;

And that is false thou dost report to us.

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true:

I have not breath'd almost, since I did see it.

He cries for you, and vows, if he can take yon.

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you

:

{Cry ivithin.)

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone.

Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothiug : Guard

with halberds.

Adr. Ah rae, it is my husband ! Witness you.

That he is borne about invisible :

Even now we hous'd him in the abbey here;

And now he's there, past thought of human reason.

Enter Antipholcs and Dromio of Ephesus.

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, oh, grant

me justice !

Even for the service that long since I did thee.

When I bestrid tliee in the wars, and took

Deep scars to save thy life : even for the blood
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.

jEge. Unless the fear of deatb doth make me dote,

I see ray son Aiitipholus, and Dromio.
Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that wo-

man there.

She, whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife

;

That hath abused and dishjnoiir'd me.
Even in the strength and height of injury!

Beyond imagination is tl."^ wrong,
Tliat she this day hath shameless thrown on rae.

Duke. Discover how, and thou slialt find me just.

Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the dV-jrs

upon me.
While she, with harlots, feasted in my house.
Duke. A grievons fault : Say, woman, didst

thou so. [sister,

Adr. No, my good lord :—myself, he, and xp.y

To-day did dine together : so befal my soul.

As this is false, he burdens me withal

!

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor sleep on night.

But she tells to your highness simple truth !

Ang. O perjured woman ! they are both forsworn.

Ib this the madman justly chargeth them.
Ant. E My liege, I am advised what I say ;

Neither disturb'd with the effect of wine,

Nor heady-rash, provok'd with raging ire.

Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner:
That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd with her.

Could witness if, for he was with me then
;

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain.

Promising to bring it to the Porcupine,
Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to seek hira : in the street 1 met him;
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And in his company, that gentleman.

There did this perjurd gold.smith swear me down.
That I this day of him received the chain,

Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which,
He did arrest me with an officer.

I did obey, and sent my peasant home
For certain ducats : he with none retum'd.
Then fairly I bespoke the officer,

To go in person with me to my hoQse.
By the way we met
My wife, her sister, and a rabble more
Of vile confederates; along with them
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd viU
A meer anatomy, a mountebank, [lain,

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller;

A needy, hoUow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch,
A living dead man; this pernicious slave.

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer;
And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse,

And with no face, as 'twere, outfacing me.
Cries out, I was possess'd ; then altogether
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence

;

And in a dark and dankish vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together

;

Till gnawing with my teeth ray bonds in sunder,
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately
Ran hither to your grace ; whom I beseech
To give me ample satisfaction

For these deep shames and great indignities.

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with
him.

That he dined not at home, but was lock'd out.

Duke. But had he such a chain of thee, or no?
Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here.

These people saw the chain about his neck.
Mer. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of mine

Heard you confess you had the chain of him.
After you first forswore it on the mart.
And thereupon I drew my sword on you ;

And then vou fled into this abbey here.

From whence, 1 think, you are come by miracle.

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey walls.

Nor ever didst tliou draw thy sword on me :

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven !

And this is false, you burden me withal.

Diike. What an intricate impeach is tliis !
,

I think, jou all have drank of Circe's cup.

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been
;

If he were mad, he would no* plead so coldly ;

—

You say, he dined at home ; the goldsmith here

Denies that saying :—Sirrah, what say you ?

Dro. E. Sir, he ;lined with her there, at the

Porcupine.
Cour. He did, and from my finger snatch'd* that

ring.

Ant. E. "fis true, my liege, this ring I had of
her.

Duke. Saw'st thou him enter at the abbey here ?

Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace.

Duke. Why, this is strainge :—Go call the abbess
hither

;

I think, you are all mated, or stark mad.
[Exit an Attendant.

JEge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a

word

;

Haply, I see a friend will save my life.

And pay the sum that may deUver me.
Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt.

JEge. Is not your name, sir, call'd Antipholus "'

And is not that your bondman, Dromio ? [sir,

Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman.
But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords

;

Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound.
^ge. lam sure, you both of you remember me.
Dro. E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you

;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, sir ?

JEge. Why look you strange on me ? you know
me well.

Ant. E. I never saw you in my life till now.

^ge. Oh ! grief hath chang'd me since you saw
me last

;

And careful hours, with Time's deformed hand.
Have written stratige defeatures in ray face :

But tell me yet, dust thou not know my voice ?
Ant. E. Neither.
yEge. Dromio, nor thou ?

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I.

JEge. I am sure, thou dost.
Dro. E. Ay, sir ? but I am sure, I do not ; and

whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to
believe him.

yE^e. Not know my voice ! O, time's extremity !

Hast thou so crack'd and splitted my poor tongue,
In seven short years, tiiat here my only son
Knows not my i'eeble key of nntun'd cares?
Though now this grained face of mine be hid
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow.
And all the conduits of my blood froze up

;

Yet hath my night of life some memorj',
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left.

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear :

All these old witnesses ( I cannot err,

)

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus.
' Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life.

./Ege. But seven years since, in Syrarusa, boy.
Thou know'st, we parted ; but, perhaps, my son.

Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in misery.

Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in the

citj;,

Can witness with me that it is not so
;

I ne'er saw Syracusa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years
Ha\e I been patron to Antipholus,
During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa:
I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Re-enter the Abbess, with AKTVPHoi.vs,Si/raeusan;
and Dromio, Syracusan.

Abb. INIost mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong'd. C All gather to see him.)

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive
me.

Duke. One of these men is genius to the other
5

And so of these : Which is the natural man.
And which the spirit? Who deciphers them?
Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio; command him away.
Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me stay.

Ant. S. .I'Egeon, art thou not? or else his ghost?

Dro. S. O, my old mastar! who hath bound him
here?

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds,

And gain a husband by his liberty :

—

Speak, old yEgeon, if thou be'st (he man.
That had'st a wife once called ^limilia.

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons;

0, if thou be'st the same vT^geon, speak.

And speak unto the same Emilia

!

JEge. If I dream not, thou art Emilia; v
If thou art she, tell me, where is that son.

That floated with thee on the fatal raft?

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up

;

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth

By force took Dromio and my son from them.

And me they left with those of Epidamnum

:

What then became of them, I cannot tell

;

1, to this fortune that you see me in.

Duke. Why, here begins this morning story right
;

These two Antipholus's, these two so like.

And these two Dromio's, one in semblance,—

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,

—

These are the parents to these children.

Which accidentally are met togetiier.

Antipholus, thou cam'st from Corinth first
'

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse.

Duke. Stay, stand apart; I know not which is

which. [lord.

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious

Dro E. And I with him.
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Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most fa-

mous warrior,

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ?

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress.

Adr. And are not you my husband ?

Ant. E. No, I say nay to that.

Ant. S. -\nd so do I, yet did she call me so;
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here,

Did call me brother:—What I told you then,

1 hope, I shall have leisure to make good
;

If this be not a dream, I see, and hear.

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me.
Ant. S. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not.

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me.
Any. I think 1 did, sir; I deny it not.

Ad): I sent you money, sir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but I think, he brought it not.

Dro. E. No, none by me.
A)it. S. This purse of ducats I receiv'd from you.

And Dromio my man did bring them me :

i see, we still did meet each other's man.
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me.
And thereupon these Errors are arose.

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for ray father here.

Duke, ft shall not need, thy father hath his life.

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you.

Ant. E. There, take it; and much thanks for ray

good cheer;
Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains

To go with us into the abbey here.

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes :

—

And all that are assembled in this place.

That by this sympathized one day's error

Have sufler'd wrong, go, keep us company,
And we shall make full satisfaction.

—

Twenty-live years have I but gone in travail

Of you, my sons ; nor, till this present hour,

My heavy burdens are delivered :

—

The duke, my husband, and iny children both,

And you the calendars of their nativity.

Go to a gossip's feast, and go with me
;

After so long grief, such nativity !

Duke. With all my heart, I'll gossip at this feast.

[Exeunt Duke, Abbess, jEgeon, Courtezan, Mer-
chant, Angela, and Attendants.

Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from
shipboard ! [embark'd ?

Auf. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou
Dro. S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, in the

Centaur. [Dromio

:

Ant. S. He speaks to me : I am your master,

Come, go with us ; we'll look to that anon

:

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him.

[Exeunt Antipkolus S. mid E., Adr., and Luc.
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your master's

house,

That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner

;

She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glass, and not
my brother

:

I see by you, I am a sweet-faced youth.
Will you walk in to see their gossiping ?

Dro. S. Not I, sir, you are my elder.

Dro. E. That's a question : How shall we try it

.

Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior : till

then, lead thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then thus:

We came into the world, like brother and brother;

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before
another. [Exeunt.
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MACBETH.
This play is deservedly celebrated for the propriety of its fiction, and solemnity, grandeur, and variety of its action

but it has no nice discriminations of character; the events are too great to admit the influence of particular dispo-
sitions, and the course of the action necessarily determines the conduct of the agents.
The danger of ambition is well described ; and I know not whether it may not be said, iu defence of some parts

which now seem improbable, that in Shakspeare's time it was necessary to warn credulity against vain and illusive
predictions.
The passions are directed to their true end. Lady Macbeth is merely detested ; and though the eonrage of Mac-

beth preserves some esteem, yet every reader rejoices at his fall. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
DUNCAN, King of Scotland.
MALCOLM, I , ., „ ,,

DONALBAIN, / *" *"'"•

MACBETH, ~

BANQUO.
MACDUFF,
LENOX,
KOSSE.
MENTETH,
ANGUS,
CATHNESS,
FLEANCE, Son to Banquo
SIWARD, Earl of Northumberland, General of the

English Forces.

Generals of the King's Army.

Noblemen of Scotlatid.

Young SIWARD, his Son.
SEYTON, an Officer attending on Macbeth-
Son to Macduff.
An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor
A Soldier. A Porter. An old Man.

LADY MACBETH.
LADY MACDUFF.
Gentteivoman attending on Lady Macbeth.
HECATE, and three Witches.

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers,
Attendants, and Messengers.

ScENEj

—

In the end of the Fourth Act, lies in

and, chiefly,

The Ghost of Banquo, and several other Apparitions.

England; through the rest of the Play, in Scotland;
at MachetKs Castle.

ACT I.

SceiheI.—An open Place. Thunder and
Lightning.

Enter three Witches.

1 TVitch. When shall we three meet again,
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ?

2 Witch. When the hurlybiirly's done.
When the battle's lost and won :

3 Witch. That will be ere set of sun.

1 Witch. Where the place ?

2 Witch. Upon the heath

;

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth.
1 Witch. I coijie, Graymalkin !

All. Paddock calls :—Anon.

—

Fair is foul, and foul is fair

:

Hover through the fog and filthy air

(fVitches vanish.)

Scene II.

—

A Camp near Fores. Alarum within.

Enter King DuNCA v, Malcolm, Don.4Xbain, Le-
nox, with Attendants, tneeting a bleeding Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that ? He can report.
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The newest state.

Mai. This is the sergeant,
Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought
'Gainst my captivity :— Hail, brave friend I

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil.

As thou didst leave it.

Sold. Doubtfully it stood
;

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together.
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that.
The multiplying villainies of nature
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied

;

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling,
Show'd like a rebel's whore : But all's too weak

;

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,)
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel.
Which smok'd with bloofly execution,
Like valour's minion,
Carv'd out his passage, tUl he fac'd the slave :

And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,
lill he unseam'd him from the nave to th' chaps.
And fix'd his head upon our battlements.

iJun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman I

oold. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break
;

So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to come.
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark :

No .sooner justice had, with valour arm'd,
Compell'd these skipping Kernes to trust their heels

;

But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage.
With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Dismay'd not this
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?

Sold. Yes •

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. '

If I say sooth, I must, report they were
As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks

;

So they

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe :

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,

'

Or memorize another Golgotha,
I cannot tell :

—

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help.
Dun. So well thy words become thee, as thy

wounds

;

They smack of honour both :—Go, get him surgeons.
\_Exit Soldier, attended.

Enter Rosse.

Who comes here ?

Mai. The worthy thane of Rosse.
Len. What haste looks through his eyes! So

should he look,

That seems to speak things strange.

Rosse. God save the king '.

Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane ?
Rosse. From Fife, great idng.

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky,
And fan our people cold.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers,
'

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor

The thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dismal conflict

:

Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in proof.
Confronted him with self-comparisons.
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm.
Curbing his lavish spirit ; And, to conclude.
The victory fell on us ;

Dun. Great happiness

!

Rosse. That now
Sweno, the Norways' king, craves composition;
Nor would we deign him burial of his men.
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch.
Ten thousand dollars to our general use.
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Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive

Our bosom interest :—Go, pronounce his death,

And with his former title greet Macbeth.
Rosse. I'll see it done.

Dun. What he hath lost uoble Macbeth hath won.
[Exuttnt.

Scene III.

—

A Heath.

Thunder. Enter three Witches.

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ?

2 TVitch. Killing swine.

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ?

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had chesnuts in her lap,

And mouuclrd, and mounch'd, and niounch'd :

—

Give me, quoth I

:

Aroint thee, witch ! the rump-fed ronyon cries.

Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o'the Tiger:

But in a sieve I'll thither sail.

And, like a rat without a tail,

I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do.

2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind.
1 Witch. Thou art kind.

3 Witch. And 1 another.

1 Witch. I myself have all the other

:

And the very ports they blow.
All the quarters that they know
I'the shipman's card.

I will drain him dry as hay

:

Sleep shall, neither night nor day.
Hang upon his pent-house lid

;

He shall live a man forbid

:

Weary sev'n nights, nine times nine.

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine

;

Though his bark cannot be lost.

Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. <

Look what I have.

2 Witch. Show me, show me.
1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb,

Wreck'd, as homeward he did come. [Drum within.)

3 Witch. A dram, a drum

;

JRIacbeth doth come.
All. The weird sisters, hand in hand.

Posters of the sea and land.

Thus do go about, about
;

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.

And thrice again, to make up nine

:

Peace !—The charm's wound op.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo.

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.

Ban. How far is't call'd to Fores?—What are

these.

So wither'd, and so wild in their attire

;

1 hat look not like the inhabitants o'the earth.

And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught

That man may question? You seem to understand

me.
By each at once her choppy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips :—You should be women,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret

'i'hat you are so.

Macb. Speak, if you can :—What are you ?

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, tnane

of Glamis

!

[of Cawdor

!

2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shall be liing

hereafter. [fear

Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to

Things that do sound so fair?— I'the name of truth,

Are ye fantastical, or th.it indeed.

Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner

Ye greet with present grace, and gi-eat prediction

Of noble having, and of royal hope,

Tliat he seems rapt withal ; to me you speak not:

li you can look into the seeds of time.

And say, which grain will grow, and which wll not

;

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear.

Your favours, nor your hate.

1 ff^itch. Hail

!

2 Witch. Hail

!

3 Witch. Hail!
1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch. Thou shall get kings, thougli thou be
none

:

So, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo!
1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail

!

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more !

By Siuel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis;
But how of Cavvdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives,

A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king.

Stands not within the prospect of belief,

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this strange intelligence .'' or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting?—Speak, I charge

you. [Tf^itches vanish.)
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,

And these are of them :—Whither are they vanish'd ?

Macb. Into the air ; and what seem'd corporal,

melted
As breath into the wind.—'Would they had staid!

Bnn.Wtre such things here, as we do speak about?
Or have we eaten of the insane root,

That takes the reason prisoner ?

Macb. Your children shall be kings.

Ban. You shall be \m^.
Macb. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ?

Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who's
here ?

Enter Rosse and Angus.

Rosse. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth,
The news of thy success : and when he reads

Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight.

His wonders and his praises do contend.

Which should be thine, or his : Silenc'd with that.

In viewing o'er the rest o'the self-same day.
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks,

Nofliing afeard of what thyself didst make,
Strange images of death. As thick as tale.

Came post with post ; and every one did bear
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence.

And pour'd them down before hiqi.

Anij. We are sent.

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks
;

To herald tliee into his sight, not pay thee.

Rosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honour.
He bade ine, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor :

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane !

For it is thine.

Ban. Wliat, can the devil speak trae ?

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives : Why do you
In borrow'd robes ? [dress me
Ang. Who was the thane, lives yet;

But under heavy judgment bears that life,

W hich he deserves to lose. Whether he was
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel

Witii hidden help and vantage ; or that with both
He labour'd in his coumry's wreck, I know not;

But treasons capital, contess'd, and priv'd.

Have ove;thrown him.

Macb. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor

:

The greatest is behind.—Thanks 'or your pains.

—

Do you not hope your children shall be kings.

When those, that gave the thane of Cawdor to me,
Promis'd no less io Ihem ?

Ban. That, trusted home.
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange :

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm.
The instruments of darkness tell ns truths

;

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us

In deepest consequence.

—

Cousins, a word, I pray you.

Macb. Two truths are told.

As happy prolognes to the swelling act

Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, gentlemen —
This supernatural soliciting

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good :—If ill.
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Why hath it given me earnest of success,

Commencing in a trutli ? I am thane of Cawdor :

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion.

Whose horrid image doth nnfix my hair.

And make my seated heart knock, at my ribs.

Against the use of nature ? Present fears

Are less than horrible imajpnings :

My tliought, whose murder yet is but fantastical,

Shakes so my single state of man, that function

Js smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is,

But what is not.

Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt.

Macb. If chance will have me king, why, chance

Without my stir. [may crown me,
Bail. New honours come upon him

Like our strange garments ; cleave not to their mould.

But with the aid of nse.

Macb. Come what come may

;

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.

Macb. Give me your favour:—my dull brain was
wrought

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, yonr pains

Are register'd where every day I turn

The leaf to read them.— Let us toward the king.

—

Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and, at more time.

The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. Till then, enough.—Come, friends.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Fores. A Room in the Palace.
Flourish. Enter DuNCAN, Malcolm, Donalbain,

Lenox, and Attendants.

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not
Those in commission yet return'd ?

Mai. My liege.

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die : who did report.

That very frankly he confess'd his treasons

;

Implor'd your highness' pardon : and set forth

A deep repentance : nothing in nis life

Became him like the leaving it; he died
As one that had been studied in his death.
To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd.

As 'twere a careless trifle.

Dun. There's no art.

To find the mind's constructiou in the face :

He was a gentleman, on whom I built

An absolute trust.—O worthiest cousin !

Enter Macbeth, B.inquo, Rosse, and Augvs.
The sin of my ingratitude even now
Was heavy on me : Thou art so far before,

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow
To overtake thee. 'Would thou hadst less deserv'd

;

That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine ! only I have left to say.

More is thy due than more than all can pay.
Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe.

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part
Is to receive our duties : and our duties

Are to your throne and state, children, and servants

;

Which do but what they should, by doing every thing
Safe toward your lo?e and honour.
Dun. Welcome hither

:

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo,
That hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known
No less to have done so, let me infffld thee.

And hold thee to my heart.

Ban. There if I grow.
The harvest is your own.
Dun. My plenteous joys.

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves
In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes,
\nd you whose places are the nearest, know.
We will establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter,
I he prince of Cumberland : which honour must

Not, unaccompanied, invest him only.
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
On all ileservers.—From hence to Inverness,
And bind us further to you.
Macb. Tiie rest is labour, which Is not usd for yon :

I'll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful
The hearing of my wife with your approach;
So, humbly take my leave.
Dun. My worthy Cawdor !

Macb. The prince of Cumberland I—That is a
step.

On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap,

.
{Aside.)

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires !

Let not light see my black and deep desires

:

The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be,
Whicn the eye fears, when it is done, to see. [Exit.
Dun. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so valiant

;

And in his commendations I am fed :

It is a banquet to me. Let us after liim,

VV hose care is gone before to bid us welcome :

It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt.

>ScENE V.

—

Inverness. A Room in Macbeth's
Castle. Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.

Lady M. They met me in the day of success ;
and I nave learned by the perfectest report, they
have more in them than mortal knowledge. When
I burned in desire to question them further, they
made themselves—air, into which they vanished.
TVhiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, caine
missives from the king, ivho all-hailed me, Thane
of Cawdor ; by ivhich title, before, these weird
sisters saluted me, and referred me to the coming
on of time, with, Hail, king that shalt be! This
have I thought good to deliver thee, tny dearest
partner of greatness ; that thou mightest not lose
the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of rvhat
greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart,
andfarewell.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be
What thou art promis'd :—Yet do I fear thy nature;
It is too full o'the milk of human kindness,
To catch the nearest way : thou would st be great;
Art not without ambition ; but without
The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst

highly.

That wouldst thou holily ; woiddst not play false.

And yet wouldst wrongly win : thoudst have, great
Glamis,

That which cries, Thus thou must do,ifthou have it;

And that which rather thou dost fear to do.
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither.

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear;
And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All that impedes thee from the golden round.

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crown'd withal. What is your

tidings V

Enter an Attendant.

Atten. The king comes here to-night.

Lady M. Thou'rt mad to say it

:

Is not thy master with him ? who, wer't so,

VV^ould have inform'd for preparation.

Atten. So please you, it is true ; onr thane is

coming:
One of my fellows had the speed of him

;

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.

Lady M. Give him tending,

He brings great news. The raven himself is hoarse,

[Exit Attendant.
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, nnsex me here ;

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full

Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood.

Stop up the access and passage to remorse ;
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That no compunctious visitings of nature

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's breasts.

And take my milk for gall, you raurd'ring ministers^

Wherever in your siglitless substances

You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night,

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell

!

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes

;

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark.

To cry, Hold, hold! Great Glamis ! worthy
Cawdor

!

Enter Macbeth.

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter

!

Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now
The future in the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

Lady M. And when goes hence ?

Macb. To-morrow,—as he purposes.

Lady M. O, never
Shall sun that morrow see

!

Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men
IMay read strange matters :—To beguile the time.

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye.

Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent

flower.

But be the serpent under it. He that's coming
Must be provided for : and you shall put
.This night's great business into my despatch

;

Which shall to all our nights and days to come
Give solely sovereign sway and niasterdom.
Macb. We will speak further.

Lady M. Only look up clear

;

To alter favour ever is to fear:

Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.— The same. Before the Castle.

Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending.

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo,
Lenox, Macduff, Rosse, Angus, and Attend-
ants.

Dun, This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses.

Ban. This guest of summer.
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve.

By his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath

Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, buttress.

Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : where they

Most breed and haunt, I have observ'd, the air

Is delicate.

Enter Lady MACBETft.

Dun. See, see ! our honour'd hostess

!

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble,

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you.

How you shall bid God yield us for your pains,

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady M. All our service

In every point twice done, and then done double.

Were poor and single business, to contend
Againt those honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house : for those of old,

And the late dignities heap'd up to them.
We rest your hermits.

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdor ?

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor: but he rides well

;

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him
To his home before us : fair and noble hostess.

We are your guest to-night.

Lady M. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt,
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure.
Still to return your own.
Dun. Give me your hand

:

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly,

And shall continue our graces towards him.

By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

The same. A Room in the Castle.

Hautboys and torches. Enter andpass over the

stage, a Sewer, and divers Servants with dishes
and service. Then enter Macbeth.

Macb. If it were done, when 'tis done, then
'twere well

It were done quickly : If the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch.

With this surcease, success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here.

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

—

We'd jump the life to come.—But, in these cases.

We still have judgment iiere ; that we but teach

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice

Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice

To our own lips. He's here in double trust

:

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject.

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,

Who should against his murderer shut the door.

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongu'd, against

The deep damnation of his taking-oli':

And pity, like a naked new-born babe.

Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd

Upon the sightless couriers of the air.

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye.

That tears shall drown the wind.—1 have no spun

To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itseltj

And falls on the other.—How now, what news ?

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. He has almost supp'd : Why have you.

left the chamber?
Macb. Hath he ask'd for me ?

Lady M. Know you not, he has ?

Macb.Wc will proceed no further in this business

:

He hath honour'd me of late ; and I have bought
Golden opinions from all sorts of people.

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss.

Not cast aside so soon.

Lady M. Was the hope drunk.

Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since ?

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely ? From this time.

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard

To be the same in thine own act and valour.

As thou art in desire ? Wouldst thou have that

,

Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life.

And live a coward in thine own esteem
;

Letting / dare not wait upon / would,
Like the poor cat i'the adage ?

Macb. Pr'ythee peace :

I dare do all that may become a man

;

Who dares do more, is none.

Lady M. What beast was it thee.

That made you break this enterprise to nie ?

When you durst do it, then you were a man
;

Am!, to be more than what you were, you would
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place.

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both :

They have made themselves, and that their fitness

now
Does unmake you. I have given suck ; and know
How tender 'tis, to love the babe that milks me : j

1 Would, while it was smiling in my face.

Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums,
And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn, as yon
Have done to this.

Macb. If we should fail,

LadyM. We fail!

But screw yonr courage to the sticking- place,

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep,

(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey

I
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Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains

Will I with wiae and wassel so convince,

;

I'hat memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason

A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep

Their drenched natures lie, as in a death.

What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan r what not put upon

His spongy officers ; who shall bear the gnilt

' Of our great quell ?

Macb. Bring forth men-children only

!

For my undaunted metal should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd.

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,

'I'iiat they have doue't *

,
Lady M. Who dares receive it other.

As we shall make our griefs and clamour rear

Upon his deatli ?

Macb. I am settled, and bend up

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with fairest show

:

False face must hide vfhat the false heart doth

know. [Exeunt.
ACT II.

Scene I. —The same. Court tvit/dn the Castle,

Killer Banquo and Fleance, and a Servant with
a torch before them.

Ban. How goes the night, boy ?

F/e. The moon is down ; I have not heard the
clock.

Ban. And she goes down at twelve.

F/e. I take't, 'tis later, sir.

Ban. Hold, take ray sword :—There's husbandry
in heaven,

Their candles are all out.—Take thee that too.

A heavy summons lies like lead upon uie.

And yet I would not sleep ; Merciful powers !

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature

Gives way to in repose I—Give me my sword ;

—

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Who's there?

Macb. 4 friend. [abed :

Bail. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to yoitr offices

:

This diamond he greets your wif'' withal.

By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up
In measureless content.

Macb. Being unprepar'd.

Our will became the servant to defect
j

Which else should free have wrought.

Ban. All's well.

I dreamt last rught of the three weird sisters :

To you they have show'd some truth.

Macb. I think not of them :

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve.

Would spend it in some words upon that business.

If you would grant the time.

Ban. At your kind'st leisure.

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent,—when
It shall make honour for you. ['tis,

Ban. So I lose none.
In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear,

1 shall be counsell'd.

Macb. Good repose, the while !

Ban. Thanks, sir ; the like to you

!

[Exit Banquo.
Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is

ready.
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.

—

[Exit Servant.
Is this a dagger, which I see before me.
The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch

thee.:

I liave thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation.
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw.
Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going

;

And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made the fools o'the other senses,
Or else worth all the rnsi : I see thee still

;

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood.
Which was not so before.—There's no such thing

:

It is the bloody business, which informs
Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate's ofierings; and withered murder,
Alarura'd by his centinel, the wolf.
Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy

pace,
_

[sign

With Tarqum's ravishing strides, towards his de-
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set

earth.

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
The very stones prate of my where-about.
And take the present horror from the time.

Which now suits with it.—Whiles I threat, he
lives

;

VVords to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bell rings.

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell

That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter hady Macbeth.

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk,
hath made me bold

:

What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire :

—

Hark !—Peace !

It was the owl that shriek'd ; the fatal bellman.
Which gives the stern'st good-night. He is about it

:

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg'd

their possets.

That death and nature do contend about them,
Whether they live, or die.

Macb. {ffifhin.) Who's there ?—what, ho!
Lady M. Alack I I am afraid they have awaked.

And 'tis not done :—the attempt, and not the deed.
Confounds us :—Hark !—I laid their daggers ready,
He could not miss them.—Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had donet—My husband ?

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. I have done the deed:—Didst fhou not

hear a noise ?

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and tlie

crickets cry.

Did not you speak ?

Macb. . When?
Lady M. Now.
Macb, As I descended ?

Lady M. Ay.
Macb. Hark!—

Who lies i'the second chamber?
Lady M. Donalbain.

Macb. This is sorry sight,

{Looking on his hands.)

Lady M. A foolish thought, to say sorry sight.

Macb. There's one did laugh in his sleep, and
one cried murder

!

[Ihera

:

That they did wake each other; I stood and heard

But they did say their prayers, and address'd them

Again to sleep.

Lady 31. There are two lodg'd together.

Macb. One cried, God bless us ! and. Amen, the

other

;

As they had seen me with these hangman's hands.

Listening their fear, I could not say, amen.

When they did say, God bless us.
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Lady M. Consider it not so deeply.

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce,

I had most need of blessing, and amen [amen ?

Stuck in my throat.

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought
After these ways ; so, it will make iis mad.
Macb. Methought, I heard a \oice cry. Sleep 710

inure

!

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ;

Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd sleave of care,

The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath,
Balm ofhurt minds, great nature's second course.

Chief nourisher in life's feast

;

—
Lady M. What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cried. Sleep no inore ! to all the

house

:

[Caivdor
Glamis hath murder'd sleep ; and therefore
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more!
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why,

worthy thane,

You do unbend your noble strength, to think

So brainsickly of tilings :—Go, get some water,

And wash this tilthy witness from your hand.

—

Why did yoa bring these daggers from the place ?

They must lie there : Go, carry them ; and smear
The sleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. I'll go no more :

I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on't again, I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose !

Give me the daggers : The sleeping, and the dead.
Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye oi childhood.

That fears a painted devil. It he do bleed,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it must seem their guilt.

[Exit. Knocking tvithin.

Macb. Whence is that knocking ?

How is't with me, when every noise appals me ?

What hands are here ? Ha 1 they pluck out mine
eyes

!

Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood

Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand will rather

The multitudinous seas incarnardine.

Making the green—one red.

Re-enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but I

shame [iug

To wear a heart so white. (Knock.) I hear a knock

-

At the south entry ;—retire we to our chamber

:

A little water clears us of this deed :

How easy is it then ? Your constancy

Hath letl you unattended.

—

{Knocking.) Hark

!

more knocking

:

Get 00 your nightgown, lest occasion call us,

And show us to be watchers :—Be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.

Macb. To know my deed,
—

"twere best not know
myself (Knock.)

Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! Ay, 'would thou

couldst

!

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Enter a Porter. (Knocking within.)

Port. Here's a knocking, indeed 1 If a man were
porter of hell-gate, he should have old turning the

key. (Knockiyig.) Knock, knock, knock : Who's
there, i'the name of Belzebub'? Here's a farmer,

that hanged himself on the expectation of plenty :

Come in tiwe ; have napkins enous;h about you
;

here you'll sweat for't. (Knocking.) Knock, knock :

Who's there, i'the other devil's name ? 'Faith,

here's an eqnivocator, that could swear in both tiie

scales against either scale ; who committed treason

enough for God's sake, yet could not equivocate

to heaven : O, come in, eqnivocator. (Knocking.)
Knock, knock, knock: Who's there ? 'Faith,* here's

an Euglish taiJor come hither, for stealing out of a
French hose : Come in, tailor; here you may roast

your goose. (Knocking.) Knock, knock: Never at

quiet! What are you ?—But this place is too cold
for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further : I had
thought to have let in some of all professions, that

go the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire-

(Knocking.) Anon, anon; I pray you, remember
the porter. (Opens the gate.)

Enter Macduff and Lenox.

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed.
That you do lie so late ?

Port. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the
second cock : and diink, sir, is a great provoker of
three things.

Macd. What three things does drink especially

provoke ?

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine.

Lecheiy, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it pro-

vokes the desire, but it takes away the performance :

Therefore, much drink may be said to be an equi-

vocator with lechery : it makes him, and it mars
him; it sets hiui on, and it takes him off; it per-

suades him, and disheartens him ; makes him stand

to, and not stand to : in conclusion, equivocates him
in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him.

Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie last

night.

Port. That it did, sir, i'the very throat o'uie :

But I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being
too strong for him, though he took up my legs

sometime, yet I made a shift to cast him.

Macd. Is thy master stirring?

—

Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes.

Enter Macbeth.

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir !

Macb. Good-morrow, both I

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ?

Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him

;

I have almost slipp'd the hour.

Macb. I'll bring you to him.

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you :

But yet, 'tis one. .

macb. The labour we delight in, physics pain.

This is the door.

Macd. I'M make so bold to call.

For 'tis my limited service. [Exit Macduff.
Len. Goes the king

Flora hence to-day ?

Macb. He does :—he did appoint it so.

Len. The night has been unruly: Where we lay.

Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say,

Lamentings heard i'the air; strange screams of
death

;

And prophecying, with accents terrible,

Of dire combustion, and confus'd events,

New liatch'd to the woeful time. The obscure '"'.d

Clamour'd the live-long night : some say, the earth
Was feverous, and did shake.
Macb. 'Twas a rough night.

Len. My yoong remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

Re-enter Macduff.

Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! [heart,

Macb. Len. What's the matter ?

Macd. Confusion now ha*h made his master-piece I

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence
The life of the building.

Macb. What is't yon say ? the life ?

Len. Mean yon his majesty ? [sight

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your
With a new Gorgon :—Do not bid me speak

;

See, and then .speak yourselves.—Awake ! Awake

!

[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox.
Ring the alanim-bell :—Murder ! and treason

!

Banquo, and Donalbain ' Malcolm I Awake !

Shake off tliis downy sleep, death's counterfeit;
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And look ou death itself!—np, np, and see

The great doom's image I Malcolm ! Banqno

!

As from your graves rise up, and walk, like sprights.

To countenance this horror

!

{Bell rings.)

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. What's the basiness.

That such a hideous trnmpet calls to parley

The sleepers of the house? speak, speak,

Macd. O, gentle lady,

'Tis not i'or yon to hear what I can speak

;

The repetition, in a woman's ear,

VVcald murder as it fell. Banquo ! Sanquo

!

Enter Banqdo.

Our royal master's murder'd !

Lady M. Woe, alas !

What, in our house ?

Ban. Too cruel, any where.
Dear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict thyself,

And say, it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox.

Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance,

I had liv'd a blessed time ; for, from this instant.

There's nothing serious in mortality :

All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead
;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Etitor Malcolm and Donalbain.

Don. What IS amiss ?

Macb. Yon are, and do not know it

:

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood
Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd.

Macd. Your royal father's murder'd.
Mai. O, by whom ?

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had
done't

:

Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood.

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found
Upou their pillows :

They stai'd, and were distracted; no man's life

Was to be trusted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury.

That I did kill them.

Macd. Wherefore did you so ?

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and
furious.

Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man

:

The expedition of my violent love

Out-ran the pauser reason.—Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood

;

And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature

For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, tiie murderers,
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : Who could refrain,

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage, to make his love known ?

Lady M. Help me hence, ho

!

Macd. Look to the lady.

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues.

That most may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. What should be spoken here.

Where our fate, hid within an auger-hole.

May rush, and seize us ? Let's away ; our tears

Are not yet brew'd.
Mai. Nor our strong sorrow on

The foot of motion.

Ban. Look to the lady :

—

{Lady Macbeth is carried out.)

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That suffer in exposure, let ns meet.
And question this most bloody piece of work,
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us :

In the great hand of God I stand; and, thence.
Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight

Of treasonous malice.

Macb. And so do I.

All. So all.

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readiness.

And meet i'the hall togetlier.

All. Well contented.

{Exeunt all but Mai. and Don.
Mai. What will you do ? Let's not consort with

To show an unfelt sorrow, is an office [them :

Whicli the false man does easy : I'll to England.
Dan. To Ireland I ; our separate fortune

Shall keep ns both the safer : where we are.

There's daggers in men's smiles ; the near in blood.
The nearer bloody.

Mai. This murderous shaft that's shot.

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse

;

And let ns not be dainty of leave-taking.

But shift away : There's warrant in that theft.

Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left.

[Exeunt.

Scene YW.—Witliout the Castle.

Enter RossE and an old Man.
Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well :

Within the volume of which time, I have seen
Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this sore

Hath trifled former knowings. [night

Rosse. Ah, g(X)d father.

Thou see'st, the heavens, as troubled with man's
act,

Threaten his bloody stage ; by the clock 'tis day.

And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp

:

Is it night's predominance, or the day's sliame.

That darkness does the face of earth intomb.
When living light should kiss it?

Old M. 'Tis unnatural.

Even like the deed that's done. Oo Tuesday last,

A falcon, tow'ring in her pride of place,

Was by a mousing owl hawk"d at, and kill'd.

Rosse. And Duncans horses, ( a thing most
strange and certain,)

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,
Tum'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out.
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make
War with mankind.
Old M. 'Tis said, they eat each other.

Rosse. They did so; to the amazement of mine
eyes, [duff :

—

That look'd upon't. Here comes the good Mac-

Enter Macduff.

How goes the world, sir, now ?

Macd. Why, see you not?
Rosse. Is't known, who did this more than bloody

deed?
Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain.

Rosse. Alas, the day !

W^hat good could they pretend?
Macd. They were snboru'd

:

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king's two sons,

Are stol'n away and fled ; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.

Rosse. 'Gainst nature still

:

Thriftless ambition, that wilt raven up

Thine own life's means I—Then, 'tis most like.

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.

Macd. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Scone,

To be invested.

Rosse. Where is Duncan's body?
Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill

;

The sacred storehouse of bis predecessors.

And guardian of their bones.

Rosse. Will you to Scone?

Macd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife.

Rosse. Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well, may you see things well done there

;

—adieu I

Iiest our old robes sit easier than onr new

!

Rosse. Father, farewell.

Old M. God's benison go with you; and with

those

That would make good of bad, and friends of fees !

[Exeunt.
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ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Fores. A Room in the Palace.
Enter Banquo.

Ban. Thoa hast it now, Kiug, Cawdor, Glamis,

As the weird women promis'd; and, I fear, [all,

Thou play'dst most foully for't : yet it was said.

It should not stand iu thy posterity

;

But that myself should be the root, and father

Of many kings. If there come truth froai them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,)

Why, by the verities on thee made good.

May (hey not be my oracles as well.

And set me up in hope ? But, hush ; no more.

Senet sovnded. Enter Macbeth, as King ; Ladi/
Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Rosse, Lords,
Ladies, and Attendants.

Macb. Here's our chief guest.

Lady M. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great feast.

And all things unbecoming.
Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir.

And I'll request your presence.

Ban. _
het yonr highness

Command upon me ; to the which, my duties

, Are with a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. We should have else desir'd your good
advice

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,)
In this day's council ; but we'll take to-morrow.
Is't far yon ride ?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time
'Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better,

I must become a borrower of the night,

For a dark hour, or twain.

Macb, Fail not our feast.

Ban. My lord, I will not.

Macb. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow'd
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers

With strange invention : But of that to-morrow

;

When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state.

Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu,
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon us.

Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot

;

And so I do commend you to their backs.

Farewell.

—

[.Exit Banquo.
Let every man be master of his time

Till seven at night; to make society

The sweeter welcome, we will keep onrself

Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with yon.

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, ^'c.

Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure ?

Attend. They are, my lord, without the palace
gate.

Macb. Bring them before us.

—

[Exit Attendant.
To be thus, is nothing

;

But to be safely thus :—Our tears in Banquo
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature

Reigns that, which would be fear'd : Tis much he
dares;

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind.

He hath a wisdom that dotn guide his valour

To act in safety. There is none, but he
,

WTiose being 1 do fear : and, under him.

My genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is said,

Mark Antony's was by Cassar. He chid the sisters.

When first they put the name of King upon me.
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like.

They hail'd him father to a line of kings :

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown.
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe.

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand.
No son of mine succeeding. If it be so.

For Banquo's issue have I fil'd my mind

;

For them the gracious Duncan have I murderd

;

Put rancours in the vessel of my peace
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel
Given to the common enemy of man.
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings

!

Rather than so, come, fate, into the list.

And champion me to the utterance !—Who's there ?

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.

Now to tlie door, and stay there till we call.

[Exit Attendant.^
Was it not yesterday we spoke together ?

1 Mur. It was, so please yonr highness.

Macb. Well then, now
Have you consider'd of my speeches ? Know,
That it was he, in the times past, which held you
So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been
Our innocent self: this I made good to you
In our last conference

;
pass'd in probation with yon.

How you were borne in hand ; how cross'd ; the in-

struments;

Who wrought with them ; and all things else, that
To half a soul, and a notion craz'd, [might.

Say, Thus did Banquo.
1 Mur. You made it known to us.

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in your nature.

That you can' let this go ? Are you so gospell'd.

To pray for this good man, and for his issue,

Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave.

And beggar'd yours for ever ?

1 Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men
;

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs,

Shoughs, water-rngs. and demi-wolves, are cleped
All by the name of dogs: the valued file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle.

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature

Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the hill

That writes them all alike : and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file.

And not in the worst rank of manhood, say it

;

And I will put that business in your bosoms,
W^hose execution takes your enemy off;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us.

Who wear our health but sickly in his life,

Which in his death were perfect.
'

2 Mur. I am one, my liege.

Whom the vile blows and buflTets of the world
Have so iucens'd, that I am reckless what
I do, to spite the world.

1 Mur. And I another.

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune.

That I would set my life on any chance.
To mend it, or be rid on't.

Macb. Both of yoa
Know, Banquo was your enemy.
2 Mur. True, mv lord.

Macb. So is he mine : and in such bloody di.stance.

That every minute of his being thrusts

Against my near'st of life : And though I could
With bare-fac'd power sweep him from my sight.

And bid my will avouch it
;
yet I must not.

For certain friends that are both his and mine.
Whose loves I mpy not drop, but wail his fall

Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is.

That I to your assistance do make love

;

Masking the business from the common eye.

For sundry weighty reasons.

2 Mur. We shall, my lord

Perform what you command us.

I Mur. Though our lives
^

Macb. Yonr spirits shine through you. W'l'thin

this hour, at most,

I will advise you where to plant yourselves.

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o'the time.

The moment on't; for't must be done to-night,

And something from the palace ; always thought. I
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That I require a clearness : And with him,
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,)
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart;
I'll come to you anon.

2 Mur. We are resolv'd, my lord.

Macb. I'll call upon you straight ; abide within.

It is concluded : Banquo, thy soul's flight.

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Another Room.

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.

hady M. Is Banquo gone from court?
Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his

For a few words. [leisure

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent.
Where our desire is got without content

:

'Tis safer to be that which we destroy,

Thau, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone,

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ?

Using those thoughts, which should indeed^have died
With them they think on ? Things without remedy.
Should be without regard : what's done, is done.
Macb. We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it

;

She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer.

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep
In the affliction of these terrible dreams.
That shake us nightly : better be with the dead.
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace.
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave
;

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well

;

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison,
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing.

Can touch him further !

Lady M. Come on
;

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks
;

Be bright and jovial 'uiong your guests to-night.

Macb. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you :

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo

;

Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue :

Unsafe the while, that we
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams

;

And make our faces vizards to our hearts.

Disguising what they are.

Lady M. You must leave this.

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife I

Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance, live.

Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not eterne.

Macb. There's comfort yet ; they are assailable
;

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown
His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's sum-

mons.
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums.
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady M. WTiat's to be done ?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest
chuck.

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night,

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day

;

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand,
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond
Which keeps me pale !—Light thickens ; and the
Makes \ying to the rooky wood : [crow
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse

;

VVhiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse.
I'hoii marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still

;

Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill

:

So, pr'ythee, go with me. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—7%e same. A Park or Lawn, with
a Gate leading to the Palace.

Enter Three Murderers.
1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us ?
'^ Miir. Macbeth.
2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust : since he de-

Our oflices, and what we have to do, [livers
To the direction just.

I Mur. Then stand with us.
The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day :

Now spurs the lated traveller apace.
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches
The subject of our watch.
3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses.
Ban.

( Within.) Give us a light there, ho

!

,
2 Mur. Then it is he ; the rest

That are within the note of expectation.
Already are i'the court.

1 Mur. His horses go about.
3 Mur. Almost a mile : but he does usually.

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate
Make it their walL
Enter Banquo and Fleance, a Servant with a

torch preceding thetn.

2 Mur. A light, a light

!

3 Mur. Tis he.—
1 Mur. Stand to't.

Ban. It will be rain to-night.

1 Mur. Let it come down.
[Assatdts Banquo.)

Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly
;

Thou may'st revenge.—O slave !

{Dies. Fleance and Servant escape.)
3 Mur. Who did strike out the light ?

} Mur. Was't not the way?
3 Mur. There's but one down ; the son is fled.

2 Mur. VVe have lost best half of our aflair.

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and say how much is

done. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—^ Roon of State in the Palace. A
Banquet prepared.

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox,
Lords, and Attendants.

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down :

.\ iid last, the hearty welcome. [at first

Lords. Thanks to your majesty.
Macb. Ourself will mingle with society,

And play the humble host.

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time.

We will require her welcome. [friends
;

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our
For iny heart speaks, they are welcome.

Enter first Murderer, to the door.

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts'

thanks :

Both sides are even : Here I'll sit i'the mid'st

:

Be large in mirth ; anon, we'll drink a measure
The table round.—There's blood upon thy face.

Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then.

Macb. 'Tis better thee without, than he within.

Is he despatch'd ?

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut: that I did for

him. [he's good.

Macb. Thou art the best o'the cut-throats : Yet
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it.

Thou art the nonpareil.

Mur. Most royal sir,

Fleance is 'scap'd. [perfect;

Macb. Then- comes my fit again : I had else been

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock

;

As broad, and general, as the casing air :

But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, coufin'd, bound in

To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe ?

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bidea.
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'Vith Jwenty trenched gashes oh his head

;

The least a death to nature.

Macb. Thanks for that :—
There the grown serpent lies; the worm, that's fled,

Hath nature that in time will venom breed.

No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone ; to-morrow
We'll hear, ourselves again.

[Exit Murderer.
hadif M. My royal lord.

You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold,

That is not often vouch'd, while 'lis a making,
Tis given with welcome : To feed, were best at

home
;

From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony

;

Meeting were bare without it.

Macb. Sweet remembrancer !

Now, good digestion wait on appetite.

And health on both !

Len. May it please your highness sit ?

{The Ghost of Banquo rises, and sits in

Maebet-h's place.)

Macb. Here had we now our country's honour

roof'd.

Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present

;

Who may I rather challenge for unkindness,

Than pity for mischance !

Rosse. His absence, sir.

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your high-

To grace us with your royal company? [ness

Macb. The table's full.

Len. Here's a plaee reserv'd, sir.

Macb. Where ?

Len. Here, my lord. What is't that

moves your highness ?

Macb. Which of you have done this ?

Lords. What, my good lord ?

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

Rosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well.

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is often

thus, [seat

;

And hath been from his youth : 'pray yon, keep
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought

He will again be well : If much you note him.

You shall offend him, and extend his passion
;

Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man ?

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

Which might appal the devil.

Lady M. O proper staff!

This is the very painting of your fear

:

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said,

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts,

(Impostors to true fear,) would well become
A woman's story, at a winter's fire.

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!

Why do you make such faces ? When all's done,
You look but on a stool.

Macb. Pr'ythee, see there ! behold I look ! lo !

how say you ?

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too.

—

If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send
Those that we bury, back, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears .1

Lady M. What ! quite unmann'd in folly ?

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M. Fy^ for shame

!

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i'the olden
time.

Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal

;

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been,
That, when the brains were out, the man would die,

And there an end : but now, they rise again.

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And push us from our stools : This is more strange
Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord.
Your noble friends do lack you.
Macb. I do forget :—

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends

;

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing

To those that know me. Come, love and health to

all

;

.

[full :

Then I'll sit down : Give me some wine, fill

I drink to the general joy of the whole table.

Ghost rises.

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss;

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst.

And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.

Macb. Avaont ! and q<nt my sight ! Let the earth

hide thee

!

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold

;

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes

Which thou dost glare with

!

Lady M. Think of this, good peers,

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare :

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear.

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger.

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword

;

If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow

!

[Ghost disappears.)

Unreal mockery, hence !—Why, so ;—being gone,

I am a man again.—Pray you, sit still.

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke

the good meeting,

With most admir'd disorder.

Macb. Can such things be,'

And overcome us like a summer's cloud.

Without our special wonder ? You make me strange

Even to the disposition that I owe.
When now I think you can behold such sights.

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks.

When mine are blanch'd with fear.

Rosse. What sights, my lord ?

Lady M. I pray you, speak not ; he grows worse
and worse

;

Question enrages him : at once, good night :

—

Staud not upou the order of your going.

But go at once.

Len. Good night, and better health
Attend his majesty

!

Lady M. A kind good night to all

!

[Exeitnt Lords and Attendants.
Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will

have blood : ^speak
;

Stones have been known to move, and trees to

Augurs, and understood relations, have
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought

forth

The secret'st man of blood.—What is the night?
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is

which.
Macb. How say'st thou, that MaoJuff denies his

peison.

At our great bidding ?

Ladi/ M. Did you send to him, sir ?

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send :

There's not a one of them, but in his house
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow,
( Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters :

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know.
By the worst means, the worst : for mine own

good.

All causes shall give way; I am in blood
Slept in so far, that, should I wade no more.
Returning were as tedious as go o'er

:

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand;
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann'd.

Lady M. You lack the season of all natures,

sleep.

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep : My strange and
self-abuse

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use :

—

We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt.
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ScpNE \.—Tkp. Heath. Thunder.

Enter Hecate, meeting the three Witches.

1 fVitch. Why, how now, Hecate? you look
angerly.

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams, as you are.
Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare
To trade and traffic with Macbeth,
In riddles, and affairs of death

;

And I, the mistress of your charms.
The close contriver of all harms.
Was never call'd to bear my part.

Or show the glory of our art ?

And, which is worse, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward son.

Spiteful, and wrathful ; who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you.
But make amends now : Get you gone.
And at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i'the morning ; thither he
Will come to know his destiny.

Yoar vessels, and your spells, provide,
Your charms, and every thing beside

:

I am for the air ; this night I'll speud
Unto a dismal-fatal end.
Great business must be wrought ere noon :

Upon the corner of the moon
There hangs a vaporous drop profound

;

I'll catch it ere it come to ground :

And that, distill'd by magic slights,

Shall raise such artificial sprights.
As, by the strength of their illusion.

Shall draw him on to his confusion

:

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear :

And you all know, security
Is mortals' chiefest enemy.

Song {Within.) Come away, come away, §fc.

Hark, I am called ; my little spirit, see.
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit.

1 Witch. Come, let's make haste ; she'll soon be
back again. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Fores. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Lenox and another Lord.
Len. My former speeches have but hit your

thoughts,

WTiich can interpret further : only, I say.
Things have been strangely borne : The gracious

Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth :—marry, he was dead :

—

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late ;

Whom, you may say, it it please you, Fleance
kill'd,

For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain,
To kill their gracious father ? damned fact

!

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight,
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear.
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep ?
Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too

;

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive.
To hear the men deny it. So that, I say,
He has borne all things well : and I do think.
That, had he Duncan's sons under his key,
(As, an't please heaven, he shall not,J they should

find

What 'twere to kill a father : so should Fleance.
But, peace !—for from broad words, and 'cause he

feU'd
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear,
Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell

Where he bestows himself?
Xorrf. The son of Duncan,

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birtb.
Lives in the English court ; and is receiv'd
Of the most pious Edward with such grace.
That the malevolence of fortune nothing

Takes from his high respect : Thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the holy king, on his aid
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward •

That, by the help of these, (with Him above
To ratify the worK,) we may again
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights

;

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives;
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours.
All which we pine for now : And this repoii
Hath so exarsperate the king, that he
Prepares for some attempt of war.
Len. Sent he to Macdnff?
Lord. He did : and with an absolute, Sir, not I,

The cloudy messenger turns me his back,
And hums ; as who should say. You'll rue the time
That clogs me with tits answer.
Len. And that well might

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel
Fly to the court of England, and unfold
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing
May soon return to this our suffering country
Under a hand accurs'd !

' Lord. My prayers with him

!

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A dark Cave. In the middle, a Caul-
dron boiling. Thunder.

Enter the three Witches.

1 fVitch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd.
2 Witch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whin'd.
3 Witch. Harper cries :

—
'Tis time, 'tis time.

1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go

;

In the poison'd entrails throw.
Toad, that under coldest stone.
Days and nights hast thirty-one

Swelter'd venom sleeping got.

Boil thou first i'the charmed pot

!

All. Double, double toil and trouble

;

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble.
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake.

In the cauldron boil and bake

:

Eye of newt, and toe of frog,

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog.
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting.

Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing.
For a charm of powerful trouble.

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

All. Double, double toil and trouble
;

Fire, bum ; and, cauldron, bubble.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf:
Witches' mummy ; maw, and gulf.

Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark
;

Root of hemlock, digg'd i'the dark ;

Liver of blaspheming Jew;
Gall of goat, and slips of yew,
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse ;

Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips;

Finger of birth-strangled babe,

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab.

Make the gruel thick and slab :

Add thereto a tiger's chawdron,

For the ingredients of our cauldron.

All. Double, double toil and trouble
;

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood.

Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate, and the other three Witcheg.

Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains;

And every one shall share i'the gains.

And now about the cauldron sing.

Like elves and fairies in a ring.

Enchanting all that you put in.

SONG.
Black spirits and white.

Red spirits and grey ;

Mingle, mingle, mingle.

You that mingle may.
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2 Witch. By (he pricking ofmy thambs.
Something wicked this way comes :

—

Open, locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. How now, you secret, black, and mid-
What is't you do ? [night hags ?

All. A deed without a name.
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profess,

(Howe'er you come to know it,) answer me :

Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

Against the churches ; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up •

Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown
down;

Though castles topple on their warders' heads

;

Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope
Their heads to their foundations : though the treasure
Of nature's germins tumble all together.

Even till destruction sicken, answer me
To what I ask you.

1 Witch. Speak.
2 Witch. Demand.
3 Witch. We'll answer.
1 Witch. Say, if thon'dst rather hear it from our

Or from our masters' ? [mouths,

Macb. Call them, let me see them.
1 Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow

;
grease, that's sweaten

From the murderer's gibbet, throw
Into the flame.

All. Come, high, or low

;

Thyself, and ofiBce, deftly show.

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head
rises.

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,
1 Witch. He knows thy thought

;

Hear his speech, but say thou nought.

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware
Macduff;

Beware the thane of Fife.—Dismiss me :—Enough.
[Descends.)

Mach. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution,

thanks
;

[more :

—

Thou hast harp'd ray fear aright :—But one word
I Witch. He will not be commanded : Here's

More potent than the first. [another.

Thunder. An Apparition ofa bloody Child rises.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!—
Mach. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee.

App. Be bloody, bold,
And resolute ; laugh to scorn the power of man,
For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth.

(Descends.)
Macb. Then live, Macduff: What need I fear

of thee ?

But yet I'll make assurance double sure.

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live
;

That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies,

And sleep in spite of thunder.—What is this.

Thunder. An Apparition ofa Child crowned,
with a tree in his hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king ;

And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty ?

All. Listen, but speak not.

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are :

Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be, until

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsiuane hill

Shall come against him. (Descends.)
Macb. That will never be

;

Who can impress the forest ? bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ' good !

Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood
Of^ Birnam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time, and mortal custom.—Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing ; tell me, (if your art

Can tell so much,) shall Banquo's issue ever
Reign in this kingdom ?

All. Seek to know no more.
Macb. I will be satisfied ; deny me this.

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let uie know:

—

Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ?

(Hautboys.)
1 Witch. Show ! 2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. Show!
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart

;

Came like shadows, so depart.

Eight Kings appear, and pass over the Stage in

order; the last with a glass in his hand;
Banquo following.

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo,
down

!

[hair.

Thy crown does sear mine eye -balls:—And thy
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :

—

A third is like the former :— Filthy hags!

Why do you show me this?—A fourth?—Start,

eyes! [doom?
What! will the line stretch out to the crack of
Another yet?—A seventh ?-«-ril see no more :

—

•

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass.

Which shows me many more ; and some I see,

That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry

:

Horrible sight !—Ay, now, I see, 'tis true
;

For the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon me.
And points at them for his.—What, is this so ?

1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so :—But why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?

—

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights.

And show the best of our delights

;

I'll charm the air to give a sound.
While you perform your antique round :

That this great king may kindly say,

Our duties did his welcome pay.

(Mtisic. The Witches dance, and vanish.)
Macb. Where are they ? Gone ?—Let this per-

nicious hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar !

—

Come in, without there

!

Enter Lenox.

Len. What's your grace's will ?
Macb. Saw you the wekd sisters ?

Le7i. No, my lord.

Macb. Came they not by you ?

Le7i. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride
;

And damn'd all those that trust them !—I did lie^r

The galloping of horse : Who was't came by ?

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you
Macduff is fled to England. [word,
Macb. Fied to England ?

Len. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. Time, thou anticipat'st my dread exploits :

The flighty purpose never is o'ertook,

Unless the deed go with it: From this moment^
The very firstlings of my heart shall be
The firstlings of my hand. And even now.
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it tJiought and

done

:

The castle of Macduff I will surprise
;

Seize upon Fife
;
give to the edge o'the sword

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls

That trace his line. No boasting like a fool

;

This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool

:

But no more sights !—Where are these gentlemen?
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt.

Scene Jl.

—

Fife. A Roorn in Macduff s Castle.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and RossE.

Lady Macd. What had he done, to make hira fly

the land ?
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Rosse. You must have patience, madam.
L. Macd. He had none

:

His flight was madness : When our actions do not.

Our tears do make us traitors.

Rosse. You know not,

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear.

L. Maed. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave
his babes,

His mansion, and his titles, in a place

From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not;

He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren,
The most diminutive of birds, will fight,

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.

All is the fear, aud nothing is the love

;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight

i>0 runs against all reason.

Rosse. My dearest coz',

I pray you, school yourself: but, for your husband,
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o'the season. I dare not speak much further :

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors.

And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumour
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear

;

But float upon a wild and violent sea.

Each way, aud move.—I take my leave of you :

Shall not he long but I'll be here again

:

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward
To what they were before.—My pretty cousin.

Blessing upon you !

L. Macd. Fathtr'd he is, and yet he's fatherless.

Ronsp. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer,

Jt would be ray disgrace, and your discomfort

:

I lake my leave at once. [Exi( Rosse.
L, Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead

;

And what will yon do now? How will you live?
Son. As birds do, mother.

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies?

Soti. With what I get, I mean ," and so do they.

L. Macd. Poor bird! thou'dst never fear the net.

The pit-fall, nor the gin. [nor lime.

Son. Why should I, mother ? Poor birds they

are not set for.

My father is not dead, ibr all your saying.

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do for

a father ?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband?
L. Macd. Why, 1 can buy me twenty at any

market.
So7i. Then you'll buy 'em to sel! again.

L. Macd. Thou speak'st with all thy wit; and
yet i'faiiii,

With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was ray fathei a traitor, mother?
L. Macd. Ay, that he was.

Son. What is a traitor ?

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.

Son. Aud be all traitors, that do so ?

L. Macd. Every one that does so, is a traitor,

and must be hanged. [and lie ?

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear
L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who must hang them ?

L. Macd, Why, the honest men.
Son. Then the hars and swearers are fools : for

there are liars and swearers enough to beat the

honest men, and hang up them.
L. Macd. Now God help thee, poor monkey

!

But how wilt thou do for a father ?

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him : if you
would not, it were a good sign that I should quickly
have a new father.

L. Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talk'st

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you
known,

Though in your state of honour I am perfect.
I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly :

If you will take a homely man's advice,
Be not found here; heuce, with your little ones,

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage ;

To do vyorse to you, were fell cruelty, fyou I

Which is too nigh your person* Heaven preserve
I dare abide no longer. [Exit Messenyer.

L. Macd. Whither should I fly?
I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world; where, to do harm.
Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime.
Accounted dangerous folly : Why then, alas !

Do I put up that womanly defence.
To say, I have done no harm? What are these

faces ?

Enter Murderers.

Mtir. Where is your husband ?

L. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified,
Where such as thou may'st find him.
Mur. He's a traitor.

Son. Thou ly'st, thou shag-ear'd villain.

Mur. What, you egg? [Stabbing him.)
Young fry of treachery ?

Son. He has killed me, mother

:

Run away, I pray you. [Dies.)

YExit Lady Macduff, crying murder,
andpursued by the Murderers.

Scene III.

—

E?igland. A room in the King's
Palace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.
Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and

Weep our sad bosoms empty. [there

Macd. Let us rather
Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men.
Bestride our down-faU'n hirthdom : Each new morn.
New widows howl; new orphans cry; new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland, aud yell'd out
Like syllable of dolour.

Mai. What I believe, I'll wail

;

What know, believe ; and, what I can redress.
As I shall find the lime to friend, I will.

What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name bli.sters our tongues.
Was once thought honest : you have lov'd him well

;

He hath not louch'd you yet. I am young ; but
something

Yon may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom
To oft'er up a weak, poor, innocent lamb.
To appease an angry god.

Macd. I am not treacherous.

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil,

In an imperial charge. But 'crave your pardon
;

That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose :

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell :

Though all things foul would wear the brows of
Yet grace must still look so. [grace,

Macd. I have lost my hopes.

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find my
doubts.

Why in that rawness left yon wife, and child,

(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,)

VVithout leave-taking ?—T pray yon,

Let iiot my jealousies be your dishonours.

But mine own safeties :—You may be rightly just.

Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country !

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure.

For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy

wrongs.
Thy title is afieer'd !—Fare thee well, lord :

I would not be the \ illain that thou think'st

,

For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp.

And the rich East to boot.

Mai. Be not oft'ended ;

I speak not as in absolute fear of you.

I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ;

It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash

Is added to her wounds : I think, withal,

There would be hands uplifted in my right
j
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And here, from gracious England, have I offer

Of goodly thousands : But, lor all this,

WLeu I shall tread upon the tyrant's head.

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country

Shall have more vices than it had before

;

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever,

By him that shall succeed.

Macd. What should he be?

Mai. It is myself I mean : in whom I know
All Uie particulars of vice so grafted.

That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state

Esteem him as a lamb, being compar'd

With my confineless harms.

Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd

In evils, to top Macbeth.
Mai. I grant him bloody.

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful.

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

That has a name : But there's no bottom, none.

In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters.

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up

The cistern of my lust ; and my desire

All continent impediments would o'erbear.

That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth,

Than such a one to reign.

Macd, Boundless intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been

The untimely emptying of the happy throne.

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours : you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty.

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-wink.

We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be

That vulture in you, to devour so many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves.

Finding it so incliu'd.

Mai. With this, there grows.

In my most ill-compos'd affection, such

A stanchless avarice, that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands ;

Desire his jewels, and this other's house :

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more ; that 1 should forge

Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal.

Destroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper
;
gn'ows with more pernicious root

Than summer-seeding lust : and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear

;

Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will.

Of your mere own : All these are portable.

With other graces weigh'd.

Mai. But I have none : The king-becoming graces.

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness.

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness.

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them ; but abound

In the division of each several crime.

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,

Uproar the universal peace, confound

All unity on earth.

Macd. O Scotland! Scotland!

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak :

I am as I have spoken.

Macd. Fit to govern

!

No, not to live.—O nation miserable.

With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd

,

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again ?

Since that the truest issue of thy throne

By his own interdiction stands accurs'd.

And does blaspheme his breed ?—Thy royal father

Was a most sainted king ; the queen that bore thee,

Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet.

Died every day she liv'd. Fare thee well

!

These evils, tiiou repeat'st upon thyself.

Have banish'd me from Scotland.—O, my breast

Thy hope ends here

!

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion.

Child of integrity, hath from my soul

Wip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts

To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-credulous haste : But God above

Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and

Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon myself.

For strangers to my nature. 1 am yet

Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn

;

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own;
At no time broke my faith ; would not betray

The devil to his fellow ; and delight

No less in truth, than life : my first false speaking

Was this upon myself : What I am truly.

Is thine, and my poor country's to command
;

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach.

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men.
All ready at a point, was setting forth :

Now we'll together ; And the chance, of goodness.

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent ?

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at

'Tis hard to reconcile. [once.

Enter a Doctor.

Mai. Well ; more anon.—Comes the king forth,

I pray you ?

Doct. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched souls.

That stay his cure : their malady convinces

The great assay of art ; but, at his touch.

Such sanctity bath heaven given his hand.

They presently amend.
Mai. I thank you, doctor,

[Exit Doctor.

Macd. What's the disease he means ?

Mai. 'Tis call'd the evil

:

A most miraculous work in this good king

;

Which often, since my here-remain in England,

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven.

Himself best knows : but strangely- visited people.

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye.

The mere despair of surgery, he cures

;

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks,

Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis spoken.

To the succeeding royalty he leaves

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue,

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy

;

And sundry blessings hang about nis throne.

That speak him full of grace.

Enter Rosse.

Macd. See, who comes here *

Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him not.

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither.

Mai. I know him now : Good Goa, betimes re-

move
The means that make us strangers

!

Rosse Sir, Amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?

Rosse. Alas, poor country

;

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot

Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing.

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile

;

Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks, that rent the
air.

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstacy ; the dead man's knell

Is there scarce ask'd, for who ; and good men's lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps>

Dying, or ere they sicken.

Macd. O, relation.

Too nice, and yet too true !

Mai. What is the newest grief?

/?osse.That ofan hour's age doth hiss the speaker
;

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd. How does my wife?

Rosse. Why, well.
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And all my children ?Macd.
Rosse. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?

Rosse. No; they were well at peace, when 1 did
leave them.

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech ; How
goes it ? [tidings,

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a ramoor
Of many worthy fellows that were out-;

Which was to ray belief witness'd the rather,

For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot :

Now is the time of help
;
your eye in Scotland

Would create soldiers, make our women fight.

To doflf their dire distresses.

Mai. Be it their comfort.
We are coming thither : gracious England hath
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men;
An older, and a better soldier, none
That Christendom gives out.

Rosse. Would I could answer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words.
That would be howl'd out in the desert air.

Where hearing should not latch them.
Macd. What concern they ?

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief,

Due to some single breast?
Rosse. No mind, that's honest,

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part
Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine.
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for

ever,

Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound.
That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Humph ! I g;uess at it.

Rosse. Your castle is surpris'd
;
your wife, and

babes.

Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner.
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer.

To add the death of you.

Mai. Merciful heaven !

—

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows

;

Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak.

Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My children too ?

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all

That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence !

My wifekai'dtoo?
Rosse. I have said.

Mai. Be comforted ;

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge.

To cure this deadly grief

Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty ones ?

Did you say, all ?—O, hell-kite !—All ?

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam.
At one fell swoop ?

Mai. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. I shall do so

;

But I must also feel it as a man

;

I cannot but remember such things were, [on.

That were most precious to me.—Did heaven look

And would not taie their part ? Sinful Macduff,
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am.
Not for their own demerits, but for mine.

Fell slaughter on their souls: heaven rest them
now

!

(grief

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine
eyes, [heaven.

And braggart vrith my tongue ! But, gentle
Cut short all intermission ; front to front.

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself;
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape.
Heaven forgfive him too

!

Mai. This tone goes manly.
Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready

;

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you

.™ay

;

The night is long, that never finds the day.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle.

\
Enter a Doctor of Physic, and awaiting Gentle-

woman.
Doct. I have two nights watched with you, but

can perceive no truth in your report. When was it

she last walked ?

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I
have seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-
gown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper,
fold it, write upon it, read it, after^vards seal it, and
again return to bed : yet all this while in a most fast
sleep.

Boct. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of
watching.—In this slumbry agitation, besides her
walking, and other actual performances, what, at
any time, have you heard her say ?

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her.
Doct. You may, to me ; and 'tis most meet you

should.

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one ; having no
witness to confirm my speech.

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper.

Lo yod, here she comes ! This is her very guise

;

and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her ; stand
Doct. How came she by that light ? [close.

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her
continually ; 'tis her command.

Doct. You see, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

Doct. What is it she does now ? Look, how she
rnbs her hands.

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to
seem thus washing her hands ; I have known her
continue in this a quarter of an hour.
Lady M. Yet here's a spot.

Doct. Hark, she speaks : I will set down what
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the
more strongly.

Lady M. Out, damned spot ! out, I say !—One

;

Two; Why, then 'tis time to do't: Hell is

murky !—Fy, my lord, fy ! a soldier, and afeard ?

What need we fear who knows it, when none can
call our power to account ?—Yet who would have
thought the old man to have had so much blood in

Doct. Do you mark that ? [him ?

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; Where
is she now ? What, will these hands ne'er be
clean ?—No more o'that, my lord, no more o'that

:

you mar all with this starting. [should not.

Doct. Go to, go to
;
you nave known what you

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am
sure of that : heaven knows what she has known.
Lady M. Here's the smell of the blood still : all

the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little

hand. Oh ! oh I oh

!

[charged.

Doct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my
bosom, for the dignity of the whole body.

Doct. Well, well, well,— :

Gent. 'Pray God, it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : Yet 1

have known those which have walked in their sleep,

who have died holily in their beds.

Lady M. Wash your hands, nut on your night-

fown; look not so pale:—I tell you yet again,

lanquo's buried ; he cannot come out ofhis grave
Doct. Even so V

Lady M. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at

the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your
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hand ; What's done, cannot be undone : To hed,

to bed, to bed. [Exit
Doct. Will she go now to bed ?

Gent. Directly. [deeds

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad : Unnatural
Do breed unnatural troubles : infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.

More needs she the divine, than the physician.

—

God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance.
And still keep eyes upon her :—So, good night

:

My mind she has mated, and amaz'd my sight

:

I think, but dare not speak,

Gent. Good night, good doctor.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Country near Dunsinane.

Enter, tvith drum and colours, Menteth, Cath-
NEss, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on by
Malcolm,

His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.
Revenges burn in them : for their dear causes
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm.

Excite the mortified man.
Ang. Near Birnam wood

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming.
Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his

biother ?

Lett. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file

Of all the gentry ; there is Siward's son.

And many unrough youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood.
Ment. What does the tyrant ?

Cath. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies :

Some say, he's mad ; others, tliat lesser hate him.
Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain.

He cannot buckle his distemper'd cause
Within the belt of rule.

Ang. Now does he feel

His secret murders sticking on his hands;
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach

;

Those he commands, move only in command.
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title

Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe

Upon a dwarfish thief.

Ment. Who then shill blame
His pester'd senses to recoil, and start.

When all that is within him does condemn
Itself, for being there?

Cath. Well, march we on.

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd :

Meet we the medecin of the sickly weal

;

And with him pour we, in our country's purge,

Each drop of us.

Len. Or so much as it needs,

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds.
Make we our march towards Birnam.

[Exeunt, marching.

Scene III.

—

Dunsitiane. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants,

yiacb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all

;

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane,
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm ?

Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that know
All mortal consequents, pronounc'd me thus :

Fear not, Macbeth; no man, that's born ofwoman.
Shall e'er have power on thee.—'J'hen fly, false

And mingle with the English epicures: [thanes.

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear.

Shall never sagg with doubt, nor shake with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon !

Where got'st thou that goose look ?

Serv. There is ten thousand
Much. Geese, villain ?

Serv. Soldiers, sir.

JUacli. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear.

Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch?
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ?

Serv. The English force, so please you.

Macb. Take thy face hence.— Seyton!—I am
sick at heart.

When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push .

Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now.
I have liv'd long enough: my way of life

Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf:

And that which should accompany old age.

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead,

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not.

Seyton !

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ?
Macb, What news more ?

Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was re-

ported.

Macb. I'll fight; till from my bones my flesh be
Give me my armour. [hack'd.

Sey. 'Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I'll put it on.

Send out more horses, skirr the country round
;

Hang those that talk of fear.—Give me mine ar-

How does your patient, doctor ? jniour —
Doct. Not so sick, my lord.

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies.

That keep her from her rest.

Macb. Cure her of that

:

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd
;

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow

;

Raze out the written troubles of the brain
;

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote,

Cleanse the stuS"'d bosom of that perilous siwSv
Which weighs upon the heart ?

Doct. Therein the patient

Must minister to himself.

Macb. Throw physic to the dogs, I'll none of it.

—

Come, put mine armour on; give me my stafl":

—

Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly from
me :

—

Come, sir, despatch:—If thou conldst, doctor, cast

The water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it (o a sound and pristine health,

I would applaud thee to the very echo.
That should applaud again.—PuH't oil, 1 say.

—

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug.
Would scour these English hence 'I—Hearest tliou

of them ?

Doct. Ay, my good lord
;
your royal preparation

Makes us hear something.
Macb. Bring it after me.— -

I will not be afraid of death and bane.
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exit.

Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and clear.

Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit.

Scene IV. -Country near Dunsinane : A Wood
in view.

Enter, with drum and colotirs, Malcolm, old
Siward and his Son, Macduff, Menteth,
Cathness, Angus, Lenox, Rosse, and Soldiers,
marching.

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand.
That chambers will be safe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Siiv. What wood is this before us ?

Ment. The wood of Birnam.
Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough.

And bear't before him; thereby shall we shadow
The numbers of our host, and make discovery

Err in report of us.

Sold. It shall be done.

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant,

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure
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Our setting down before't.

Mai. 'Ti3 his main hope :

For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less hath given him the revolt;

And none serve with him, but constrained things,

Whose hearts are absent too.

Macd. Let oar just censures
Attend the trne event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

Siw. The time approaches,
That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate

;

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate :

Towards which, advance the war.
'

[Exettnt, marching.

Scene V.

—

Dunsmane. Within the Castle.

Enter, tvitk drums and colours, Macbeth,
Seyton, and Soldiers.

Macb. Hang out our banners ou the outward walls;
The cry is still, Thei/ come : Our castle's strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie.

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up

:

Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours.
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard.
And beat them backward home. What is that

noise ? {A cry within, of women.)
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears :

The time has been, my senses would have cool'd
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir

As life were in't: I have supp'd full with horrors;
Direness, famihar to my slaught'rous thoughts.
Cannot once start me.—Wherefore was that cry ?

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.
Macb. She should have died hereafter

;

There would have been a time for such a word.

—

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow.
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day.
To the last syllable of recorded time ; .

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle '

Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player.
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage.
And then is heard no more : it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury.

Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger.

Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly.
Mess. Gracious my lord,

I shall report that which I say I saw.
But know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move.
Macb. Liar, and slave !

{Striking him.)
Mess. Let me endure your wrath, ift be not so

;

Within this three mile may you see it coming;
I say, a moving grove.
Macb. If thou speat'st false,

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive.
Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth,
I care not if thou dost for me as much.—
I pull in resolution ; and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend,
That lies like truth : Fear not, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane

:

—and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and out !—
If this, which he avouches, does appear,
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here.
I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun.
And wish the estate o'the world were now undone.

—

Ring the alarum bell :—Blow, wind ! come, wrack !

At least we'll die with harness on our back.

[ Exeunt.

Scene Yl.—The same. A Plain before the Castle.

Enter, ivith drums and colours, Malcolji, old
SiWARD, Macdlff, §fc. and their Army, with
boughs.

Mai. Now near enough; your leavy screens
throw down,

^n<| show like those you are :—You, worthy uncle.
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son.
Lead our first battle : worthy Macdufi', and we.
Shall take upon us what else remains to do.
According to our order.

*'"<'• Fare vou well.
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night,
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight [all breath,
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak

;
give them

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.
[Exeunt. Alarums continued.

Scene VII.—T^e same. Anotherpart of the Plain.
Enter M.4CB£th.

Macb. They have tied me to a stake
; I cannot fly.

But, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What's he,
' That was not born ofwoman ? Such a one
Am I to fear, or i.one.

Enter young SrWARD.
Yo. Siw. What is thy name ?

^"''i-- ^r . .
Thou'lt be afraid to hear if.

Jo. Siw. No; though thou call'st thyself a hotter
lhan any IS m hell. [name
Macb. My name's Macbeth.
Yo. Siiv. The devnl himself could not pronounce

More hateful to mine ear. [a title

v-'^^'i'- m, ^°' ""• ™<»'e fearful.

T,i, • ,•
^™" ''^^*' abhorred tyrant: with ray

1 11 prove the lie thou speak'st. [sword
( Theyfight, and young Siward is slain.)

Macb. Thou wast born ofwoman.—
But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
lirandish d by man that's of a woman born. [Exit.

Alarums. Enter Macduff.
Macd. Thai way the noise is :—Tyrant, show thy

face

:

'

If thou be'st slain, and vnih no stroke of mineMy wfe and children's ghosts will haunt me'still
I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms
Are hird to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth
Or else my sword, wnth an unbatter'd edge,

'

I sheathe again uudeeded. There thou sho'uldst be •

By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seems bruited : Let me find him, fortune '

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarum.

Enter M.41C0LxM and old Siward.
Siw. This way, my lord ;—the castle's gently ren-

rhe tyrant's people on both sides do fight
; [der'd •

The noble thanes do bravely in the war

;

The day almost itself professes yours.
And little is to do.
Mai. We have met with foes

That strike beside us.

Siw- Enter, sir, the castle.

[Exeunt. Alarums.

Re-enter Macbeth.
Macb. Why should I play the Roman fool, and

die

On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes
Do better upon them.

Re enter Macduff.

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn.
Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee .

But get thee back, my soul is too much charg'd
With blood of thine already.

Macd. I have no words.
My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain

Thaji terms can give thee out

!

{They fight.)
Macb. Thou losest labour

:
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As easy may'st thou the intrenchant air

With tliy keen sword impress, as make me bleed :

Let fall tliy blade on vulnerable crests

;

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield
To one of woman born.

Macd. Despair thy charm

;

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv'd,
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd.

Macb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so,
For it hath cow'd my better part ofman

!

And be these joggling fiends no more believ'd.
That palter with us in a double sense

;

Thdt keep the word of promise to our ear.

And break it to our hope.—I'll not fight with thee.
Macd. Then yield thee, coward,

And live to be the show and gaze o'the time.
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are.
Painted upon a pole ; and underwrit.
Here may you see the tyrant.
Macb. I'll not yield,

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet.

And to be baited with the rabble's curse.
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman bom.
Yet I will try the last : Before my body
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff;
And damn'd be him that first cries. Hold, enough.

[Exeunt, fighting.

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter, with drum and
colours, Malcolm, old SrvvARD, Kosse, Lenox,
Angus, Cathness, Menteth, and Soldiers.

Mai. I would, the friends we miss were safe
arriv'd.

^ Siw. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see.
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son.

Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's

He only liv'd but till he was a man
;

[debt

:

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd
In the unshrinking station where he fought,
But like a man he died.

Siw. Then he is dead ?

Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field : your cauae
of sorrow

Must not be measur'd by his worth, for then
It hath uo end.

Siw. Had he his hurts before ?

Rosse. Ay, on the front.

Siw. Why then, God's soldier be he I

Had I as many sons as I have hairs,

I would not wish them to a fairer death :

And so his knell is knoU'd.
Ma I.

_
He's worth more sorrow,

And that I'll spend for him.
Siw. He's worth uo more

;

They say, he parted well, and paid his score :

So, God be with him !—Here comes newer comfort.

Re-enter Macduff, tvith Macbeth's head on a pole.

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thoa art : ,Behold, where
stands

The usurper's cursed head : the time is free :

I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl.

That speak my salutation in their minds
;

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,

—

Hail, king of Scotland !

All. King of SGotland , h ai 1

1

{Flourish.
Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of time.

Before we reckon with your several loves, [men.

And make us even with you. My thanes and kins-

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland
In such an honour nam'd. What's more to do.

Which would be planted newly with the time,

—

As calling home our exil'd friends abroad.

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny;
Producing forth the cruel ministers

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like qneen;
Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life ;—This, and what needful else

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,
We vrill perform in measure, time, and place :

So thanks to all at once, and to each one.

Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone.

[Flourish, Exeunt.
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The tragedy of King John, though not written with the utmost power of Shakspeare, is varied with a very pleasing

Interchange of incidents and characters. The lady's grief is very affecting;; and the character of the Bastard contains
that mixture of greatness and levity, which this author delighted to exhibit. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
KING JOPTN.
PRINCE HENRY, his Son ; (Afterwards King Henry III.
ARTHUR, Duke of Bretagne, Son of Geffrey, late Duke

of Br.etagne, the elder Brother of King John.
W11.HAM MARESHALL, Earl of Pembroke.
GEFFREY FITZ-FETER, Earl of Essex, Chi^Justici-

ary or England.
WILLIAM LONGSWORD, Earl of Salisbury.
ROBERT BIGOT, Earl of Norfolk.
HUBERT DE BURGH, Chamberlain to the King.
ROBERT FAULCONBRIDGE, Son of Sir Robert Faul-

conbridge.
PHILIP FAULCONBRIDGE, his Half-brother, bastard

Son to King Richard the First.
JAMES GURNEY, Servant to Lady Faulconbridge.
PETER of Pomfret, a Prophet.

King of France.
Da

PHILIP,
LEWIS, the Dauphin.
ARCHDUKE OF AUSTRIA.
CARDINAL PANDULPH, the Pope's Legate.
MELUN, a French Lord.
CHATILLON, Ambassador from France to King John.

ELINOR, the Widow of King Henry II, and Mother
of King John.

CONSTANCE, Mother to Arthur.
BLANCH, Daughter to Alphonso, King of Castile, and

Niece to King John.
LADY FAULCONBRIDGE, Mother to the Bastard and

Robert Faulconbridge.

Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds,

Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants.

Scene,—Sometimes in England, and sometimes in France.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Nort/iampton. A Room ofState in the
Palace.

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke,
Essex, Sausbury, and others, tvith Chatillon.

Chatillon, what wouldKing John. Now, say,

France with us r

CfMt. Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of
France,

In my behaviour, to the majesty,

The borrow'd majesty of England here.

Eli. A strange beginning ;—borrow'd majesty !

K. John. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy.

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son,

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most la^vful claim

To this fair island, and the territories
;

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine

:

Desiring thee to lay aside the sword,

Which sways usurpingly the.-s several titles
;

And put the same into young Arthur's hand.

Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign.

k. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ?

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war.
To enforce these rights, so forcibly withheld.

K. John. Here nave we war for war, and blood

for blood,

Controlment for controlment : so answer France.

Chat. Then take my king's defiance from my
The furthest limit of my embassy. [mouth,

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in

peace

:

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ;

For ere thou canst report I will be there.

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard

:

So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath.

And sullen presage of your own decay.

—

An honourable conduct let him have :

Pembroke, look to't : Farewell, Chatillon.

[Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke.
Eli. What now, my son ? have I not ever said

How that ambitious Constance would not cease,

Till she had kindled France, and all the world,

Upon the right and party of her son ?

This might have been prevented, and made whole.
With very easy arguments of love

;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. [for us.

K. John. Our strong possession, and our right,

Eli. Your strong possession, much more than

_
your right

;

Or else it must go wrong with yon, and me :

So much my conscience whispers in your ear

;

Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear.

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who
whispers Essex.

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy.

Come from the country to be judg'd by you.

That e'er I heard : shall I produce the men ?

K. John. Let them approach.— [Exit Sheriff.

Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay

Re-enter Sheriff, with Robert Faulconbridge,
and Philip, his bastard Brother.

This expedition's charge.—What men are you ?

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman.

Born in Northamptonshire • and eldest son.

As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge
;

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Cceur-de-lion knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou ? [bridge.

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon-

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir?

You came not of one mother then, it seems.

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king.

That is well known ; and, as I think, one father

:

But, for the certain knowledge of that truth,

I put you o'er to heaven, and to my mother

:

Of that I doubt, as all men's children may.

Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame
thy mother.

And wound her honour wth this diffidence.

Bast. I, madam? no, I have no reason for it;

That is my brother's plea, and none of mine
;

The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out

At least from fair five hundred pounds a-year

:

Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land

!

K. John. A good blunt fellow:—Why, being

younger born,

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ?

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land.

But once he slander'd me with bastardy :

But whe'r I be as true begot, or no,

That still I lay upon my mother's head;

But that I am as well begot, my liege,

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me 1)

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.

If old sir Robert did beget us both,

And were our father, and this son like him ;

—

old sir Robert, father, on my knee

1 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee.

K. John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent

us here !

Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion's face.

The accent of his tongue affecteth him :
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Do you not read some tokens of my son

In the large composition of this man ?

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts.

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak,
What doth move you to claim your l)rother's land ?

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father

;

With that half-face would he have all my land :

A half-fac'd groat five hundred pounds a-year !

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father iiv'd.

Your brother did employ my father much ;

—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land
;

Your tale must be, how he employed my mother.
Rob. And once despatch'd him in an embassy

To Germany, there, with the emperor.
To treat of high affairs touching that time :

The advantage of his absence took the king.

And in the mean time sojourn'd at my father's;

Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak :

But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores
Between my father and ray mother lay,

(As I have heard my father speak himself,)

When this same lusty gentleman was got.

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd
His lands to me ; and took it, on his dedh.
That this, my mother's son, was none of his;
And, if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time.
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine.
My father's land, as was my father's will.

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate

;

Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him:
And, if she did play false, the fault was her's

;

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands.
That marry wives. Tell me, how ifmy brother,
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son.

Had of your father claim'd this son for his V

la sooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world

;

In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's.

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father,

Being none of his, refuse him : Tiiis concludes,

—

My mother's son did get your father's heir

;

Your father's heir must have your father's land.

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force.

To dispossess that child, which is not his ?

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,

Than was his will to get me, as 1 think. [bridge,

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather,—be a Faulcou-
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land

;

Or the reputed son of Cceur-de-lion,

Lord of thy presence, and no land beside ?

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape.
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him :

And if my legs were two such riding-rods,
My arras such eel-skins stuff'd ; my face so thin,

That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose, [goes.

Lest raen should say, Look, where three-farthings

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land,

'Would I might never stir from off this place,
I'd give it every foot to have this face

;

I would not be sir Nob in any case. [fortune,

Eli. I like thee well; Wilt thou forsake thy
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?

I am a soldier, and now boirad to France.
Bast. Brother, take yoa my land, I'll take ray

chance

:

Your face hath got five hundred pounds a-year

;

iYet sell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear.

—

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.

Eli. Nay, I would ha^e you go before rae thither.

Bast. Our country manners give our betters way.
K. John. What is thy name ?

Bnst. Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun

;

Philip, good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son.

K. John. From henceforth bear his name whose
form th«u bear'st

:

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great;
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet. [hand

;

Bast. Brother, by the mother's side, give rae your

My father gave me honour, yours gave land :

—

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day.
When I was got, sir Robert was away.
Mi. The very spirit of Plantagenet!

—

I am thy grandame, Richard ; call me so.

Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth
:'

What though ?

Something about, a little from the right,

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch

:

Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night;
And have is have, however men do catch:

Near or far oft", well won is still well shot

;

And I am I, howe'er I was begot. [desire,

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy
A landless knight makes thee a landed 'squire.

—

Gome, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed
For France, for France

; for it is more than need.

Bast. Brother, adieu ; Good fortune come to the« !

For thou wast got i'the way of honesty.

[Exeiait all biit the Bastard.
A foot of honour better than I was

;

But many a many foot of laud the worse.
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :

Good den, sir Richard,—God-a-mercy, fellow;—
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter

:

For new-made honour doth forget men's names
;

'Tis too respective, and too sociable,

For your conversion. Now your traveller,

—

He and his tooth-pick at my worship's me^

;

And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd.

Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise

My picked man of countries : My dear sir,

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,)

/ shall beseech you—That is question now

;

And, then comes answer like an ABC-book :

—

0, sir, says answer, at your best command ;

At your employment ; at your service, sir

:

No, sir, says question, 1, sweet sir, at yours

:

And so, ere answer knows what question would,
(Saving in dialogue of compliment;
And talking of the Alps, and Appenines,
The Pyrenean, and the river Po,)

It draws toward supper in conclusion so.

But this is worshipful society,

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself;
For he is but a bastard to the time.

That doth not smack of observation
;

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no;

)

And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form, outward accoutrement

;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth :

Which, though I will not practise to deceive.
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn

;

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.

—

But who comes in such haste, in riding robes ?

What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband,
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ?

Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney.

O me ! it is my mother :—How now, good lady?

What brings you here to court so hastily ? [is he ?

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother ? where
That holds in chase mine honour up and down?

Bast. My brother Robert ? old sir Robert's son ?

Colbrand the giant, that sarae mighty man ?

Is it sir Robert's son, that you seek so ? [boy.

Lady F. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unreverend

Sir Robert's son : Why sconi'st thou at sir Robert ?

He is sir Robert's son ; and so art thou ? [while ?

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a

Gtir. Good leave, good Philip.

Bast. Philip ?—sparrow !—James,

There's toys abroad; anon I'll tell thee more.
[Exit Gurney,

Madam, I was not old sir Robert's son

;

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Upon Good-friday., and ne'er broke his fast

:

Sir Robert could do well ; Mari7, (to confess !)

Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it

;
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We know his handy-work :—Therefore, good mo-
ther.

To whom am I beholden for these limbs ?

Sir Robert never help to make this leg.

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too.

That for tliiue own gain shouldst defend mine ho-

nour ?

What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ?

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother Basilisco-

like:

What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my shoulder.

But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son
;

I have disclaim'd sir Robert, and my land
;

Legitimation, name, and all is gone :

Then, good my mother, let me know my father;

Some proper man, I hope : Who was it, mother '?

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulcon-
bridge ?

Bast, As faithfully as I deny the devil. [ther

;

Lady F. King Richard Cceur-de-lion was thy fa-

By long and vehement suit I was seduc"d

To make room for him in my husband's bed :

Hea\en lay not my transgression to my charge !

—

Thou art the issue of my dear offence,

Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence.

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again.

Madam, I would not wish a better father.

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth.

And so doth yoars
;
your fault was not your folly :

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,

—

Subjected tribute to commanding love,

—

Against whose fury and unmatched force

The awless lion could not wage the fight.

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand.
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts.

May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother.

With all my heart 1 thank thee for my father !

Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well

When 1 was got, I'll send his soul to hell.

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin ;

And they shall say, when Richard me begot.

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin :

Who says it was, he lies ; I say, 'twas not.

[Exeunt.

ACT TI.

Scene I.

—

France. Before the Walls ofAnglers.

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austrl\,
and Forces; on the other, Philip, King of
France, and Forces ; LEms, Constance, Ar,
THUR, and Attendants.

Lew. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria.

—

Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood,
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart.

And fought the holy wars in Palestine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave :

And, for amends to his posterity.

At our importance, hither is he come,
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;
And to rebuke the usurpation
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John :

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

Arth. God shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion's death.
The rather, that you give his offspring life.

Shadowing their right under your winjs of war :

F give you welcome with a powerless hand.
But with a heart full of unstained love :

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke.
Lew. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right ?

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss.

As seal to this iodeotare of my love
;

That to ray home I will no more return,
Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd shore.
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides.
And coops from other lands her islanders.
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main,
That water walled bulwark, still secuie
And confident from foreign purposes.

Even till that ntmost corner ofthe west
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy.
Will I not think of home, but follow arms.

Const. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's
thanks.

Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength.
To make .i more requital to your love. [swords

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift their

In such a just and charitable war. [be bent
K. Phi. \Vell then, to work ; our cannon shall

Against the brows of this resisting town.
Call for our chiefest men of discipline.

To cull the plots of best advantages :

We'll lay before this town our royal bones.
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood,
But we will make it subject to this boy.

Co7ist. Stay for an answer to your embassy.
Lest unadvis'd you stain your swords with blood

:

My lord Chatillon may from England bring
That right in peace, which here we urge in war;
And then we shall repent each drop of blood.
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

Enter CH.\TrLLON.

K. Phi. A wonder, lady !—lo, upon thy wish,
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv'd.

—

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord.

We coldly j/ause for thee ; Chatillon, speak.
Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege.

And stir them up against a mightier task.

England, impatient of your just demands.
Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds.
Whose leisure I have staid, have given him time
To land his legions all as soon as I

:

His marches are expedient to this town.
His forces strong, his soldiers confident
With him is come along the mother-queen,
An Ate, stimng him to blood and strife

;

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain
;

With them a bastard of the king deceas'd :

And all the unsettled humours of the land,

—

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries.

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons" spleens,

—

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes.
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs.
To make a hazard of new tbrtimes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits,

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er.

Did never float upon the swelling tide.

To do offence and scath in Christendom.
The interruption of their churlish drums

[Drums beat.)
Cuts off more circumstance : they ar.e at hand.
To parley, or to fight; therefore, prepare. [|ion !

K. Phi. How much unlook'd for is this exuedi-
Aust. By how much unexpected, by so mucn

We must awake endeavour for defence
;

For courage mounteth with occasion :

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd.

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard,
PE11BR0K.E, and Forces.

K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace
permit

Our just and lineal entrance to our own !

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend fo heaven

!

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct

Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven.

K. Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war return

From France to England, there to live in peace!

England we love ; and, for that England's sake.

With burden of our armour here we sweat

:

This toil of ours should be a work of tliine;

But thou from loving England art so far,

That thou hast under wrought his lawful king.

Cut oft' the sequence of posterity.

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face ,

—

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of bis:
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This little abstract doth conlaia that large,

Which died in Geffrey ; and the haud of time

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.

That Geflrey was thy elder brother born.

And this his sou; England was Geffrey's right,

And this is Geffrey's : In the name of God,
Ho\v comes it then, that thou art called a king,

When living blood doth in these temples beat,

Wliich owe the crown that thou o'ermaaterest i

K. John. From whom hast thou this great com-
mission, France,

To draw my answer from thy articles?

K. PAL From that supernal judge, that stirs good
thoughts

In any breast of strong authority,

To look into the blots and stains of right.

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy :

Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong;
And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it.

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.

K. Phi. Excuse : it is to beat usurping down.
Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France ?

Const. Let me make answer;—thy usurping son.

Eli. Out, insolent! thy bastard shall be king;

That thou may'st be a queen, and check the world !

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true,

As thine was to thy husband : and this boy
Liker iu feature to his father Geffrejr,

Than thou and John in manners ; being as like,

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think,

His father never was so true begot

;

It cannot be, an' if thou wert his mother.

Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy

father.

Const. There's a good grandam, boy, that would
Atist. Peace I [blot thee.

Bast. Hear the crier.

Atist. What the devil art thou ?

Bast. One, that will play the devil, sir, with you.

An 'a may catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard

;

I'll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right

;

Sirrah, look to't ; i'faith, I will, i'faith.

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's robe.

That did disrobe the lion of that robe !

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him.

As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass :

—

But, ass, ril take that burden from your back
;

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack.

Aust. What cracker is this same, that deafs our

With this abundance of superfluous breath ? [ears

K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do
straight [ence.

Levj. Women and fools, break off your confer-

King John, this is the very sum of all,

—

England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee :

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms?
K. John. My life as soon :—I do defy thee, France.

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand
;

And, out of my dear love, I'll give thee more
llian e'er the coward hand of France can win

;

Submit thee, boy.

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child.

Const. Do, child, go to it' grandam, child

;

Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig

:

There's a good grandam.
Arth. Good my mother, peace

!

I would, that I were low laid in my grave

;

I am not worth this coil that's made for me.
Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps.
Const. Now shame upon you, wne'r she does, or no

!

His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's shames.
Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes.
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee

;

Ay, with these crystal beads heav'n shall be brib'd
To do him justice, and revenge on yon.

Eli. Thou monstrons slanderer of heaven and
earth ! [earth i

Const. Thou monstrous injr.rer of heaven and
Call not me slanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp
The dominations, royalties, and rights,

Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldest son's son,
Infortuuate in nothing but in thee :

Thy sins are visited in this poor child

;

The canon of the law is laid on him.

Being but the second generation

Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb.
K. John. Bedlam, have done.

Const. I have but this to say,

—

That he's not only plagued for her sin.

But God hath made her sin and her the plague

On this removed issue, plagu'd for her.

And with her plague, her sin ; his injury

Her injury,—the beadle to her sin;

All punish'd in the person of this child.

And all for her ; A plague upon her

!

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
A vrill, that bars the title of thy son.

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will! a wicked will;

A woman's will ; a canker'd grandam's will

!

K. Phi. Peace, lady
;
pause, or be more temperate :

It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions.

—

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls

These men of Anglers ; let us hear them speak.

Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's.

Trumpets sound. .Enter Citizens upon the ivalls.

1 Cit. Who is it, that hath warn'd us to the walls ?

K. Phi. 'Tis France, for England.
K. John. England, for itself;

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,

—

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's

subjects.

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle.

K. John. For our advantage :—Therefore, hear
us, first.

These flags of France, that are advanced here
Before the eye and prospect of your town.
Have hither march'd to your endamagement

:

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath;
And ready mounted are they, to spit forth

Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls :

All preparations for a bloody siege.

Ana merciless proceeding by these French,
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates

;

And, but for our approach, these sleeping stones.

That as a waist do girdle you about.
By the compulsion of their ordnance
By this time from their fixed beds of lime
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made
For bloody power to rush upon your peace.
But, on the sight of us, your lawfnl king,

—

Who painfully, with much expedient march,
Have brought a countercheck before youi ^ates.

To save unscratch'd your city's threaten'd cheeks,

—

Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle :

And now, i'lstead of bullets wrapp'd in fire.

To make a shaking fever in your walls.
They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke.
To make a faithless error in your ears :

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens.

And let us in, your king; whose labour'd spirits,

Forwearied in this action of swift speed.
Crave harbourage within your city walls.

K. Philip. When I have said, make answer io
us both.

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection

Is most divinely vow'd upon the right

Of him it holds, stands young Planlagenet;
Son to the elder brother of this man.
And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys :

For this down-trodden equity, we treaa

In warlike march these greens before your towD{
Being no further enemy to you,

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal,

In the relief of this oppressed child.
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Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then.

To pay that duty, which you truly owe.

To him that owes it: namely, this young prince :

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear.

Save in aspect, have all oflfence seal'd up;

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent

Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven;

And, with a blessed and unvex'd retire.

With uuhack'd swords, and helmets all nnbruis'd.

We will bear home that lusty blood again,

Which here sve came to spout against your town,

And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace.

But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer,

'Tis not the roundure of your old-fac'd walls

Can hide you from our messengers of war

;

Though all these English, and their discipline,

Were harbour'd in their rude circumference.

Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord,

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it?

Or shall we give the signal to our rage.

And stalk in blood to our possession ?

1 Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's

subjects

;

For him, and in his right, we hold this town.

K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me
in. [king,

I Cit. That can we not : but he, that proves the

To him will we prove loyal ; till that time.

Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world.

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove
the king?

And, if not that, I bring you witnesses.

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed,

—

Bast. Bastards, and else.

K. John. To verify our title with their lives.

K. Phi. As many, and as well-born bloods as

Bast. Some bastards too. [those,

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim.

1 Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest,

Wft, for the worthiest, hold the right from both.

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those

That to their everlasting residence, [souls.

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet.

In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king

!

K- Phi. Amen, Amen !—Mount, chevaliers ! to

arms! [e'er since.

Bast. St. George,—that swing'd the dragon, and
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door.

Teach us some fence !—Sirrah, were I at home.
At your den, sirrah, [to Austria) with your lioness,

I'd set an ox-head to 3 our lion's hide,

And make a monster of you.

Aust. Peace ; no more.

Bast. O, tremble ; for you hear the lion roar.

K. John. Up higher to the plain ; where we'll set

In best appointment, all our regiments. [forth.

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field.

K. Phi. It shall be so ;

—

[to Lewis) and at the

other hi'.l

Command the rest to stand. God, and our right

!

[Exeunt.
Scene l\.—The same.

Alarutns and Excursions ; then a Retreat. Enter
a French Herald, with trumpets, to the gates.

F. Her. Yonmenof Anglers, open wide your gates.

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in

;

Who, by the hand of France, this dty hath made
Much work for tears in many an English mother,
WhosK sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground :

Many a widow's husband groveling lies.

Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth
;

And victory, with little loss, doth play
Upon the dancing banners of the French

;

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd.
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim
Arthur of Bretagne, England's king, and yours.

Enter an English Herald, tvith trumpets.
E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your

bells;

King John, your king and England's, doth approach.
Commander of this hot malicious day !

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright.
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood

;

There stuck no plume in any English crest,
That is removed by a staff of France

;

Our colours do return in those same hands.
That did display them when first march'd forth

;

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands.
Died in the dying slaughter of their foes :

Open your gates, and give the victors way.'

^
Cit. Heralds, from offour towers we might behold.

From first to last, the onset and retire
Of both your armies ; whose equality
By our best eyes cannot be censured :

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd
Wows; [fronted power:

Strength niatch'd with strength, and power con-
Both are alike ; and both alike we like.

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even.
We hold our town for neither; yet for both.

'Enter, at one side. King Jons, with hisjwwer;
Elinor, Blanch, and the Bastard; at the other,
King Philip, Lewis, Austria, and Forces.

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to

cast away ?

Say, shall the current of our right run on?
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment.
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-swell
With course disturb'd even thy confining shores

;

Unless thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful progress to the ocean. [of blood,

K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop
In this hot trial, more than we of France

;

Rather, lost more : And by this hand I swear.
That sways the earth this climate overlooks,

—

Before we will lay down our just-borne arms.
We'll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we
Or add a royal number to the dead

!

[bear.
Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war's loss,

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.
Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers.

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire !

O, now doth death line his dead chaps with steel

;

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs
;

And now he feasts, mouthing the flesh of men.
In undetermin'd differences of kings.

—

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ?
Cry havoc, kings ! back to the stained field,

You equal potents, fiery-kindled spirits !

Then let confusion of one part confirm
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and

death

!

[mit ?

K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet ad-
K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England ; who's your

king ? [king.

1 Cit. The king of England, when we know the
K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his

right.

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy
And bear possession of our person here ;

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.

1 Cit. A greater power than we, denies all this ,

And, till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barrd gates :

King'd of our fears ; until our fears, resolv'd.

Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd.

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of -Angiers float

you, kings

;

And stand securely on their battlements,

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be rul'd by me

;

Do like the mutines ofJerusalem,

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town:
By east and west let France and England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths

;
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Till their sonl-fearing clamours have brawl'd down
The flinty ribs of this conteoiptuous city :

I'd play incessantly upon these jades.

Even till unfenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths

And part your mingled colours once again
;

Turri face to face, and bloody point to point

:

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth

Out of one- side her happy minion
;

To whom in favour she shall give the day,

And kiss him with a glorious victory.

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states ?

Smacks it not something of the policy ? [heads,

K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above our

1 like it well ;—France, shall we knit our powers.

And lay this Angiers even with the ground;
'I'hen, after, fight who shall be king of it?

Bast. And, if thou hast the mettle of a king,

—

Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish town,

—

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls :

And when that we have dash'd them to the ground.

Why, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell.

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell.

K. Phi. Let it be so :—Say, where will you

assault ?

K. John. We from the west will send destruction

Into this city's bosom.
Aust. I from the north.

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south.

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Bast. O prudent discipline ! From north to south
;

Austria and France shoot in each other's moutii

:

(Aside.)

I'll stir them to it :—Come, away, away

!

1 Cit. Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe a while

to stay,

And I shall show you peace, and fair-faced league ;

Win you this city without stroke, or wound ;

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds.

That here come sacrifices for the field :

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings.

K. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to

hear. [Blanch,

1 Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady

Is near to England ; Look upon the years

Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid :

If lusty love should go iu quest of beauty,

Where should he find it fau-er than in Blanch?
If zealous love should go in search of virtue.

Where should he find it purer than in Blanch?

If love ambitious sougiit a match of birth,

Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ?

Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,

Is the young Dauphin every way complete:

If not complete, O say, he is not she

:

And she again wants nothing, to name want,

If want it be not, that she is not he :

He is the half part of a blessed man.
Left to be finished by such a she

;

And she a fair divided excellence.

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.

O, two such silver currents, when they join.

Do glorify the banks that bound them in :

And two such shnres to two such streams made one,

Two such controUiug bounds shall you be, kings.

To these two princes, if you marry them.
This union shall do more than battery can.

To cur fast-closed gates ; for, at this match.
With swifter spleen than powder can enforce.

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope.

And give you entrance ; but, without this match.

The sea enraged is not half so deaf,

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion ; no, not death himself
In mortal fury half so peremptory.
As we to keep this city.

Bast. Here's a stay.

That shakes the rotten carcase of old death

Out of his rags ! Here's a large mouth, indeed,
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and
Talks a'S familiarly of roaring lions, [seas ;

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs

!

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ?

He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and
bounce

;

He gives the bastinado with his tongue
;

Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his,

But buflets better than a fist of France

;

Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words,
Since I first call'd my brother's father, dad.

Eli. Son, list to this conjunction, make this

match

;

Give with our niece a dowry large enough

:

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie

Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown,
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe

The bloom, that promiseth a mighty fruit.

I see a yielding in the looks of France
;

Mark, how they whisper : urge them, while their

Are capable of this ambition : [souls

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath

Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse.

Cool and congeal again to what it was.

1 Cit. Why answer not the double majesties

This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ?

K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been for-

ward first

To speak unto this city : What say you ? [son,

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely

Can in this book of beauty read, I love.

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen :

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers,

And all that we upon this side the sea

(Except this city now by us besieg'd,)

Find liable to our cl-own and dignity,

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions.

As she in beauty, education, blood.

Holds hand with any princess of the world.

K. Phi. What say'st thou, boy ? look in the lady's

Leiv. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find [face.

A wonder, or a wondrous miracle.

The shadow of myself forra'd in her eye
;

Which, being but the shadow of your son.

Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow :

I do protest, 1 never lov'd myself.

Till now infixed I beheld myself,

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.

{Whispers with Blanch.)

Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye !

—

Hang'd in the frowninrwrinkle of her brow !

—

And quarter'd in her heart !—he doth espy
Himself love's traitor: This is pity now.

That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there should

In such a love, so "ile a lout as he. Cbe,

Blanch. My uncle's will, in this respect, is mine :

If he see au^ht in you, that makes him like.

That any tiling he sees, which moves his liking,

I can with ease translate it to my will

;

Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,)

I will enforce it easily to my love.

Further I will not flatter you, my lord.

That all I see in you is worthy love,

Than this,—that nothing do I see in you,

(Though churlish thoughts themselves should be
your judge,)

That I can find should merit any hate.

K. John. What say these young ones ? What
say you, my niece ?

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say.

K. John. .Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you

love tills lady ?

Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love

;

For 1 do love her most unfeignedly. [Maine,

K. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine,

Poictiers and Anjon, these five provinces,

VVith her to thee : and this addition more.
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FalltUirly thousand marks of English coin.

—

Philip of FraQce, if thou be pleas'd withal.

Command thy son and daughter to join hands.
K. Phi. It likes us well :—Young princes, close

your hands.

Aust. And your lips too; for, I am well assur'd,

Tliat I did so, when I was first assur'd,

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope yorfr gates.

Let in that amity, which you have made
;

For at saint Mary's chapel, presently.

The rites of marriage shall be solemniz'd.

—

Is not the lady Constance in this troop ?

I know, she is not ; for this match, made up.

Her presence would have interrupted much :

Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows.
Lew. She is sad and passionate at your high-

ness' tent. [have made,
K. Phi. And, by my faiih, this league, that we

Will give her sadness very little cure.

—

Brother of England, how may we content

This widow lady ? In her right we came
;

Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way,
To our own vantage.

K. John. We will heal up all.

For we'll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne,
And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town
We make him lord of—Call the lady Constance

;

Some speedy messenger bid her repair

To our solemnity :—I trust we shall.

If not fill up the measure of her will,

Yet in some measure satisfy her so.

That we shall stop her exclamation.
Go we, as well as haste \\\\\ suffer us,

l"o this unlook'd for unprepared pomp.
[Exeunt all but the Bastard.—The Citizens

retirre from the ivalls.

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition !

John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole.
Hath willingly departed with a part

:

[on ;

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field.

As God's own soldier,) rounded in the ear
vVith that same purpose-changer, that sly devil

;

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith
;

That daily break-vow; he, that wins of all.

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ;

—

Wlio having no external thing to lose

But the word maid,—cheats tht poor maid of that;

That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity,

—

Commodity, the bias of the world;
The world, who ofitsc-If is peised well.

Made to run even, upon even ground

;

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias.

This sway of motion, this commodity.
Make it take head from all inditferency,

From all direction, purpose, course, intent

:

And this same bias, this commodity,
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawn him froui his own determin'd aid,

From a resolv'd and honourable war.
To a most base and vile-concluded oeace.

—

And why rail I on this commodity r

But for because he hath not woo'd me yet

:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand.
When his fair angels would salute ray palm :

But for my hand, as unattempted yet.

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am beggar, I will rail.

And say, there is no sin, but to be rich

;

And being rich, my virtue then shall be.
To say,—there is no vice, but beggary :

Since kings break faith upon commodity,
Gain, be my lord ! for I will \vorship thee ! [Exit.]

ACT lit.

Scene I.—The same. The French King's Tent.
Enter Const.\nce, Arthur, and S.^usbury.
Const. Gone to be married ! gone to swear a peace!

False blood to false blood join'd ! gone to be friends !

Shall Lewis Lave Blanch ? and Blanch those pro-
vinces ?

It is not so ; thou hast mis-cpoke, mis-heard
;

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again :

It cannot be ; tliou dost but say, 'tis so :

I trust, I may not trust thee ; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man :

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man
;

I have a king's oath to the contrary.

Thou shalt be punish'd for tlius frighting me.
For I am sick, and capable of fears

;

Oppress'd with WTongs, and therefore full of fears

;

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears
;

A woman, naturally born to fears
;

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest,

With ray vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce.

But they will qualce and tremble all this day.

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head ?

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ?

What means that hand upon that breast of thine ?

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum.
Like a proud river peeriug o'er his bounds ?

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ?

Then speak again ; not all thy former tale.

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them false.

That give you cause to prove my saying true.

Canst. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow.
Teach thou this sorrow, how to make me die

;

And let belief and life encountej- so.

As doth tlie fury of two desperate men,
Which, in the veiy meeting, fall and die.

—

Lewis marry Blanch ! O, boy, then where art thou ?

France friend with England ! what becomes of me?

—

Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight;

l^is news hath made thee a most ugly man.
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done

But spoke the harm, that is by others done ?

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is.

As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

Arth. I do beseech yon, madam, be content.
Const. If thou,that bid'st me be content,wert grim,

Ugly, and sland'rous to thy mother's womb.
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains.

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,

Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks,
I would not care , I then would be content;
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy.
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great:

Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast.

And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, O !

She is corrupted, chaug'd, and wou frora thee
;

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle Johii:

And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,

And made his majesty the bawd to'theirs.

France is a bawd to fortune, and king John

;

That strumpet fortune, that usurping John :

—

Tell rae, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ?

Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone.

And leave those woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me, madam,
I may not go without you to the kings.

Const. Thou may'st, thou shalt, I will not go with

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud

;

[thee

:

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout.

To me, and to the state of my great grief,

Let kings assemble ; for my grief's so great.

That no supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit

;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

{She throws herself on the ground.)

Enter King ions, KingVmuF, Lewis, Blanch,
Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and Attendants.

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed

day
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Ever in France shall be kept festival :

To solemnize this day, the glorious suq
Stays iu his course, and plays the alchyraist

;

Turuiug, with splendor of his precious eye,
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold :

The yearly course, that brings this day about.
Shall never see it but a holyday.

Const. A wicked day, and not a holyday!

(jRising.)
What hath this day deserv'd ? what hath it done

;

That it in golden letters should be set,

Among the high tides, in the kalendar?
Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week

;

This day of shame, oppression, perjury:
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day,
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd :

But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ;

No bargains break, that are not this day made :

This day, all things begun come to ill end

;

*a, faith itself to hollow falsehootl change !

K. Phi. Uy heaven, lady, you shall have no cause
fo curse the fair proceedings of this day

:

Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty ?

Const. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit.

Resembling majesty; which, being touch'd, and
tried.

Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn :

You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood.
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours :

The graj)p!ing vigour and rough frown of war
Is cold in amity and painted peace,
And cur oppression hath made up this league :

—

Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur'd

kings

!

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens !

Let not the hours of this ungodly day
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunSet,

.Set armed discord 'twixt these perjur'd kings !

Hear me, O, hear me !

Aust. Lady Constance, peace.

Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a
war.

Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame
That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou

coward
;

Thou little valiant, great in villainy !

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side !

Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight

But when her humorous ladyship is by
To teach thee safety! thou art perjur'd too.

And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art tliou,

A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear.
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave.

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ?

Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength?

And dost thou now fall over to my foes?

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame.
And hang a calf"s-skin on those recreant limbs.

Aust. O, that a man should speak these words to

me

!

[limbs.

Bast. And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant

Aust. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life.

Bast. And hang a calf's-skiu on those recreant

limbs. [self.

K. John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thy-

Enter Pandulph.

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope.
V Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven !

—
To thee, king John, my holy errand is.

1 Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal.

And from pope Innocent the legate here.

Bo in his name, religiously demand.
Why thou against the church, our holy mother.
So wilfully dost spurn? and, force perforce.

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ?

This, in ^ur foresaid lioly father's name

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories.

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous.

To charge me to an answer, as the pope.

Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England,
Add thus much more,— That no Italian priest
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions

;

But as we under heaven are supreme head.
So, under him, that great supremacy.
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold,
Witiiout the assistance of a mortal hand ;

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart.

To him, and his usurp'd authority.

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in

this. [Chiistendom,

K. John. Though you, and all the kings oiF

Are led so grossly by this meddling priest.

Dreading the curse, that money may buy out

;

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust.

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself;
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led.

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish;
Yet I, alone, alone Ao me oppose
Against the pope, and count his friends my foes.

Pand. Then, by the lawful power that I have,
Thou shalt stand curs'd, and excommunicate:
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt

From his allegiance to an heretic

;

And meritorious shall that hand be call'd.

Canonized, and worship'd as a saint,

That takes away, by any secret course,

Thy hateful life.

Const. O, lav/ful let it be.

That I have room with Rome to curse a while

!

Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen,
To my keen curses : for, without my wrong,
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right.

Pand. There's law and warrant, lady, for my
curse.

_

< [right.

Const. And for mine too ; when law can do no
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong :

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here

;

For he, that holds bis kingdom, holds the law :

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong.
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse,
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse.

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic;
And raise the power of France upon his head.
Unless he do submit himself to Rome.

Eli. Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let ^o
thy hand. [pent.

Const. Look to that, devil ! lest that France re-
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal.
Bast. And hang a calfs-skin on V^s recreant

limbs. [wrongs,
Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these

Because
Bast. \ our breeches best may carry them.
K. John. Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal?
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ?

Lew. Bethink you, father ; for the difference
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Or the light loss of England for a friend :

Forego the easier.

Blanch. That's the curse of Rome.
Const. O Lewis, stand fast; the devil tempts

thee here,

In likeness of a new untrimmed bride.

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from her
But from her need. (faith.

Const. O, if thou grant my need.

Which only lives but by the death of faith,

fhat need must needs infer this principle,

That faith would live again by death of need :

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up
;

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down.
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K- John. Tlie king is mov'd, and answers not to

this.

Const. O, be remov'd from him, and answer well.

Atist. Do so, king Philip;, hang no more in

doubt. [lout.

Bast. Hang nothing but a calfs-skin, most sweet
K. Phi. I am perplex'd, and know not what to say.

Pand. What canst thou say, but will perplex

thee more.
If thon stand excommunicate, and ciirs'd?

K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person
yours,

And tell me, how you would bestow yourself.

This royal hand and mine are newly knit

;

And the conjunction of our inward souls,

Married in league, coupled and link'd together

With all religious striength of sacred vows

;

The latest breath that gave the sound of words,
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love.

Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves
;

And even before this truce, but new before,

—

No longer than we well -lould wash our hands.
To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

—

Heaven knows,they were besraear'd and overstain'd

With slaughter's pencil ; where I'evenge did paint

The fearful difference of incensed kings :

And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood,

So newly joiri'd in love, so stjong in both.

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet?
Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with heaven.
Make such unconstant children of ourselves.

As now again to snatch our palm from palm;
Unswear laith sworn ; and on the marriage bed
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host.

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true sincerity ? O holy sir,

IMy reverend father, let it not be so

:

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose
Some gentJf! order ; and then we shall be bless'd

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless.

Save what is opposite to England's love.

Therefore, to arms : be champion of our church!

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse,

A mother's curse, on her revolting son.

France, thou niay'st hold a serpent by the tongue,

A cased lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth.

Than keep in peace that hand, w hich thou dost hold.

K. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith.

Pand. So mak'st tiiuu faith an enemy to faith
;

And, like a civil war, sefst oath to oath.

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow.
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd

;

That is, to be the champion of our church !

What since thou swor'st, is sworn against thyself.

And may not be performed by thyself:

For that, which tliou hast sworn to do amiss,

Is not amiss, when it is truly done
;

And being not done, where doing tends to ill.

The truth is then most done not doing it :

The better act of purposes mistook
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect.

Yet indirection thereby grows direct.

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire.

Within the scorched veins of one new biirn'd.

It is religion, that doth make vows kept;
But thou hast sworn against religion :

By what thou swear'st, against the thing thou
swear'st

;

And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth

Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure
To swear, swear only not to be forsworn

;

Else, what a mockery should it be to swear?
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn

;

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear.
Therefore, thy latter vows, against thy first.

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself:
And better conquest never can'st thon make,
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts

Against those giddy loose suggestions

:

Upon which better part our prayers come In,

If thou vouchsafe them : but, if not, then know.
The peril of our curses light on thee

;

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off.

But in despair, die-»ider their black weight.
Aust. Kebellion, fiat rebellion!
Bast. Wiirt not be ?

Will not a calfs-skin stop that mouth of thine?
Lew. Father, to arms

!

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day ?
Against (he blood that thou hast married ?

What, shall our feast be kept with slaiighter'd men?
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums,-
Clamonrs of hell,—be measures to our pomp?

husband, hear me !—ah, alack, how new
Is husband in my mouth !—even for that name,
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce.
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Against mine uncle.

Const. O, upon ray knee,
Made hard with kneeing, I do pray to thee.
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Forethought by hea\ en.

|
may

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love ; What motive
Be stronger with tiiee than the name of wife ?

Const. That, which upholdeth him, that tjiee

upholds.
His honour : O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour !

Lew. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold.
When such profound respects do pull you on.

Pand. I will denounce a curse upon his head.

K. Phi. Thou shall not need :—England, I'll fall

from thee.

Const. O fair return of banisii'd majesty !

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy !

K. John. Fiance, thou shalt rue this hour within
this hour. [time.

Bast. Old time the clock-setter, that bald sexton
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue.
Blanch. The sun's o'ercast with blood : Fair day,

adieu !

Which is the side, that I must go withal?
1 am with both : each army hath a hand

;

And, in their rage, I having hold of both,
They whirl asunder, and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'st win

;

Uncle, I needs must pray, that thou may'st lose

;

Father, I may not wish the fortune thine
;

Grandam, 1 will not wish thy wishes thrive

:

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose
;

Assured loss, before the match be play'd.

Lew. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies.

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my
life dies.

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance toge-

ther.

—

[Exit Bastard.
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath

;

A rage, whose heat hath this condition.

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood.

The blood, and dearest valu'd blood, of France.

K. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou
shalt turn

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire :

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.

K. John. No more than he that threats—To arras

let's hie I [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Plains near Angiers.

Alarums ; Excursions. Enter the Bastard with
Austria's head.

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous

Some airy devil hovers in the sky, [hot;

And pours down mischief. Austria's head lie there :

VVhile Philip breathes.

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert.

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy :—Philip, make
up :

My mother is assailed in our tent.
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And ta'en, I fear.

Bast. My lord, I rescu'd her;
Her highness is in safety, fear you not ;

But on, my liege ; for very little pains
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Alarums; Excursions; Retreat. Enter King
John, Elinor, Akthub, the Bastard, Hubert,
and Lords.
K. John. So shall it be

;
your grace shall stay

behind, [To Elinor.)
So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad :

[To Arthur.)
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will

As dear be to thee as thy father was.
Arth. O, this will make my mother die with grief.

K. John. Cousin, [to the Bastard) away for

England ; haste before :

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
Of hoarding abbots ; angels imprison'd
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace
Must by the luuigry now be fed upon :

Use our commission in his utmost force.

Bast. Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me
back,

When gold and silver becks me to come on.

( leave your highness :—Grandam, I will pray
(If ever I remember to be holy,)

For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand.
Eli. Farewell, my gentle cousin.

K.John. Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard.
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark, a word.

{She takes Arthur aside.)

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle
H ubert.

We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh

Tiiere is a soul, counts thee her creditor.

And with advantage means to pay thy love :

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,

—

But I will fit it with some better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd
To say what good respect I have of thee.

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty.

K. John. Good Iriend, thou hast no cause to say
so yet

:

But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so slow,

Vet it shall come, for me to do thee good.

1 had a thing to say,—But let it go

:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,

Attended with the pleasures of the world.

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,
To give me audience :—If the midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night

;

If this same were a church-yard where we stand.

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs

;

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy.

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick
;

(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins.

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes.

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,

A passion hateful to my purposes
;)

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes,

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply

Without a tongue, using conceit alone.

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words
;

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts :

But ah, I will not :—Yet I love thee well

:

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'st me well.

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake.

Though that my death were adjunct to my act.

By heaven, I'd do't

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst ?

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye

On yon young boy : I'll tell thee what, my friend,

He is a very serpent in my way
;

And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread,

He lies before me : Dost thou understand me ?
Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I will keep him so.

That he shall not oflFend your majesty.

K. John. Death.
Hub. My lord ?

K. John. A grave.

Hub. He shall not live.

K. John. Enough
I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee

;

Well, I'll not say what I intend for thee :

Remember Madam, fare you well

:

I'll send those powers o'er to your majesty.

Eli. My blessing go with thee

!

K. John. For England, cousin :

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho ! [Exeunt.

Scene IV.— The same. The French King's Tent.

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandclph, and
. Attendants.

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood,

A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scatter'd and disjoin'd from fellowship.

Pand, Courage and comfoi t ! all shall yet go
well. [ill i"

K. Phi. What can' go well, when we have run so

Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers lost ?

Arthur ta'en prisoner ? divers dear friends slain?

And bloody England into England gone,

O'erbearing interruption, spite of France ?

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified :

So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd.

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,

Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard,
Of any kindred action like to this ? [praise,

K. Phi. Well could I bear, that England had this

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

Enter Constance.

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul

;

Holding the eternal spirit, against her will.

In the vile prison of afflicted breath:
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me.

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace

!

K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle

Constance

!

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress.

But that, which ends all counsel, true redress.

Death, death :—O amiable lovely death !

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness !

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night.

Thou hate and terror to prosperity,

And I will kiss thy detestable bones

;

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulted brows;
And ring these fingers with thy household worms;
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust.
And be a carrion monster like thyself:
Come, grin on me ; and I will thmk thou smil'st.

And bus . thee as thy wife ! Misery's love,
O, come to me !

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace.
Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :—

O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth !

Then with a passion would I shake the world ;

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy.
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice.
Which scorns a modern invocation.

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow
Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so

;

I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine :

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife
;

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost

:

I am not mad ;—I would to heaven, I were !

For then, 'tis like I should forget myself:

O, if I could, what grief should I forget!

—

Preach some philosophy to make me mad.
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal

;

For being not mad, but sensible of grief.
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My reasonable part prodnces reason
'

How I may be aeliver'd of these woes.

And teaches me to kill or hang myself:

If I were mad, I should forget my son

;

Or raadly think a babe of clouts were he :

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calami^. [note

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : O, what love I

In the fair multitude of those her hairs !

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen,

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends

Do glew themselves in sociable grief;

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves,

Sticking together in calamity.

Const. To England, if you will.

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs.

Cotist.Yes, that I will ; And wherefore will I do it ?

J tore them from their bonds ; and cried aloud,

that these hands could so redeem mtj son,

As they have given these hairs their liberty

!

But now I envy at their liberty.

And will again commit them to their bonds,

Because my poor child is a prisoner.

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say.

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven :

If that be true, I shall see my boy again

;

For, since tlie birth of Cain, the first male child,

To him that did but yesterday suspire.

There was not such a gracious creature bom.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bnd.
And chase the native beauty from his cheek.
And he will look as hollow as a ghost

;

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit

;

And so he'll die ; and, rising so again,

V\1ien I shall meet him in the court of heaven
1 shall not know him : therefore never, never

INIast I behold my pretty Arthur more.

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief.

Const. He talks to me, that never nad a sou.

K. Phi. You are as fond of grief, as of yoi'r child.

Const. Grief fills the room up ofmy absent child.

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me

;

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words.
Remembers me of all his gracious parts,

Stufl's out his vacant garments with his form

;

Then, have I reason to be fond of grief

Fare you well : had you such a loss as I,

I could give better comfort than vou do.

—

I will not keep this form upon my head,

(ifTearing off her head-dress.)

WTien there is such disorder in my wit.

O lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son !

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world !

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure. [Exit.

K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and I'll follow her.

[Exit.

hew. There's nothing in this world, can make me
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, (joy :

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man

;

And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste,

That it yields nought, but shame and bitterness.

Pond. Before the curing of a strong disease.

Even in the instant of repair and health.

The fit is strongest ; e^^ls, that take lea\e,
On their departure most of all show evil

:

What have you lost by losing of this day?
Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.
Pand. If you had won it, certainly, you had.

No, no : when fortune means to men most good,
She looks upon them with a threatening eye.
Tis strange, to think how much king John hath lost
In this, which he accounts so clearly won :

Are not yon griev'd, that Arthur is his prisoner?
Letv. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him.
Pand. Y'our mind is all as youthful as your blood.

Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spirit

;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, •
Oat of^the path, which shall directly lead
Thy foot to England's throne ; and, therefore, mark.

John hath seiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be,
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins,
The misplac'd John should entertain an hour.
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest:
A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly hand.
Must be as boisterously maintain'd as gain'd .

And he, that stands upon a slippery place.
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up :

That Johu may stand, then Arthur needs must fall

;

So be it, for it cannot be but so. (fall ?
Leiv. But what shall I gain by young Arthur's
Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife.

May then make all the claim that Arthur did.
Leiv. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.

Pand. How green are you, and fresh in this old
world

!

John lays you plots : the times conspire with yon :

For he that steeps his safety in true blood.
Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue.
This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal

:

That none so small advantage shall step forth.

To check his reign, but they will cherish it

,

No natural exhalation in the sky.
No scape of nature, no distemper'd day>
No common wind, no customed event.
But they will pluck away his natural cause,
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs,

Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven.
Plainly denouncin": vengeance upon John.
Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's

life.

But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach,

ff that young Arthur be not gone already,
Even at that news he dies : and then the hearts
Of all his people shall revolt from him.
And kiss the lips of unacquainted.change

;

And pick strong matter of revolt, and wrath.
Out of the bloody fingers'-ends of John.
Methinks, I see this nurly all on foot

;

And, O, what better matter breeds for you,
Than I have nam'd !—The bastard Faulconbridge
Is now in England, ransacking the church.
Offending charily ; If but a dozen French
W'ere there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thousand English to their side;
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about.

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king : 'Tis wonderful,
What may be wrought out of their discontent

:

Now that their souls are topfull of offence.

For England go ; I will whet on the king.

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions : let

us go

:

If you say, ay, the king will not say, no. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Northampton. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Hubert and Two Attendants.

Hub. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou

stand

Within the arras : when I strike my foot

Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth

And bind the boy, which you shall find with me,

Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch.

I Attend. I hope, your warrant will bear out the

deed.

Hub. Uncleanly scruples! fear not you : look

to't.

—

[Exeunt Attendants-

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.

Enter Arthuk.
Arth. Good morrow, Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow, little prince.

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title

To be more prince,) as may be.— Y'ou are sad.

Hub. Indeed, I nave been merrier.

Arth. JMercy on me!
Methinks, nobody should be sad but I

;
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Yet, I remember, when 1 was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night.

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,

I should be as merry as the day is long :

And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practises more harm to me

;

,'

He is afraid of me, and I of him :

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrey's son ?

No, indeed, is't not ; and I would to heaven,
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate

He will awake ray mercy, which lies dead :

Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. {Aside.)

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day

:

In sooth, I would you were a little sick
;

That I might sit all night, and watch with you :

I warrant, I love you more than you do me.
Hub. His words do take possession ofmy bosom.

—

Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper.) How
now, foolish rheum ! (Aside.)

Turning dispiteous torture out of door!

I must be brief; lest resolution drop
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ?

Art/i. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect

:

Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes ?

Hub. Young boy, 1 must.

Arik. And will you ?

Hub. And I will,

Artk. Have you the heart ? When your head did

but ake,

I knit my handkerchief about your brows,
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) ,

And I did never ask it you again :

And with my hand at midnight held your head

;

And, like the watchful minutes to the hour.

Still and anon cheerVI up the heavy time

;

Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief?

Or, What good love may I perform for you ?

Many a poor man's son would have lain still,

And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you
;

Hut you at your sick service had a prince.

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love.

And call it, cimning; Do, au if you will

:

If heaven be pleas'(i, that you must use me ill,

Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eyes ?

These eyes, that never did, nor never shall.

So much as frown on you?
Hub. I have sworn to do it

;

And with hot irons must I burn them out.

Art/t. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it

!

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot.

Approaching near these eyes,_would drink my tears.

And quench his fiery indignation.

Even in the matter of mine innocence :

Nay, after that, consume away in rust.

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron?

An if an angel should have come to me.
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes,

I would not have believ'd no tongue, but Hubert's.

Hub. Come forth. {Stamps.)

Re-enter Attendants, with cords, irons, 8cc.

Do as I bid you do.

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are

out.

Even vnth the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here.

Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous-rough ?

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.

For heavens sake, Hubert, let me not be bound !

Nay, hear me, Hubort ! drive these men away.
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb

;

I vnll not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word.
Nor look upon the iron angerly:
Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you.
Whatever torment you do put me to.

Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him.

1 Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such a
deed. [Exeunt Attendants.

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my friend

;

He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart :

—

Let him corne back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself.

Artk. Is there no remedy?
Hub. None, but to lose your eyes.

Arth. O heaven !—that there were bat a mote in

yours,

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair,

Any annoyance in that precious sense I

Then, feeling what small things are boist'rous there.

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.

Hub. Is this your promise? go to,^hold your tongue.

A?-fh. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues
]\lust needs want pleading for a pair of eyes :

Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert!
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue.

So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare mine eyes
;

Though to no use, but still to look on you 1

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold,

And would not harm me.
Hub. I can heat it, boy.

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief.

Being create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeserv'd extremes : See else yourself;

ITiere is no malice in this burning coal

;

I'he breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out.

And strew'd repentant ashes on his head.

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy.

Arth. And if you do, you vdll but make it blush.

And glow with sname of your proceedings, Hubert

:

Nay, it, perchance, vrill sparkle in your eyes

;

And, like a dog, that is compell'd to fight.

Snatch at his master, that doth tarre him on.

All things, that you should use to do me wrong.
Deny their office : only you do lack

I That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends,
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses.

Hub.WeW, see to live ; I will not touch thine eyes
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes

:

Yet am I sworn, and 1 did purpose, boy.
With this same very iron to burn them out.

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert! all this while
Y'ou were disguised.

Hub. Peace :• no more. Adieu;
Your uncle must not know but you are dead:
I'll fill these dogged spies wifh false reports.

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world.
Will not offend thee.

Arth. O heaven !—I thank you, Hubert.
Hub. Silence : no more : Go closely in with me ;

Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeu~U.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room of State in the
Palace.

Enter King JoHK crowned; Pembroke, Salis-
bury, and other Lords. The King takes his

State.

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again

crown'd,

And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.

Pern. This once again, but that your highness
pleas'd,

Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before,

And that high royalty was ne'er pliick'd off;

The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt

;

Fresh expectation troubled not the land.

With any long'd-for change, or better state.

Sal. Therefore, to be possess'd with double pump,
To guard a title that was rich before.

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perfume on the violet.

To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Bnto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garpisb.

Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess.



Scene 2, KING JOHN. 205

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done.

This act is as an aneient tale new told :

And, in the last repeating, troublesome,

Beinff urged at a time unseasonable.

Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face

Of plain old form is much disfigured :

And, like a siiifted wind unto a sail.

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about;

Startles and frights consideration
;

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected.

For putting on so new a fashion'd robe.

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than well.

They do confound their skill in covetousness :

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault.

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse

;

As patches, set upon a little breach.

Discredit more, in hiding of the fault,

Than did the fault before it was so patch'd.

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd.

We breathd our counsel: but it pleas'd your

highness
To overbear it; and we are all well pleas'd;

Since all and every part of what we would.
Doth make a stand at what your highness will.

K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation

I have possess'd you with, and think them strong,

And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,)

I shall endue you with: Mean time, but ask

What you wou'd have reform'd, that is not well

;

And well shall you perceive, how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requests.

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these.
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,)

Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all.

Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies,) heartily request

The eafranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint

Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent

To break into this dangerous argument,

—

If, wiiat in rest you have, in right you hold.

Why then j'our fears, (which, as they say, attend

The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth

The rich advantage of good exercise?
That the time's enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit.

That you have bid us asfe. his liberty
;

Which for our goods we do no further ask.

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending.
Counts it. your we:d, he have bus liberty.

K. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youth

Enter Hubert.

To j'our direction.—Hubert, what news with you ?

Pent. This is the man should do the bloody deed
;

He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine :

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye : that close aspect of his

Does show the mood of a much troubled breast

:

And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done,
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do.

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go,
Between his purpose and his conscience,
Like heralds, 'twist two dreadful battles set

;

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break.
Pern. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence

The foul corruption of a sweet child's death.
K. Jokn.We cannot hold mortality's strong hand:

—

Good lords, although my wU to give is living,

'I'lie suit which you demand is gone and dead :

He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night.

Sal. Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure.
Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was,

Before the child himself felt he was sick

:

This must be answerd either here, or hence.
K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows

on me ?

Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ?
Have 1 commandment ou the pulse of life V

Sal. It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame,
That greatness should so grossly offer it :

So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell.
Pern. Stay yet, lord Salisbury : I'll go with thee,

And find the inheritance of this poor child.
His little kingdom of a forced grave.
That blood, which ow'd the breadth of all this isle.

Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while !

This must not be thus borne : this will break
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt.

[Exeunt Lorda.
K. John. They burn in indignation ; I repent

There is no sure foundation set in blood:
No certain life achiev'd by others' death

Enter a Messenger.

A fearful eye thou hast : Where is that blood.
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ?

So foul a sky clears not without a storm :

Pour down thy weather :—How goes all in France ?

Mess. From France to England.—Never such a
For any foreign preparation, [power
VVas levied iu the body of a land !

'The copy of your speed is learn'd by them

;

For, when you should be told they do prepare.
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd.

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been
drunk ?

Where hath it slept? W"here is my mother's care?
That such an army could be drawn in France,
And she not hear of it?

Mess. My liege, her ear
Is stopp'd with dust; the first of April, died
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord.

The lady Constance in a frenzy died
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue
I idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not.

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion !

O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd
My discontented peers I— 'iVhat ! mother dead ?
How wildly then walks my estate in France I

—

Under whose conduct came those powers of France,
That thou for truth giv'st out, are landed here ?

Mess. Under the Dauphui.

Enter the Bastard, awe? Peter ofPomfret.
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy

With these ill tidings.—Now, what says the world
To your proceedings ? do not seek to stntF

My heaa with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But if you be afeard tq hear the worst.
Then let the worst, unheard, fall en your head.
K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for 1 was amaz'd

Under the tide : but now I breathe again
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience
To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen.
The sums I have collected shall express.

But, as I travelled hither through the land,

I find the people strangely fantasied

;

Possess'd with rumours, full of idle dreams;
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear:

And here's a prophet, that I brought with me
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes.
That, ere the next Ascension-day, at noon.

Your highness should deliver up your crown.

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst

thou so ?

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so.

K. John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison him
;

And on that day at noon, whereon, he says,

I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd •

Deliver him to safety, and return.

For I must use thee.—O my gentle cousin,

[Exit Hubert with Peter.

Hear'st thou the news abroad, who are arrivd ?

Bast. The French, my lord; men's moutha are

full of it

:
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Besides , 1 met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury,

(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,)

And others more, going to seek the grave

Of Arthur, who, they say, is kili'd to-night

On your suggestion.

it. John. Gentle kinsman, go,

And thrust thyself into their companies :

I have a way to win their loves again;

Bring them before me.
Bast. I will seek them out.

K. John. Nay, but make haste : the better foot

before.

O, let me have no subject enemies.
When adverse foreigners affright my to^vns

Withdreadful pomp of stout invasion !

—

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ;

And fly, like thought, from them to me again.

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed.

[Exit.

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman.

—

Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need
.Some messenger betwixt me and the peers

;

And be thou he.

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit.

K, John. My mother dead

!

Re-enter Hubert.

Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen

to-night

:

Four fixed : and the fifth did whirl about

The other four, in wond'rous motion.

K. John. Five moons ?

Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets

Do prophecy upon it dangerously :

Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths :

And when they talk of him, they shake their heads.

And whisper one another in the ear

;

And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist

;

Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action.

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes.

1 tsaw a smith stand with his hammer, thus.

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool.

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news;
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand.

Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste

Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,)

Told of a many thousand warlike French,

That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent

:

Another lean unwash'd artificer

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death.

K. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with
these fears ?

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ?

Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had mighty cause

To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him.

Hub. Had none, my lord ! why, did you not pro-

voke me ?

K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended

By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant

To break within the bloody house of life :

And, on the winking of authority,

To understand a law ; to know the meaning
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns

More upon humour than advis'd respect.

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did.

K. John. O, when the last account 'twixt heaven

and earth

Ts to be made, then shall this hand and seal

Witness against us to damnation !

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds,

Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd.

Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame.
This murder had not como into my mind ;

But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect.

Finding thee fit for bloody villainy.

Apt, liable, to be employ'd in danger,
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death

;

And thou, to be endeared to a king.

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

Hub. My lord,

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or
made a pause,

When I spake darkly what I purposed

;

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face

As bid me tell my tale in express words;
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off.

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me

;

But thou didst understand me by my signs,

And didst in signs again parley with sin

;

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent.

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.
Out of my sight, and never see me more !

My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav'd.

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers :

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land.

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath.

Hostility and civil tumult reigns

Between my conscience, and my cousin's death.

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies,
I'll make a peace between your soul and you.

Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand.
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood.

Within this bosom never enter'd yet
The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought.

And you have slander'd nature in my form
;

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly.

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.

K. John. Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to the

peers.

Throw this report on their incensed rage, ^

And make them tame to their obedience !

Forgive the comment, that my passion made
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind.

And foul imaginary eyes of blood
Presented thee more hideous than thou art

O, answer not; but to my closet bring
The angry lords, with all expedient haste :

I conjure thee but slowly; run more fast. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. Before the Castle.

Enter ARTHUR on the ivalls.

Arth. Tlie wall is high ; and yet will I leap down

:

Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not '

—

There's few, or none, do know me ; if they did.

This ship-boy's semblance hath disguis'd me quite.

I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs,

I'll find a thousand shifts to get away

:

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay.

{Leaps down.)
me ! my uncle's Sj>irit is in these stones :

—

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones

!

{Dies.)

Enter Pembroke, SALiSBtrav, and Bigot.

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's-
Bury;

It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal?

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France;
Whose private with me, of the Dauphin's love.

Is much more general than these lines import.
Birj. To-morrow morning let us meet him then.

Sal. Or, rather then set forward : lor 'twill be
Two long days' journey, lords, or ere we meet.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd
lords

!

The king, by me, requests your presence straight.

Sal. T'he king hath dispossess'd himself of us;

We will not line his thin bestained cloak

With our pure honours, nor attend the foot.

That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks

;

Return, and tell him so; we know the worst.
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Bast. Whate'er you think, good words, I think,

were best.

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now.
Bast. But there is little reason in your grief;

There-fore, 'twere reason, you bad manners now.
Pent. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.

Bast. 'Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man else,

Sal. This is the prison : What is he lies here ?

[Seeing Arthur.)

Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely

beauty!
The earth hath not a hole to hide this deed.

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done.

Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge.

Big. Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave.

Found it too precious-princely for a grave.

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you
beheld.

Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ?

Or do you almost think, although you see.

That you do see ? could thought, without this object.

Form such another? This is the very top,

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest.

Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame,
The wildest savag'ry, the vilest stroke.

That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or staring rage.

Presented to the tears of soft remorse.

Pern. All murders past do stand excus'd in this ;

And this, so sole, and so nnniatchable,

Shall give a holiness, a purity.

To the yet unbegotten sin of time
;

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,

Exampled by this heinous spectacle.

Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work

;

The graceless action of a heavy hand.
If that it be the work of any hand.

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ?

—

We had a kind of light, what would ensue :

It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand
;

The practice, and the puqiose, of the king :

—

From vvhose obedience I forbid my soul.

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life.

And breathing to his breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow

;

Never to taste the pleasures of the world.
Never to be infected with delight.

Nor conversant with ease and idleness.

Till I have set a glory to this hand,
By giving it the worship of revenge.

Pern. Big. Ouj- souls religiously confirm thy words.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you.

Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you.

Sal. 0, he is bold, and blushes not at death :

—

Avaunt, thou hatefid villain, get thee gone

!

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal. Must I rob the law?
{Drawing his sivorcl.)

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir
;
put it up again.

Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer's skin.

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I say;

By heaven, I think, my sword's as sharp as yours ;

I would not have you, lord, forget youi'self.

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence
;

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility.

Big. Out, dunghill ! dars'tthou brave a nobleman ?

Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend
My innocent life against an emperor.

Sal. Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so

;

^ et, I am none : Whose tongue soe'er speaks false,

Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies.

Pent. Cut him to pieces.
Bast. Keep the peace, I say.
Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge.
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury :

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot,
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame.

rU strike thee dead. Put up iby sword betime
;

Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron.

That you shall think the devil is come from hell.

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ?
Second a villain, and a murderer?
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.
Big. Who kill'd this prince ?
Hub. 'Tis not an hour since I left him well -.

I honour'd him, I lov'd him ; and will weep
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss.

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes.
For villainy is not without such rheum

;

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem
Like rivers of remorse and innoceney.
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house

;

For I am stifled with this smell of sin.

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there I

Pern. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out
[Exeunt Lords.

Bast. Here's a good world !—Knew you of this

fair work?
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach
Of mercy, ifthou didst this deed of death.

Art thou damn'd, Hubert.
Hub. Do but hear me, sir.

Bast. Ha ! I'll tell thee what

;

Thou art damn'd as black—nay, nothing is so black ;
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer :

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell

As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.

Hub. Upon my soul,

Bast. If thou didst but consent
To this most cruel act, do but despair.
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread
That ever spider twisted from her womb.
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be
A beam to hang thee on ; or, wouldst thou drown
Put but a little water in a spoon, [thyself.

And it shall be as all the ocean.
Enough to stifle such a villain up.

—

I do suspect thee very grievously.

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought.
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath.
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay.

Let hell want pains enough to torture me !

1 left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.
I am amaz'd, methinks ; and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.

—

How easy dost thou take all England up I

From forth this morsel of dead royalty,

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left

To tug and scramble, and to part by th' teeth

The unowed interest of proud-swelling state.

Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of majestj',

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest.

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace ;

Now powers from home, and discontents at home,
Meet m one line ; and vast confusion waits

(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,)

The imminent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out tliis tempest. Bear away that child.

And follow me with speed ; I'll to the king

:

A thousand businesses are brief in hand,

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land.

[E.xeunt.

ACT V
Scene l.~The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King John. Pandclph tvith the crown, and
Attendants.

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand
The circle of my glory.

Pand. Take again

(GivinQ John the crown.)
From this my hand, as holding oi the pope.

Your sovereign greatness and authority.
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K. John. Now keep your holy word : go meet the

French

;

And from his holiness nse all yonr power
To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflam'd.

Our discontented counties do revolt;

Our people quarrel with obedience

;

Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul,

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.

This inundation of mistemper'd humour
Rests by you only to be qualified.

Then pause not; for the present time's so sick.

That present medicine must be minister'd.

Or overthrow incurable ensues.

Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempest
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope : [up.

But, since you are a gentle convertite,

My tongue shall hush again this storm ofwar.
And make fair weather in your blustering land.

On this Ascension-day, remember well.

Upon your oath of service to the pope.
Go I to make the French lay down their arms.

[Exit.

K. John. Is this Ascension-day ? Did not the pro-

Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon, [phet
My crown I should give oflF? Even so I have :

I did suppose, it should be on constraint

;

But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds
But Dover castle : London hath receiv'd, [out,

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers :

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To oft'er service to your enemy

;

And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again.

After they heard young Arthur was alive ?

Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the

An empty casket, where the jewel of life [streets

;

By some damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away.
K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live.

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew.
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ?

Be great in act, as you have been in thought :

Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust.

Govern tlie motion of a kingly eye :

Be stirring as the time ; be tire with fire
;

Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow
Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes.

That borrow their behaviours from the great.

Grow great by your example, and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away; and glister like the god of war,
When he intendeth to become the field :

Show boldness, and aspiring confidence.

What, shall they seek the lion in his den.
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ?

O, let it not be said !—Forage, and run
To meet displeasure further from the doors

;

And grapple with him, ere he comes so nigh.

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me,
And I have made a happy peace with him

;

And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers,
Led by the Dauphin.

Bast. O inglorious league .'

Shall we, upon the footing of our land.

Send fair-play orders, and male compromise.
Insinuation, parley, and base truce.

To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy,
A cocker'd silken wanton, brave our fields.

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil,

Mocking the air with colours idly spread.

And find no check ? Let us, my liege , to arms :

Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace

;

Or if he do, let it at least be said.

They saw we had a purpose of defence. [time.

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present
Bast. Away then, with good courage

;
yet, I

know.

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—jI Plain near St. Edmund's-Bury.

Enter in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pem-
broke, Bigot, and Soldiers.

Leiv. My lord Melun, let this be copied out.

And keep it safe for our remembrance :

Return the precedent to these lords again

:

That, having our fair order written down.
Both they, and we, perusing o'er these notes.

May know wherefore we took the sacrament,

Ana keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal, and unurg'd faith,

To your proceedings
;
yet, believe me, prince,

I am not glad, that such a sore of time

Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt.

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound.
By making many : O, it grieves my soul.

That I must draw this metal from Yny side

To be a widow-maker : O, and there.

Where honourable rescue, and defence.

Cries out npon the name of Salisbury :

But such is the infection of the time.

That, for the health and physic of our right,.

We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of stern injustice and confused WTong.

—

And is't not pity, O my grieved friends !

That we, the sons and children of this isle

Were born to see so sad an hour as this ;

Wherein we step after a stranger march
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies' ranks, (I must withdraw and weep
Ifpon the spot of this enforced cause,)

To grace the gentiy of a land remote.
And follow unacquainted colours here?
What, here ?—O nation, that thou couldst remove .

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about,

Would bear thee from (he knowledge of thyself.

And grapple thee unto a Pae;an shore :

Where these two Christian armies miglit combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league.

And not to spend it so unneighbourly !

Letv. A noble temper dost thou show in this;

And great aflections, wrestling in thy bosom.
Do make an earthquake of nobility.

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought,

Between compulsion and a brave respect

'

Let me wipe off this honourable dew.
That silveriy doth progress on thy cheeks ; -

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears.

Being an ordinary inundation

;

But this effusion of such manly drops.

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul,

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Fi^ur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm ;

Commend these waters to those baby ey?s.
That never saw the jsriant world enrag'd;
Nor met with fortune other than at feasts.

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.
Come, come ; for tliou shalt thrust thy hand as deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity.

As Lewis himself:—so, nobles, shall you all,

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

Enter Pandulph, attended.

And even there, methinks, an angel spake :

Look, where the holy legate comes apace.
To give us warrant trom the hand of heaven;
And on our actions set the name of right.

With holy breath.

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France

!

The next is this,—king John hath reconcil'd
Himself to Rome : his spirit is come in,

That so stood out against the holy church.
The great meti'opolis and see of Rome ; _

&

\
\
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Therefore thy threat'ning colonrs now wind up,
And tame the savage spirit of wild war

;

That, like a lion foster'd up at hand.
It may lie gently at the foot of peace.
And be no further harmful than in show.

hew. Your grace shall pardon me, Iwill not back;
I am too high-born to be propertied,
To be a secondary at control.

Or useful serving-man, and instrument.
To any sovereign state throughout the world.
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chastis'd kingdom and myself,
And brought in matter, that should feed this fire

;

And now 'tis far too huge to be blown oat
With that same weak wind, which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of right.

Acquainted me with interest to this laud.

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart

;

And come you now to tell me, John hath made
His peace with Rome ? What is that peace to me ?

I, by the houourof my ,marriage-bed,
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine

;

And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back,
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome?
Am I Rome's slave ? What penny hath Rome borne.
What men provided, what munition sent,

To underprop this action? is't not I,

That undergo this charge ? who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable,

Sweat in this business, and maintain this war ?
Have I not heard these islanders shout out,

Vive le Roy ! as I have bank'd their towns ?
Hsve I not here the best cards for the game.
To win this easy match, play'd for a crown ?

And shall I now give o'er the yielded set?
No, on ray soul, it never shall be said.

Panel. You look but on the outside of this work.
Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return,

Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to my ample hope was promised,
Before I drew this gallant head of war.
And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world.
To outlook conquest, and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.

—

[Trumpet sounds.)

What lusty trumpet thns doth summon us ?

Enter Bastard, attended.

Bait. According to the fair play of the world,
Let me have audienre ; I am sent to speak :

—

BIy holy lord of Milan, from the king

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him
;

And, as you answer, I do know the scope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pan. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite.

And will not teniporize with my entreaties
;

He flatly says, he'll not lay down his arms.
Bast By all the blood, that ever fury breath'd,

The youth says well :—Now hear our English king

;

For thus his royalty doth speak in me.
He is prepar'd ; and reason too, he should

:

This apish and unmannerly approach.
This hamess'd masque, and unadvised revel.

This unhair'd sauciness, and boyish troops.

The king doth smile at ; and is well prepar'd
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms.
From out the circle of his tfrritories.

That hand, which had the strength, even at your door.
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch;
To dive like buckets, in concealed wells;
To crouch in litter of your stable planks

:

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks
;

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and shake.
Even at the crying of your nation's crow.
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ;

—

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here.
That in your chambers gave you chastisement ?
No: Know, the gallant monarch is in arms;
And like an eagle o'er his airy towers.

To souse annoyance, that comes near his nest.'^
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts.
You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England, blush fcr shame :

For your own ladies, and pale-visag'd maids.
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums

;

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change.
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination. [peace

;

Leiu. There end thy brave, and torn thy face ia
We grant, thou canst outscold us : fare thee well
We hold our time too precious to be spent
With such a brabbler.
Pand. Give me leave to speak.
Bast. No, I will speak.
hew. We will attend to neither:—

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war
Plead for our interest, and our being here. [out

;

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry
And so shall you, being beaten : Do bat start
And echo with the clamour of thy drum.
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd.
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine

;

Sound but another, and another shall.

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear.

And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand
(Not trusting to this halting legate here.
Whom he hath us'd rather for sport than need,)
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits

A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whole thousands of the French.

heio. Strike upon our drums, to find this danger
out.

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not
doubt. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same. A Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter King John and Hubert.i
K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me,

Hubert.
Huh. Badly, I fear : How fares your majesty ?
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so

Lies heavy on me ; O, my heart is sick I [long,

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulcoiy
Desires your majesty to leave the field ; [bridge,

And send him word by me, which way you go.

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the
abbey there.

Mess. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply,
That was expected by the Dauphin here,

Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin's sands.
This news was brought to Richard but even now

:

The French fight coldly, and retire themselves.

K. John. Ah me ! this tyrant fever bums me up.

And will not let me welcome this good news.
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight

;

Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Anotherpart of the same.

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, Bigot, and others.

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with friends.

P«m. Up once again
;
put spirit in the French

;

If they miscarry, we miscarry too.

Sal. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge,

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.

Petn. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left

the field.

Enter Melun ivounded, and led by Soldiers.

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names.

Pern. It is the count Melun.
Sal. Wounded to death.

Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and soldi

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion,

And welcome home again discarded faith.

Seek out king John, and fall before his feet
;

For, if the French be lords of this loud day.
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He means io reconipeose the pains you take,

By cuttine; off yonr heads : Thus hath he sworn.
And I with him, and many more with me.
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund's-Bury

;

Even on that altar, where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting; love.

Sal. May this be possible ? may this be 'true ?

Mef. Have I not hideous death within my view.
Retaining but a quantity of life :

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax
Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire ?

What in the world should make me now deceive,
Since I must lose the use of all deceit''

Why should I then be false ; since it is true,

That I must die here, and live hence by truth?
I say again, if Lewis do win the day.
He is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours
Behold another day brecik in the east

;

But even this night,—whose black contagious

breath
Already smokes about the burning crest

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,

—

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire

;

Paying the fine of rated treachery,

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.

If Lewis by your assistance win the day.

Commend me to one Hubert, with yonr king;
The love of him,—and this respect besides.

For that my grandsire was an Englishman,

—

Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
Prom forth the noise and rumour of the field :

Where I may think the remnant of ray thoughts
In peace, and part this body and my soul

With contemplation and devont desires.

Sal. We do believe thee,—And beshrew my soul

But I do love the favour and the form
Of this most fair occasion, by the which
We will nntread the steps of damned flight

;

And, like a bated and retired flood.

Leaving our rankness and irregular course,

Stoop low vcithin those bounds we have o'erlook'd.

And calmly run on in obedience.

Even to our ocean, to our great king John.

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence
;

For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right in thine eye.—Away, my friends ! New flight;

And happy newness, that intends old right.

I Exeunt, leading off Melun.

Scene V.

—

The same. The French Camp.

Enter Lewis and his Train.

Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath

to set

;

But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush.

When the English measur'd backward their own
In I'aint retire: O, bravely came we ofl', [ground,

When with a volley of our needless shot.

After such bloody toil, we bid good night

;

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up,

Last in the field, and almost lords of it

;

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ?

Lew. Here :—What news ?

Mess. The count Melun is slain ; the English

lords.

By his persuasion, are again fall'n off; *
And your supply, which you have wish'd so long.

Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands.

Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news !—Beshrew thv very

I did not think to be so sad to-night, [heart

!

As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said.

King John did fly, an hour or two before
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ?

Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.

Lew. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care
The day shall not be up so soon as I. [to-night

;

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—Aw op^n Place in the neighbourhood
of Swinstead-Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and H[JBErt, mseting.

Hub. Who's there? speak, hoi speak quickly
or I shoot.

Bast. A friend :—Wliat art thou ?

Hub. Of the part of England.
Bast. Whither dost thou go? Iniand

Hub. What's that to thee ? Why may I not de-
Of thine afl'airs, as well as thou of mme ?

Bast. Hubert, I think.

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought

;

I will, upon all hazards, well believe

Thou art my friend, that know'st my tongue so well

:

VVho art thou ?

Bast. Who thou wilt : an' if thou please.

Thou may'st befriend me so much, as to think,

I come one way of the Plantagenets. [night.

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyele.ss

Have done me shame :—Brave soldier, pardon me.
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue.

Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news
abroad ? [night.

Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow of

To find you out.

Bast. Brief, then ; and what's the news ?

Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night.

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news;
I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it.

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk :

I left him almost speechless, and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might

The better arm you to the sudden time,

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste to him ?

Hub. A monk, I tell you; a resolved villain,

Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king

Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover.

Bast. Who diclst thou leave to tend his majesty ?

Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all

come back,

And brought prince Henry in their company

;

At whose request the king hath pardon'd them.

And they are all about his majesty.

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven.

And tempt us not to bear above our power !

I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night.

Passing these flats, are taken by the tide,

The.se Lincoln washes have devoured them
;

Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap'd.

Away, before ! conduct me to the king
;

I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exeunt.

Scene \'II.—The Orchard of Swinstead-Abbey

.

Enter Prince Henry, S^vlisbury, atid Bigot.

P. Hen. It is too late ; the life of all his blood

Is touch'd corruptibly : and his pure brain

(Which sori\e suppose the soul's fraii dwelling
house,)

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes,
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Pern. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds

That, being brought into the open air, [belief.

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poison which assaileth him. [here.

—

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard

Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot.

Pem. He is more patient

Than when you left him ; even now he sung.

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes.

In their continuance, will not feel themselves.

Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts.

Leaves them insensible ; and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wciinds

With many legions of strange fantasies

;
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Which, in their (hrotig and press to that last hold.

Confound themselves. 'Tis strange, that death

should sing.

—

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan,

VV'ho chants a doleful hymn to his own death

;

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings

His soul and body to their lasting rest

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince: for you are born

To set a form upon that indigest.

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

• Re-enter Bigot and Attendants, who bring in

King John in a chair.

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-

It would not out at windows, nor at doors, [room
;

There is so hot a summer in my bosom.
That all my bowels crumble up to dust

:

I am a scribbled form, drawn \«th a pen
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire

Do I shrink up.

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? ["oflT:

K. John. Poison'd,— ill fare ;—dead, forsook, cast

And none of you will bid the winter come.
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw;
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course
Through ray burn'd bosom ; nor entreat the north

To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips.

And comfi.rt me with cold :—I do not ask yon much,
I beg cold comfhrt ; and yon are so strait.

And so ingrateful, you deny me that.

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my
That might relieve you ! [tears,

K. John. The salt in them is hot.

—

Within me is a hell : and there the poison
Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize

On nnreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion.

And spleen of speed to see your majesty. [eye :

K. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine
Tlie tackle ofmy heart is crack'd and burn'd;

And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail.

Are turned to one thread, one little hair:

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by.
Which holds but till thy news be uttered

;

And then all this thou ace'st, is but a clod,

And module of confounded royalty.

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward

;

Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him

:

For, in a night, the best part of my power,
As I upon advantage did remove.
Were in the washes, all unwarily.
Devoured by the unexpected flood. {The King dies.)

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an
ear.

My liege ! my lord !—But now a king,—now thus.

P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so stop.

What surety of the world, what hope, what stay.

When this was now a king, and now is clay !

Bast. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind.
To do the office for thee of revenge

;

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven.
As it on earth hath been thy servant still.

Now, now, yon stars, that move in j'our right

spheres, [faitlis;

Where be your powers? Show now your mended
And instantly return with me again.

To push destruction, and perpetual shame,
Out of the weak door of our fainting land

;

Straiglit let us seek, or straight we shall be sought;
The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It seems, you know not then so much as we

:

The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin
;

And brings from him such offers of our peace
As we with honour and respect may take.

With purpose presently to leave this war.
Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already;

For many carriages he hath despatch'd
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel

To the disposing of the cardinal

:

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords.

If you think meet, this afternoon will post

To consummate this business happily.

Bast. Let it be so :—And you, my noble prince.

With other princes that may best be spard.
Shall wait upon your father's funeral.

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be icterr'd

;

For so he will'd it.

Bast. Thither shall it then.

And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land !

To whom, with all submission, on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful services

And true subjection everlastingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make.
To rest without a spot for evermore. [thanks,

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give you
And knows not how to do it, but with tears.

Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe.
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.

—

This England never did, (nor never shall,)

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror.

But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again,

Come the three comers of the world in arms, [rue.

And we shall shock them : Nought shall make us

If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt-
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Scene,—Dispersedly in England and Wales.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Rich.\rd, attended; John of Gaunt,
and other Nobles with him.

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time honour'd
Lancaster,

Hast thou, according; to thy oath and band.

Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold sod;

Here to make good the boisterous late appeal,

]

Which then our leisure would not let us hear.

Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?
Gaunt. I have, my liege.

K. Rich. Tell me moreover, hast thou sounded

If he appeal the duke on ancient malice
;

[him.

Or vforthily, as a good subject should.

On .some known ground of treachery in him?
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argu-

On some apparent danger seen in him, [ment,

—

Aira'd at your highness, no inveterate malice.

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence ; face

to face.

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear

The accuser, and the accused, freely speak:

—

[Exeunt some Attendants.
High-sfomach'd are they both, and full of ire.

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants, ivith Bolingbroke and
Norfolk.

Baling. Many years of happy days befal

My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege !

Nor. Each day still better other's happiness

;

Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap.

Add an immortal title to your crown

!

K. Rich. We thank you both
;
yet one but flattens

As well appeareth by the cause you come
;

[us.

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.

—

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object

Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?
Baling. First, (heaven be the record to my

In the devotion of a subject's love, [speech !)

Tendering the precious safety of my prince,

And free from other misbegotten hate,

Come 1 appellant to this princely presence.

—

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee,

And mark my greeting well; for what I speak

•

My body shall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.
Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant

5 _ , )

Too good to be so, and too bad to live ;
'

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky,
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat

;

And wish, (so pkase my sovereign,) ere I move,

What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword

may prove.

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal

;

'Tis not the trial of a woman's war.

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues.

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain
:_

The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this.

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast.

As to be hush'd, and nought at all to say

:

First, the fair reverence of your highness cubs me
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech

Which else would post, until it had return'd

These terms of treason doubled down his throat.

Setting aside his high blood's royalty.

And let hira be no kinsman to my liege,

I do defy him, and I spit at him
;

Call him—a slanderous coward, and a villain:

W^hich to maintain, I would allow him odds

;

And meet hira, were I tied to run a-foot

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps,

Or any other ground inhabitable.

Where ever Englishman dare set his foot.

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty,

—

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie.

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw
my gage.

Disclaiming here the kindred of a king;

And lay aside my high blood's royalty.

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except

:

If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength,

As to take up mine honour's pawn, then sloop
;

By that, and ill the rites of Knighthood else,

VVill I make good against thee, arm to arm.
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise.

Nor. I take it up ; and by that sword I swear.
Which gently lay'd u)y knigiithood on my shoulder,

I'll answer tliee in awy fair degree.

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial

:

And, when I mount, alive may I not light.

If I be traitor, or unjustly fi^ht

!

l\. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's
It must be great, that can iniierit us [charge?

So much as of a thought of ill in him.

Boling. Look, what I speak my life shall prove
it true :

—

That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thousand nobles.

In name of leudings for your highness' soldiers

;

The which he hath detaiu'd for lewd employments.
Like a false traitor, and injurious villain.

Besides I say, and will in battle prove,

—
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Or liere, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge.

That ever was snrvey'd by English eye,

—

That all the treasons, for these eighteen years

Gom plotted and contrived in this land.

Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring.

Further I say,—and further will maintain

Upon his bad life, to make all this good,

—

That he did plot the diiLe of Gloster's death
;

Suggest his soon-believing adversaries
;

And, consequently, like a traitor coward,
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streams of

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries, [blood:

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth,

To me for justice, and rough chastisement;

And, by the glorious worth of my descent.

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent.

K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars .'

—

Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this ?

Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face.

And bid his ears a little while be deaf,

Till I have told this slander of his blood,

How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar, [ears

:

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir,

{As he is but my father's brother's son,)

Now by my sceptre's awe I make a vow,
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize

The unstooping firmness of my upright soul.

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou;
Free speech, and fearless, 1 to thee allow.

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart.

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest

!

Thiee parts of that receipt I had for Calais,

Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers;

The other part reserv'd I by consent

;

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt.

Upon remainder of a dear account.

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen :

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloster's

death,

[ slew him not; but^ to my own disgrace,

Neglected my sworn duty in that case.

—

For you, my noble lord of Lancaster,
The honourable father to my foe.

Once did 1 lay in ambush for your life,

A trespass, that doth ve'^ my grieved soul :

But, ere I last receiv'd the sacn-iient,

I did confess it ; and exactly begg'd
Your grace's pardon, and, I hope, I had it.

This is my fault : As for the rest appeal'd,
It issue.s from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor :

Which in myself I boldly will defend;
And interchangeably hurl down ray gage
Upon this overweening traitor's foot.

To prove myself a loyal gentleman
Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom :

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray
Vour highness to assign our trial day. [me ;

K. Rick. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by
Let's purge this choler without letting blood :

This we prescribe, though no physician;
Deep malice makes too deep incision

:

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ;
•

Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed.

—

Good uncle, let this end where it begun

;

We'll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your .son.

Oaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my
_, age :—
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk's gage.
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his.

Gaunt. When, Harry ? when ?

Obedience bids, I should not bid again.
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there

is no boot. [foot

;

Nor. Myself I throw, dead sovereign, at thy
My hfe thou shalt command, but not my shame ;

I'hs one my duty owes; but my fair name,
( Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,)

To dark dishonour's use thon shalt not have.
I am disgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffled here ;

Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venora'd spear
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood
Which breath'd this poison.

K. Rick. Rage must be withstood;
Give me his gage :—Lions make leopards tame.
Nor. Yea, but not change their spots : take but

my shame.
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord.
The purest treasure mortal times afford.
Is—spotless reputation ; that away,
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay *

A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest
Is—a bold spirit in a loyal breast
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ;

Take honour from me, and my life is done :

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try

;

In that I live, and for that will I die.

K. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage ; do
you begin. [sin !

Boling. O, God defend my soul from such foul
JShall I seem crest-fallen in my father's sight?
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height
Before tnis out-dar'd dastard ? Ere my tongue
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong.
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear
The slavish motive of recanting fear

;

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace,
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's

.
face. [Exit Gaunt.

K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but to com-
mand:

Which since we cannot do to make you friends.

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it.

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day
;

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate
The swelling difference of your settled hate

;

Since we cannot atone yon, we shall see
Justice design the victor'.s chivalry.

—

Marshal, command our officer at arras
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—The satne. A Room in the Duke of
Lancaster's Palace.

Enter Gaunt, and Duchess of Gloster.
Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster's blood

Doth more solicit me, than j'our exclaims,
To stir against the butchers of his life.

But since correction lieth in those hands,
Which made the fault, that we cannot correct.
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven

;

Who, when he sees the hours ripe on earth.
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads.
Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur?

Hath loTe in thy old blood no living fire ?

Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one.

Were as seven phials of his sacred blood.

Or seven fair branches springing from one root

:

Some of those seven are dried by nature's course.
Some of those branches by the destinies cut

!

But Thomas, ray dear lord, my life, my Gloster,

—

One phial full of Edward's sacred blood.

One nourishing branch of his most royal root,

—

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt;

Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all faded.

By envy's hand, and murder's bloody axe.

Ah, Gaunt ! his blood was thine ; that bed, that

womb.
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee,

Made him a man; and though thou liv'st, aud
breath'st.

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent.

In some large measure, to thy father's death.

In that thou seest thy wekhed brother die.

Who was the model of thy father's life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is despair

:

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd.

Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life.

Teaching stern murder how to butcher tbee:
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That, which in mean men we eutitle—patience.

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

W'nat shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life.

The best way is—to 'venge my Gloster's death.
Gaunt. Heaven's is the quarrel; for heaven's

His deputy anointed in his sight, [substitute,

Hath caus'd his death : the which, if wrongfully,
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift

An angry arm against his minister.

Duch. Where then, alas ! may I complain ray-

self? [defence.
Gaunt. To heaven, the widow's champion and
Buck. Why then, 1 will. Farewell, old Gaunt.

Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight

:

O, sit my husband's wrongs oh Hereford's spear.
That it may eater butcher Mowbray's breast

!

Or, if misfortune miss the first career,
;Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom.
That they may break his foaming courser's back.
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford !

Farewell, old Gaunt; thy sometime brother's v/ife.

With her companion grief must end her life.

Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry

:

As much good stay with thee, as go with me !

Duch. Yet one word more ;—Grief boandeth
where it fails,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight:
I take my leave before I have begun

;

For sorrow ends not, when it seemeth done.
Commend me to ray brother, Edmund York.
Lo, this is all :—Nay, yet depart not so

:

Though this be all, do not so quickly go
;

I shall remember more. Bid him—O, what?
With all good speed at Flashy visit me.
Alack, and what shall good old York there see.

But empty lodgings and unfumish'd walls.
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ?

And what cheer there for welcome but my groans ?

Therefore commend me ; let him not come there,

To seek out sorrow, that dwells every where :

Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die;
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye.

{Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Gosford Green, near Coventry. Lists
set out, and a T/irone ; Heralds, ^c. attending.

Enter the Lord Marshal, and Au.iierle.

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford
arm'd?

Aum. Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in.

Mar. The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold.

Stays but the summons of I he appellant's trumpet.
Au7n. Why then, the champions are prepar'd, and

For nothing but his majesty's approach. [stay

Flourish of trumpets. Enter King Richard, tvho
takes his seat on his throne; Gaunt, and several
Noblemen, who take their places. A trumpet is

sounded, and answered by another trumpet
within. Then enter Norfolk in armour, pre-
ceded by a Herald.

K.Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion
The cause of his arrival here in arms

:

Ask him his name; and orderly proceed
To swear him in the justice of his cause.

Mar. In God's name, and the king's, say who
thou art.

And vvhy thou com'st, thus knightly clad in arms

:

Against what man thou com'st, and what thy quar-

rel :

Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath
;

And so defend thee heaven, and thy valour I

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of

Norfolk;
Who hither come engaged by my oath,

i
Which heaven defend a knight should violate !)

Joth to defend my loyalty and truth,
To God, my king, and ray succeeding issue.

Against the duke of Hereford, that appeals me

;

And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm.
To prove him, in defending of myself,
A traitor to my God, my king, and me

:

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven

!

[He takes his seat.)

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke in armour,
preceded by a Herald.

K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms.
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither

Thus plated in habiliments of war

;

And formally, according to our law.

Depose him in the justice :if his cause.

Mar. Wbat is thy name ? and wherefore com'st

thou hither.

Before king Richard, in his royal lists ? (rel ?

Against whom comest thou ? and what's thy quar-

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven !

Baling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms.
To prove, by heaven's grace, and my body's valour.

In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk,
That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous,
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me

;

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven!
Mar. On pain of death,,no person be so bold.

Or daring-hardy, as to toacn the lists
;

Except the marshal, and such officers

Appointed to direct these fair designs.

holing. Lord Marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's

And bow my knee before his majesty: [hand,

For Mowbray, and myself, are like two men.
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave,

And loving farewell of our several friends.

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your high-

ness.

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave.

K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him in our

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cau.se is right, [arms.

So be thy fortune in this royal fight

!

Farewell, my lord ; which if it to-day thou shed.
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

Baling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's spear
;

As confident, as is the falcon's flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

—

My loving lord, {to Lord Marshal) I take my leave

of yon ;

—

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle :

—

Nor sick, although I have to do with death
;

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.

—

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet

:

O thou, the earthly author of my blood,

—

{To Gamil.)
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate;,

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up
To reach at victory above my head,

—

Add prorf unto mine armour with thy prayers
And with thy blessmgs steel my lance's point.

That it may enter Mowbray's vva.\en coat.

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt,
Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son.

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make fhee

prosperous

!

Be swift like lightning in the execution;
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled.
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy :

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant, and live.

Baling. Mine innocency, and Saint George to

thrive ! {He takesf his seat.
Nor. {Rising.) However heaven, or fortune, cast

my lot.

There lives or dies, true to king Richard's throne,

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman :

Never did captive with a freer heart

Cast off his chaiiLS of bondage, and embrace



Scene 3. KING UICHARD II. 3i(.j

His golden uncontroU'd enfranchisement.

More than my dancing- soul doth celebrate

This feast of battle wth mine adversary.

—

Most mighty liege,—and my companion peers,

—

Take from my mouth the wish of happy years :

As gentle and as jocund, as to jest,

Go I to fight ; Truth hath a quiet breast.

K. Rich. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.

—

Order the trial, marshal, and begin.

{The King and the Lords return to their seats.)

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right

!

Holing. {Rising.) Strong as a tower in hope, I

cry—Amen.
Mar. Go bear this lance {to an Officer) to Tho-

mas, duke of Norfolk.

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself.

On pain to be found false and recreant.

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
A traitor to his God, his kuig, and him.

And dares him to set forward to the figlit.

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke
of Norfolk,

On pain to be found false and recreant.

Both to defend himself, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his so\ ert'ign, and to him, disloyal

;

Courageon'^ly, and with a free desire,

Attending bit the signal to begin.

Mar. Soiind, trumpets ; and set forward, com-
batants. {A charge sounded.)

^tny, the king hath thrown his warder down.
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their

spears,

And both return back to their chairs again :

—

Withdraw with us :—and let the trumpets sound,

WhiU: wt return these dukes what we decree.

—

{A long floitrish.)

Draw near, {To the Combatants.)
And list what with onr council we have done.

For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd

With that dear blood, which it hath fostered
;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect

Of civil wounds, plough'd up with neighbours'

swords

;

And for we think the eagle-wnged pride

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts.

With rival-haling envy, set you on
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep;

Which, so rous'd up with boisterous untun'd drums.
With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray.

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace.
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood ;

—

Therefore, we banish you our territories :

Yo'j, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death.
Till twice five summers have enrich'd our field).

Shall not regreet our fair dominions.

But tread the stranger paths of banishment.

Boling. Your will be done : This must my com-
fort be,

—

That son, that warms yea here, shall shine on me

;

And those his golden beams, to you here lent.

Shall point on me, anr' gild my banishment.

K. Rich. Norfolk, tor thee remains a heavier

doom.
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce:
The fly-slow hours shall not determinate
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ;

—

The hopeless word of—never to return

Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege,

And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth :

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the common air.

Have 1 deserved at your highness' hand.
The language I have learn'd these forty years.

My native English, now I must forego;
And now my tongue's use is to me no more<
Tlvan an unstringed viol or a harp :

Or, like a cunning instrument cas'd up
Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue.
Doubly portcullis'd, with my teeth, and lips

j

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance
Is made my gaoler, to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse.
Too far in years to be a pupil now ;

What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death.
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath?

A'. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate
;

After our sentence, plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country's light.
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.

{Retiring.)
K. Rich.Retnn again, and take an oath with thee.

Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands

;

Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven,
(Oar part therein we banish with yourselves,)
To keep the oath that we administer:

—

Vou never shall fso help you truth and heaven !)

Embrace each other's love in banishment

;

Nor never look upon each other's face
;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate;
Nor never by advised purpose meet.
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill,

'Gainst us, otir state, our subjects, or our land.
Boling. I swear.
Nor. And I, to keep all this.

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy;

—

By this time, had the king permitted us.

One of our souls had wander'd in the air,

Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh.

As now our flesh is banish'd from this land :

Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm;
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along
The clogging burden of a guilty soul.

Nor. No, Bolinsbroke ; if ever I were traitor,

My name be blotted from the book of life.

And I from I'.eaven banish'd, as from hence I

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.

—

Farewell, my liege :—Now no way can I stray;
Save back to England, all the world's my way.

[Exit.
K.Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes

I see thy grieved heart : tliy sad aspect
Hath from tiie number of his banish'd years
Pluck'd four away :—Six frozen winters spent,

Return {to Bolingbrolce) with welcome home from
banishment.

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word !

Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs.

End in a word : Such is the breath of kings.

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that, in regard of me.
He shortens four years of my son's exile :

But little vantage shall I reap thereby

;

For, ere the six years, that ne hath to spend.

Can change their moons, and bring their times about,

My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light.

Shall be extinct with age, and endless night;

My inch of taper will be burnt and done.

And blindfold deatli not let me see my son.

A'. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou caust

give :

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow.

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow ;

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age,

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage :

Thy word is current with hmi for my death
;

But. dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

K. Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice.

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave;
Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lower ?

u
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Gaunt. Thbgs sweet to taste, prove iu digestion
sour.

You urg'd me as a judge ; but I had rather.

You would have bid me argue like a father :

—

O, had it been a stranger, not my child,

I'o smooth his fault I should have been more mild

:

A partial slander sought I to avoid,

And in the sentence my own life destroy'd.

Alas, I look'd, when some of you should say,

I was too strict, to make mine own away
;

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue.
Against my will, to do myself this wrong. [so;

K. Rich. Cousin, farewell :—and, uncle, bid him
Six years we banish him, and he shall go.

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Ricliard and Train.

Atim. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not
know,

From where you do remain, let paper show.
Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride.

As far as land will let me, by your side. [words.
Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy

That thou return'st no greeting to thy friends ?

Baling. I have too few to take my leave of you.
When the tongue's office should be prodigal

To breathe the abimdant dolour of the heart.

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.

Baling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time.

Gaunt. Wnat is six winters ? they are quickly
gone. [ten.

Baling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour
Gaunt. Call it a travel, that thou tak'st for plea-

sure.

Bolintj. My heart will sigh, when I miscall it so,

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set

The precious jewel of thy home-return.
Baling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride J make

Will but remember me, what a deal of world
1 wander from the jewels that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages.; and in the end.
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else.

But that I was a journeyman to grief?

Gaunt. All places, that the eye of heaven visits.

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens :

Teach thy necessity to reason thus;
There is no virtue like necessity.

Think not, the king did banish thee
;

But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier sit.

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.
Go, say—I sent thee forth to purchase honour,
And not—the king exil'd thee ; or suppose,
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air.

And thou art flying to a fresher clime.

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com'st :

Suppose the singing birds, musicians
; [strew'd •

The grass, whereon thou tread'st, the presence'
'J'he flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps, no more
Than a delightful measure, or a dance :

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it, ana sets it light.

Baling. O, who can hold a tire in his hand,
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus,?
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite.

By bare imagination of a feast ?

Or wallow naked in December snow,
3y thinking on fantastic summer's heat ?

O, no! the apprehension of the good.
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse :

Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more.
Than when it bites, but lanceth hot the sore.

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I'll bring thee on
thy way :

Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not stay.

Baling. Then, England's ground, farewell ; sweet
soil, adieu;

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet

!

Where'er I wander, boast of this I can,

—

Though banish'd, yet a true-born Englishman.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Raom in the King's
Castle.

Enter King Richard, Bagot, and Green :

AuMERLE folloiving.

K. Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ?

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so,

But to the next highway, and there I left him.

K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting tears

were shed? [wind,

Aum. 'Faith, none by me : except the north-east

Which then blew bitterly against our faces,

Awak'd the sleeping rheum; and so, by chance.
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted
with him ?

Aum. Farewell

:

And, for my heart disdained that my tongne
Should .so profane the word, (hat tanght me craft

To counterfeit oppression of such grief.

That words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave.

Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen'd

hours.

And added years to his short banishment,
He should have had a volume of farewells

;

But, since it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis doubt.

When time shall call him home from banishment.
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.

Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green,
Observ'd his courtship to the common people :

—

How he did seem to dive into their hearts.

With humble and familiar courtesy;
What reverence he did throw away on slaves

;

Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of smiles.

And patient underbearing of his fortune.

As 'twere, to banish their affects with him.

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench
;

A brace of draymen bid—God speed him well,

And had the tribute of his supple knee, [friends

;

—
With — Thanks , my cauntrynien , my loving
As were our England in reversion his,

And he our subjects' next degree in hope.

Green. Well, he is gone ; and with him go these

thoughts.

Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland;

—

Expedient manage must be made, my liege
;

Ere further leisure yield them further means
For their advantage, and your highness' loss.

K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war.
And, for our cotfers^with too great a court.

And liberal largess,—are grown somewhat light.

We are enforc'd to farm our royal realm
;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hand : If that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters

:

Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich,

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold,
And send them after to supply our wants

;

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter Bushy,

Bushy, what news ? [lord

;

Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste.

To entreat your majesty to visit him.

K. Rich. Where lies he ?

Bushy. At Ely-house. [mind,
K. Rich. Now put it, heaven, in his physician's

To help him to his grave immediately !

The lining of his coffers shall make coats

To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.

—

Come, gentlemen, let's all go visit him :

Pray God, we may make haste, and come too late !

[Exeunt.
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ACT II.

Scene I.

—

London. A Rootn in Ely-house,

Gaunt on a couch ; the Duke 0/York, and others

standing by him.

Gaunt. Will the kiug come ? that I may breathe

my last

Id wholesome counsel to his nnstaiu'd youth.

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your
breath

;

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear.

Gaunt. O, but they say, the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention like deep harmony :

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in

vain

;

[paiu.

For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in

He. that no more must say, is listen'd more
Than they, whom youth and ease have taught to

glose;

More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before

:

The setting sun, and music at the close.

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last;

Writ iu remembrance, more than things long past

:

Though Richard my life's counsel would not hear,

My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering

sounds.
As, praises of hi.« state : then there are found
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom sound
1'he open ear of youth doth always listen :

Report of fashions in proud Italy
;

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity,

fSo it be new, there's no respect how vile,)

That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears ?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard.

Where W'll doth mutiny with wit's regard.

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose
;

'Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou

lose.

Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new inspir'd
;

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him :

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last;

For violent fires soon burn out themselves :

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short

:

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes

;

With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder

:

Light vanity, insa'iate cormorant.
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle,

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise

;

This fortress, built by nature for herself.

Against infection, and the hand of war

;

This happy breed of men, this little world
;

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall.

Or as a moat defensive to a house.
Against the envy of less happier lands

;

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth.

Renowned for their deeds as far from home,
(For Christian service, and true chivalry,)

As is the sepulchre in stubiiorn Jewry,
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's son:
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land.

Dear ior her reputation through the world.
Is now leas'd out (1 3ie pronouncing it)

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm :

England, bound in with the triumphant sea.

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame.
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bunds

;

That England, that was wont to conquer others.
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself:

O, would the scandal vanish with my life,

Hew happy then were my ensuing death !

Enter King Richard, and Queen; Aumerle,
Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and Wil-
LOUGHBY.
lorX-. The king is come : deal mildly with his

youth
;

For young hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the more.
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster?
K. Rich. What comfort, man ? Howis't with aged

Gaunt?
Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition?

Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old :

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast;

And who abstains from meat, that is not gannt?
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd

;

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt

:

The pleasure, that some fathers feed upon.
Is my strict fast, I mean—my children's looks

;

And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt:
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave.
Whose hollow w8mb inherits nought but bones.
K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their

names ?

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself;

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
1 mock my name, great king, to flatter thee, [live ?

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with those that
Gaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that die.

K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, say'st—thou flat-

ter'st me. [be.

Gaunt. Oh! no; thou diest, though I the sicker
K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee

ill. [thee ill

;

Gaunt. Now, He, that made me, knows I see
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill.

Thy deathbed is no lesser than thy land.

Wherein thou best in reputation sick :

And thou, too careless patient as thou art,

Comrait'st thy anointed body to the cure
Of those physicians, that first wounded thee :

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown.
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head

;

And yet, incaged in so small a verge.

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye.

Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons,

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame
;

Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd.

Which art possess'd now to depose thyself.

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world.

It were a shame, to let this land by lease :

But, for thy world, enjoying but this land.

Is it not more than sharne, to shame it so?
Landlord of England art thou now, not king:

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law

;

And thou

K. Rich. a lunatic, leau-witted fool,

Presuming on an ague's privilege,

Dar'st with thy frozen admonition

Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood.

With fury, from his native residence.

Now by my seat's riyht royal majesty,

Wert thou' not brother to great Edward's son.

This tongue, that runs so roundly in thy head.

Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders.

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward's sou.

For that I was his father Edward's son

;

That blood already, like the pelican.

Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly carous'd:

My brother Gloster, ulain well meaning soul,

(Whom fair befall in lieaven 'mongst happy souls!)

May be a precedent and witness good.

That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's blood:

Join with the present sickness that I have;

And thy unkindness be like crooked age,

To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower.

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee '.—

These words hereafter thy tormentors be !

—

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave:

Love they to live, that love and honour have.

[Exit, borne out by his Attendants..
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K. Rich. And let them die^ that age and sullens

have ;

For both hast thou, and both become the grave.
York. 'Beseech your majesty, impute his words

To wayward sickliness and age in him :

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here.

K. Rich. Right; yoa say true: as Hereford's
love, so his

;

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is.

Enter Northumberland.

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to

your majesty.

K. Rich. What says he now ?
North. Nay, nothing ; all is said

:

His tongue is now a stringless instrument;
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so

!

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. [he
;

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be :

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars

:

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns
;

Which live like venom, where no venom else.

But only they, hath privilege to live.

And for these great affairs do ask some charge.
Towards our assistance, we do seize to us
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables.
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd.

York. How long shall I be patient ? Ah, how long
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ?

Not Gloster's death, nor Hereford's banishment,
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor Edward's private wrongs.
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace,
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek,
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face.—
J am the last of noble Edward's sons.

Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first

;

In war was never lion rag'd more fierce,

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild.
Than was that young and princely gentleman :

His face thou hast, for even so look'd he,
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours

;

But, when he frown'd, it was against the French,
And not against his friends ; his noble hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that
Which his triumphant father's hand had won :

His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood.
But bloody with the enemies of his kin.

O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief.

Or else he never would compare between.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what's the matter ?
York. O, my liege,

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas'd
Not to be pardon'd, am content withal.
Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands,
The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford ?

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford live ?

Was not Gaunt just ? and \s not Harry true ?

Did not the one deserve ti have an heir ?

Is not his heir a well-dese ving son ?

Take Hereford's right aw »y, and take from time
His charters, and his custumary rights;

Lietnot to-morrow then eisue to-day
;

Be not thyself, for how art thou a king.
But by fair sequence and succession "

Now, afore God (God forbid I say true ])

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights.

Call in the letters patent that he hath
By his attomies-general to sue
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage.
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head.
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts.

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts.
Which honour and allegiance cannot tliiuk.

K. Rick. Think what you will ; we seize into our
hands

Hi.s plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.

York. I'll not be by, the while : My liege, fare-

well:

What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell

;

But by bad courses may be understood.

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit.

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire

Bid him repair to us to Ely-house, [straight;

To see this business : To-morrow next

We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow;
And we create, in absence of ourself.

Our uncle York lord governor of England,
For he is just, and always lov'd us well.

Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part;

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [Flourish.

[Exeunt King, Queen, Bushy, Aumerle,

Green, and Bagot.

North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is

dead.
Ross. And living too ; for now his son is duke.

ff'illo. Barely in title, not in revenue.

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right.

Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break with
silence,

Ere't be disburden'd with a liberal tongue.

North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne'er

speak more.
That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm !

Willo. Tends that, thou'dst speak, io the duke
of Hereford ?

If it be so, out with it boldly, man

;

Quick is my ear to hear of good towards him;
Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him.

Unless you call it good, to pity him.

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.

North. Now, afore heaven, 'tis shame such
wrongs are borne.

In him a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land.

The king is not himself, but basely led

By flatterers ; and what they will inform.
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all.

That will the king severely prosecute

'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous
taxes.

And lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fin'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.

Willo. And daily new exactions are devis'd
;

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what:
But what, o' God's name, doth become of this ?

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he
hath not.

But basely yielded upon compromise
Tliat, which his ancestors achiev'd with blows :

More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars.
Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in

farm. [man,
Willo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken
North. Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over

him.

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars.
His burdenous taxations notwithstanding.
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke.
North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king 1

But lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing.

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm
;We see the wind sit sore upon our sails.

And yet we strike not, but securely perish.
Ross. We see the very wreck that we must suffer

;

And unavoided is the danger now.
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.
North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of

I spy life peering : but I dare not say [death.
How neartiie tidings of our comfort is.

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou
dost ours.

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland :

We three are but thyself; and, speaking so.

Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold.
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North. Then thus ;—I liave from Port le Blanc,

In Rrittany, receiv'd intelligence, (a bay
That Harrjr Hereford, Reginold lord Cobham,
(The son of Richard earl of Arundel)
That late broke from the duke of Exeter,
His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Erpingham, sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterton, and Francis

Quoint,

—

A.11 these well furnish'd by the duke of Bretagne,

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,
Are making hither with all due expedience.

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore :

Perhaps they had ere this ; but that they stay

The drst departing of the king for Ireland.

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke,
Irap out our drooping country's broken wing,

Redeem from broking pawn the blemish'd crown.
Wipe off the dust thatnides our sceptre's gilt.

And make high majesty look like itself.

Away, with me, in post to Ravenspurg :

But, if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay, and be secret, and myself will go. [fear.

Ross. To horse, to horse f urge doubts to them tliat

ff'illo. Hold out, my horse, and I will first be
there. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

TAe same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad :

You promis'd, when you parted with the king.

To lay aside life-harming heaviness.

And entertain a cheerful disposition. [self,

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please my-
I'cannot do it

;
yet I know no cause

Why I should welcome such a guest as grief.

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, methinks.
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb.
Is coming towards me ; and ray inward soul

With nothing trembles : at something it grieves.
More than with parting from my lord the king.

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty
shadows.

Which show like grief itself, but are not so :

For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears.

Divides one thing entire to many objects
;

Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz'd upon,
Show nothing but confusion ; ey'd awry.
Distinguish form : so )i)ur sweet majesty,

Looking awry upon your lord's departure,
Finds shapes of griefs, more than nimself, io wail;
Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows
Of what is not. Then, thrice gracious queen,
More than your lord's departure weep not; more's

not seen

:

Or if it be, 'lis with false sorrow's eye,
Which for things true, weeps things imaginary.

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul

Persuades me, it is otherwise : Howe'er it be,
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad.
As,—though, in thinking, on no thought I think,

—

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.

Bushy. 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still deriv'd
From some fore-father grief; mine is not so;
For nothing hath begot my something grief:

Or something hath the nothing, that I grieve:
'Tis in reversion, that I do possess

;

But what it is, that is not yet known : what
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter Green.

Green. God save your majesty !—and well met
gentlemen :

—

I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland.
Queen. \yhy hop'st thou so ? 'tis better hope, he is

;

For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope
;

1 hen wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shipp'd ?

Green. That he, our Lope, might have retir'd hia

power.
And driven into despair an enemy's hope.
Who strongly hath set footing in this land:
The banish'd Bolingbroke repeals himself.

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd

At Ravenspurg.
Queen. Now God in heaven forbid

!

Green. O, madam, 'tis too true : and that is

worse,

—

[Percy,

The lord Nortliumherland, his young son Henry
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Bushy. Why have you not proclaimed Northum-
berland,

And all the rest of the revolting faction,

Traitors?

Green. We have : whereon the earl of V'V^orcester

Hath broke his staff, resign'd his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke. [woe.

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to ray

And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir :

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy
;

And I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother.
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd.

Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me ?

I vyill despair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper-back of death,
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life.

Which false hope lingers in extremity.

Enter York.

Green. Here comes the duke of York.
Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck

;

O, full of careful business are his looks !

Uncle,
For heaven's sake, speak comfortable words.

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts :

Comfort's in heaven ; and we are on the earth.
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.

Your husband he is gone to save far off.

Whilst others come to make him lose at home :

Here am I left to underprop his land ;

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:
Now comes the sick hour, that his surfeit made

;

Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I c

York. He was ':—why, so !—go all which
it will !—

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold.

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side.—
Sirrah,

Get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster;

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound
;

Hold, take my ring.

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship

:

To-day, as I came by, I called there ;

—

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.

York What is it, knave? ^^
Serv. An hour before I came, th^^Hiess died

York. God for his mercy ! whatl|||PI of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land»at once .'

I know not what to do:—I would to God,

(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it,)

The king had cut off my head with my brother's.

—

What, are there posts despatch'd for Ireland?

—

How shall we do for money for these wars ?

—

Come, sister,—cousin, I would say : pray, pardon

me.

—

[some carts.

Go, fellow, fto the Servant) get thee home, provide

And bring away the armour tliat is there.—
[Exit Sertriiit.

Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? if I know
How, or which way, to order these affairs.

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands.

came,
way
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Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ;

—

The one's my sovereign, whom both ray oath

And duty bids defend ; the other, again.

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd :

Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.

\yell, somewhat we must do.— Come, cousin, I'll

Dispose of you :—Go muster np your men,
And meet me presently at Berkley-castle.

1 should to Flashy too ;

—

But time will not permit:—All is uneven.
And every thiug is left at six and seven.

[Exeunt York anclQucen.
BtisJiT/. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ire-

land,

But none returns. For ns to levy power.
Proportionable to the enemy.
Is all impossible.

•_ Grcan. Besides, our nearness to the king in love,

Is near the hate of those love not the king.

Bagot. And that's the wavering commons; for

their love

Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them.

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally con-

demn'd.
Bagot. Ifjudgment lie in them, tlien so do we.

Because we ever have been near the king.

Green. Well, I'll for refuge straight to Bristol-

The earl of Wiltshire is already there. [castle
;

Bushy. Thither will I with you : for little office

The hatt ful commons will perform us

;

Except like curs to tear us all in pieces.

—

Will you go along with us ?

Bagot. No ; I'll to Ireland to his majesty.

Farewell ; if heart's presages be not vain.

We three here part, that ne'er shall meet again.

Bushy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bo-

lingbroke.

Greeti. Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes,

Is—numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry :

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Bushy. Farewell at once ; for once, for all, and

Green. Well, we may meet again, [ever.

Bagot. I fear rae, never
[Exeunt.

Scene 111.—The TVilds in Glostershire.

Ewfer BoLiNGBROKE and Northumberland,
ivith Forces.

Baling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ?

North. Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Glostershire.

These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways.

Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome
;

And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar.

Making the hard way sweet and delectable.

But, I bethink me, what a weary way
From Ravenspiirg to Cotswold, will be found

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ;

Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd

The tediousness and process of my travel

:

But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have

The preseny||fcefit, which I possess :

And hope t^^Kis little less in joy.

Than hope ^(Fd : by this the weary lords

.Shall make their \l'ay seem short ; as mine hath done

By sight of what I have, your noble company.

Baling. Of much less value is my company.

Than your good words. But who comes here ?

Enter Harry Percy.

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy,

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.—

Harry, how fares your uncle ?

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd

his health of you.

North. Why, is he not with the queen ?

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook tlie

Broken his staff of office, and dispers'd [court.

The household of the king.

North. What was nis reason ?

He was not so resolv'd, when last we spake together.

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaim'd

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, [traitor.

To offer service to the duke of Hereford :

And sent me o'er by Berkley, to discover

What power the duke of York had levied there

;

Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.
North. Have you forgot the duke of Hereford,

boy ?

Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot.

Which ne'er I did remember : to my knowledge,
I never in my life did look on him. [fluke.

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender yo\i my service.

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm

To more approved service and desert.

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sure,

I count myself in nothing else so happy,
As in a soul rememb'ring ray good friends:

And, as my fortunes ripen with thy love.

It shall be still thy true love's recompense :

My heart this covenant makes, ray hand thus seals it.

North. How far is it to Berkley? And what sfir

Keeps good old York there, with his men of war ?

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of

trees,

Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard :

And in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Sey-

None else of name, and noble estimate. [mour
;

Enter Ross and Willoughby.
North. Here comes the lords of Ross and Wil-

loughby,
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Boling. Welcome, my lords : I wot, your love

A banisli'd traitor ; all my treasury
_

[pursues

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd.

Shall be your love and labour's recompense.
Ros.s. Your presence makes us rich, most noble

lord.

Willo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it.

Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the

poor

;

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years.

Stands for my bounty. But who comes here ?

Enter Berkley.

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I gness.

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you
Boling. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster;

And I am come to seek that name in England :

And I must find that title in your tongue.

Before I make reply to aught you say. [ing,

Berk. Mistake nie not, ray lord : 'tis not ray me -u-

To raze one title of your honour out :

—

To you, my lord, I come, (what lord yn will,)

From the most glorious regent of this land.

The duke of York ; to know, what pricks you on
To take ndvantage of the absent time.

And fright our native peace with self-born arms.

Enter York, attended.

Baling. I shall not need transport my words by you.
Here comes his grace in person.—My noble uncle

'

(Kneels.J
York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy

Whose duty is deceivable and false. [knee,

Boling. My gracious uncle !

York. Tut, tut

!

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle •

I am no traitor's uncle : and that word—grace.

In an ungracious mouth, is but profane.

Why have these banish'd and forbidden legs

Dar'd once to touch a dust of England's ground ?

But then more why; Why have they dar'd to

So many miles upon her peaceful bosom
;

[marcii

Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war
;

And ostentation of despised arms?
Com'st thou, because the anointed king is hence ?

I
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Why, foolish boy, the kin^ is left behind.

And ill my loyal bosom lies his power.

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth.

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself,

Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men,
From forth the rnnks of many thousand French

;

O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine.

Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee,

And minister correction to thy fault

!

Boling. JMy grad^ous uncle, let me know my fault

On what condition stands it, and wherein ?

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,

—

In gross rebellion, and detested treason

:

Thou art a banish'd man, and here art come.
Before the expiration of thy time,

In braving arms against thy sovereign.

Boling. As I was banish'd, I was banish'd Here-
ford

;

But as 1 come, I come for Lancaster.

And, noble uncle, I beseech your ^race,

Look on my wrongs with an inditterent eye :

Vou are my father, for, methinks, in you
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, mv father!

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn'd
A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties

Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away
To upstart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I bom?
If that nay cousiii king be king of England,
It must be granted, I am the duke of Lancaster.
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman :

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down.
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father.

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay.
I am denied to sue my livery here.

And yet ray letters patent give me leave :

My father's goods are all disfrain'd, and sold
;

And these, and all, are all amiss employ'd.
What would you have me do ? I am a subject.

And challenge law : Attorneys are denied me
;

And therefore personally I lay my claim
To my inheritance of free descent.

North. The noble duke hath been too much abns"d.

Ross. It stands your grace upon, to do hira right.

ff^iflo. Base mtn by his endowments are made
great.

York. My lords of Ensjland, let me tell you this,

I have had feeling of my coiisin'r wrongs.
And labourd all I could to do him right

:

But in this kind to come, in braving arms.
Be his own carver, an 1 cut out his way.
To find out right with wrong,—it may not be ;

And you, that do abet him in this kind.

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.

North. The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is

But for his own : and, for the right of that.

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid
;

And let him ne'er see joy, that breaks that oath.
York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms

;

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess.

Because my power is weak, and all ill left

:

But, if I could, by Him that gave me life,

I would attach you all, and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king

;

But, since I cannot, be it known to you,
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ;

—

Unless you please to enter in the castle.
And there repose you for this night.

Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept.
But we must win your grace, to go with us
'I'o Bristol-castle

; which they say is held
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices,
The caterpillars of the commonwealth.
Which I have sworn to weed, and pluck away.

York. It may be, I will go with you:—but vet
I'll pause;

ror 1 am loath to break our country's laws.
,Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are :

Things past redress, are now with me past care.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—^ Camp in Wales.

Enter Salisbury and a Captain.

Cap My lord of Salisbury, we have staid ten days,
And hardly kept our countrymen together.
And yet we hear no tidings from the king;
Thereffire we will disperse ourselves : farewell.

Sal. Stay yet^another day, thou.trusty Welshman

;

The king reposeth all his confidence
In thee. [s(ay_

Cap. 'Tis thought the king is dead : we will not
The bay-trees in our country are wither'd,
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven

;

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth.
And lean look'd prophets whisper fearful change ;

Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap,—
The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy.
The other, to enjoy by rage and war

:

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.

—

Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled.

As well assur'd, Richard their king is dead. [Exit.
Sal. Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of heavy mind,

I see thy glory, like a shooting star.

Fall to the base earth from the firmament

!

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west,
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest

:

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes
;

-Ind crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit,

ACT III.

Scene l.—BoHngbroke's Camp at Bristol.

Enter Bolingeroke, York, Northumberland,
Percy, Willoughby, Ross : Officers behind,
with BusHY' and Green, prisoners.

Boling. Bring forth these men.

—

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls
(Since presently your souls must part your bodies,!
With too much urging your pernicious lives.
For 'twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood
From off my hands, here, in the view of men,
I will unfold some causes of your death.
You have misled a prince, a royal king,
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments,
By you unhappied and disfignr'd clean.
You have, in manner, with your sinful hours.
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him;
Broke the possession of a royal bed.
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wro
Myself—a prince, by fortune of my birth

;

Near to the king in blood ; and near in love.
Till you did make him misinterpret me,

—

Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries,

And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds,
Eating the bitter bread of banishment:
Whilst you have fed upon my signories,

Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my forest woods
From my own windows torn my household coat,

Raz'd out my impress, leaving me no sign,

—

Save men's opinions, and my living blood,

—

To show the world I am a gentleman.
This, and much more, much more than twice all this,

Condemns you to the death :—See them deliver'd
To execution and the hand of death. [over
Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me.

Than Bolingbroke to England.—Lords, farewell.

Green. My comfort is,—that heaven will take our
souls.

And plague injustice with the pains of hell.

Boling. My lord Northumberland, see them
despatch'd.

[Exeunt Northumberland and others, with
Prisoners.

Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house ;

For heaven's sake, fairly let her be entreated :

Tell her, I send io her my kind commends

;

Take special care my greetings be deliver'd.

York. A gentleman of mine I have despatch'd
With letters of your love to her at large.

irongs.
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Bo/inr/.Thanks, gentle uncle.—Come, lords, away;

fo fight with Glendower and his complices ;

Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Coast of fVales. A Castle in View.

Flourish : Drums a?id Trumpets. Enter King
Richard, Bishop of Cakusle, Aumerle, anci
Soldiers.

K. Rich. Barkloughly-castle call y%n this at hand ?

Aum. Yes, my lord : How brooks your grace the

air,

Afler late tossing on the breaking seas ? [joy,

K. Rich. Needs must I like it well ; I weep for

To stand upon my kingdom once again.

—

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand,
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs :

As a lung parted mother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting;
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth.

And do tJiee favour with my royal hands.
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth.

Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense :

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom.
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way

;

Doing annoyance to the treacherous iett.

Which with usurping steps do trample thee.

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies

:

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower.

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurting adder;
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.

—

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords
;

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones

Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king
Shall falter under fonl rebellious arms.

Bishop. Fear not, my lord; that Power, that

made you king.

Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all.

The means, that heaven yields, must be embrac'd.

And not neglected; else, if heaven would.

And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse;

Tiie proffer'd means of succour and redress.

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss
;

Whilst Bolingbroke, through our securily,

Grows strong and great, in substance, and in friends.

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! know'st thou

not.

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid

Behind the globe, and lights the lower world.
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen.

In murders, and in outrage, bloody here
;

But when, from uuder this terrestrial ball.

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines,

And darts his light through every guilty hole.

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins.

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs,

•Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ?

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,

—

Who all this while hath revell'd in the night.

Whilst we were wand'ring wit'i the antipodes,

—

Shall see us rising in our throne the east.

His treasons will sit blushing in his face,

Not able to endure the sight of day,

But, self affrighted, tremble at bis sin.

Not all the water in the rough rude sea

Can wash the balm from an anointed king :

The breath of worldly men cannot depose

The deputy elected by the Lord :

For every man, that Bolingbroke hath press'd.

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown,

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay

A glori(ms angel ; then, if angels fight, [right.

Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the

Enter Salisbury.

Welcome, my lord ; How far off lies your power ?

Sal. Nor near, nor further off", my gracious lord.

Than this weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue.

And bids me speak of nothing but despair.

One day too late, 1 fear, my noble lord.

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth

:

O, call back yesterday, bid time return,

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men ;

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,

O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy slate
;

For all the VVelshnien, hearing thou wert dead.
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers'd, and fled.

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace
so pale ? [men

K. Rich. But now, the blood <jf twenty thousand
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled

;

And, till so much blood thither come again.

Have I not reason to look pale and dead ?

All souls, that will be safe, fly from my side

;

For time hath set a blot upon my pride.

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are.

K. Rich. 1 had forgot myself: Am I not king?
Awake, fhou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep'st.

Is not the king's name forty thousand names ?

Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes

At thy great glory.—Look not to the ground.

Ye favourites of a king ; Are we not high ?

High be our thoughts : I know, my uncle York
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who
Comes here ?

Enter Scroop.

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my
liege.

Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him.

K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd;

The vvorst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, 'twas my care;

And what loss is it, to be rid of care ?

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ?

Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God,
We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so

:

Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ;

They break their faith to God, as well as us :

Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay

;

The worst is—death, and death will have his day.

Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is soarm'd
To bear the tidings of calamity.

Like an unseasonable stormy day.

Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores.

As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears
;

So high above his limits swells the rage

Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land

With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel.

White-beards have arm'd their thin and hair'ess

scalps
Against thy majesty ; boys, with women's voices.

Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints

In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown :

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew against thy state

;

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills

Against thy seat: both young and old rebel,

And all goes worse than I have power to tell.

K. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell'st a tale

so ill.

Where is tne earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot?
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green?
That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it.

I warrant, they have made peace with Bolingbroke.

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed,

my lord. [demption

!

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without re-

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! [heart

!

Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my
Three Judasses, each one thrice worse than Judas !

Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for this offence !

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property,

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate :

—

Again uncnrse their souls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands : those, whom you

curse, r.

I
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Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound.
And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground.

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wilt-
shire, dead ? [heads.

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their

Au?ri. Where is the duke my father with his

power ? [speak :

K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs;
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

Let's choose executors, and talk of wills :

And yet not so,—for what can we bequeath,
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ?

Our lauds, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's,

And nothing can we call our own, but death:
And that small model of the barren earth.

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For heaven's sake, let us .sit upon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings :

—

How some have been depos'd, some slain in war

;

Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd
;

Some poison'd by their wives, some sleeping kill'd

;

All murder'd :—For within the hollow crowu,
That rounds the mortal temples of a king.
Keeps death his court : and there the antic sits.

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp;
Allowing him a breath, a little scene ^
To wonarcliize, be fear'd, and kill with looks

;

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,

—

As if this flesh, which walls about our life,

Were brass impregnable; aud.humour'd thus.
Comes at the last, and with a little pin
Bores through his castle wall, and—farewell, king I

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect.

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty.
For you have but mistook me all this while

:

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief.

Need friends :—Subjected thus,

How can you say to me—I am a king? [woes.
Car. My lord, wise men ne'er wail their present

But presently prevent the ways to wail.

To fear the toe, since fear oppresseth strength.
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe,

Aud so your follies fight against yourself
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight

:

And fight and die, is death destroying death
;

Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath.
Aum. My father hall; a power, enquure of him;

And learn to make a body of a limb.

K. Ric/i. Thou chid'st me well:—Proud Boling-
broke, I come

To change blows with thee for our day of doom.
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown

;

An easy task it is, to win our own.

—

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with hia power ?

Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour.

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky
The state and inclination of tne day

:

So may you by my dull and heavy eye.
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say.

I play the torturer, by small and small,

To lengthen out the v/orst that must be spoken :

—

Your uncle York hath join'd with Boliugbroke
;

Aud all your northern castles yielded up.
And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon his party.

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.

—

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth

[To Aumerle.)
Of that sweet way I was in to despair !

What say you now ? What comfort have we now ?

By heaven, I'll hate him everlastingly.
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go, to Flint castle ; there I'll pine away : .

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey.
That power, I have, discharge ; and let them go
To ear the land, that hath some hope to grow,
For I have none ;—Let no man speak again

To alter this, for counsel is but vain.
Aum. My liege, one word.
K. Rich. He does me double wrong,

That woimds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
Discharge my followers, let them hence ;—Away,
From Richard's night, to Bolingbroke's fair day.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—Wales. Before Flint Castle.

Enter, with drum and colours, Bolikgbroke and
Forces ; York, Northumberland, and otIters

Baling. So that by this intelligence we learn.
The Welshmen are dispers'd ; and Salisbury
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed.
With some few private friends, upon this coast.
North. The news is very fair and good, my lord,

Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head.
York. It would beseem (he lord Northumberland,

To say—king Richard :—Alack the heavy day,
When such a sacred king should hide his head !

North. Your grace mistakes me ; only to be brief.

Left I his title out.

York. The time hath been.
Would you have been so brief with him, he would
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you.
For taking so the head, your whole head's length.

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you
should. [should,

liork- Take not, good cousin, further than you
Lest you mis-take : The heavens are o'er your head.

Boling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not
Myself against their will.—But who comes here ?

Enter Percy.

Well, Harry ; what, will not this castle yield ?
Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord.

Against thy entrance.

Boling. Royally

!

Why, it contains no king?
Percy. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a king : king Richard lies

Within the limits of yon lime and stone :

And with him are the lord i^umerle, lord Salisbury,
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learn.

North. Belike, it is the bishop of Carlisle.

Boling. Noble lord, (To North.)
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle

;

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver.

Harry Bolingbroke
On both his knees doth kiss king Richard's hand

;

And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart.

To his most royal person : hither come
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power;
Provided that, my banishment repeal'd.

And lands restor'd again, be freely granted:

If not, I'll use the advantage of my power.
And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood,

Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen:
The which, how far off"from the mind of Bolingbroke
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard's land.

My stooping duty tenderly shall show.
Go, signify as much ; while here we march
Upon the gi-assy carpet of this plain.

[Northumberland advances to the castle,

tvith a trumpet.)

Let's march without the noise of threat'ning drum.
That from the castle's totter'd battlements

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.

Methinks, king Richard and myself^ should meet
With no less terror than the elements

Of fire and water, when their thund'ring shock

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water;

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain

My waters ; on the earth, and not on him-

March on, and mark king Richsrd how he looks.
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A parle sounded, and answered by another trum-
pet ivithin. Flourish. Enter on the lualls

King Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, Au-
MERLE, Scroop, awo? Salisbury.

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself appear.

As doth the blushing discontented sou

From out the tiery portal of the east

;

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent
To dim his jlory, and to stain the track

Of his blight passage to the Occident.

Yet looks he like a king ; behold his eye.

As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth

Controlling majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe.
That any harm should stain so fair a show !

K. Rich. We are ainaz'd ; and thus long have
we stood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,

(To Northumberland.)

Because we thought onrself thy lawful king

;

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their awful duty to our presence ?

If we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath distniss'd us from our stewardship :

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre.

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp.

And though you think, that all, as yon have done,

Have torn their souls, by turning them from us.

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ;

—

Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent.

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf.

Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike

Your children yet unborn, and unbegot.
That lift your vassal hands against my head.
And threat the glory of my precious crown.
Tell Bolingbroke, (foryond', methinks, he is,)

That every stride he makes upon my land.

Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope

The purple testament of bleeding war

;

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace,

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mother's sous

Shall ill become the flower of England's face
;

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace

To scarlet indignation, and bedew
He pastures' grass with faithful English blood.

North. The king of heaven forbid, our lord the

Should so with civil and uncivil arms [king

Be rush'd upon ! Thy thrice noble cousin,

Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand
;

And by the honourable tomb he swears.

That stands upon thy royal grandsire's hones
;

And by the royalties of both your bloods,

Currents, that spring from one most gracious head
;

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt

;

And by the worth and honour of himself.

Comprising all that may be sworn or said,

—

His coming hither hath no further scope,

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees

:

Which on thy royal party granted once.

His glittering arms he will commend to rust.

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart

To faithful service of your majesty.

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just;

And, as I ain a gentleman, I credit him.

K. Rich. Northumberland, say,—thus the king

returns ;

—

His noble cousin is right welcome hither

;

And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplish'd without contradiction :

With all the gracious utterance thou hast.

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.

—

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not,

(To Aianerle.)

To look. so poorly, and to speak so fair ?

Sh^ll we call back Northumberland, and send
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ?

Atcm. No, aood my lord ; let s figlit with gentle

words.

Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful
swords. [of mine,

K. Rich. O God ! O God ! that e'er this tongue
Tliat laid the sentence of dread banishment
On yon proud man, should take it off again
With words of sooth ! O, that I were as great
As is my grief, or lesser than my name !

Or that I could forget what 1 have been !

Or not remember what I must be now I

Swell'st thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee scope to
beat.

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Boling-

broke. [he submit ?

K. Rich. What must the king do now ? Must
The king shall do it. Must he be depos'd''

The king shall be contented. Must he lose

The name of king ? o'God's name, let it go
I'll give my jewels, for a set of beads

;

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage
;

My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown
;

My iigur'd goblets, for a dish of wood
;

My sceptre, for a palmer's walking-staff;

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints
;

And my large kingdom for a little grave,
A little little grave, an obscure grave :

—

Or I'll be buried in the king's highway,
Some way of common trade, where subjects' feet

May hourly trample on their sovereign's head :

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live ;

And, buried once, why not upon my head ?

—

Aumerle, thou weep'st; My tender-hearted cou-

sin !

—

We'll make foul weather with despised tears;

Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer com,
And make a dearth in this revolting land.

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes,
And make some pretty match with shedding tears ?

As thus ;—To drop them still upon one place,

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves
Within the earth : and, therein laid,

—

There lies

Ttvo kinsmen, digg'd their graves with weeping
eyes 1

Would not this ill do well?—Well, well, I see
I talk but idly, and you mock at me.

—

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland,
What says king Bolingbroke ? will iiis majesty
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ?

Von make a leg, and Bolingbroke says—ay.

North. My lord, in the base court be doth attend

To speak with you ; may't please you to come down?
K. Rich. Down, down, I come : like ghstering

Phaeton,
Wanting the manage of unruly jades.

(North, retires to Baling J
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow

base.

To come at traitors' calls, and do them g>-ace.

In the base court ? Come down ? Down court

!

down king

!

For night-owls .shriek, where mounting larks should

sing. [Exeunt, from above.
Baling. What says his majesty ?

North. Sorrow and grief of heart

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man:
Yet he is come.

Enter King Richard, and his Attendants below.

Baling. Stand all apart.

And show fair duty to his majesty.

—

My gracious lord,

—

(Kneeling.)

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely

knee.

To make the base earth proud with kissing it

:

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love,

Tlian my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy.

Up, cousin, up
;
your heart is up, I know,

'J'nus high at \eiiSt,(toucliing his own head,)Mhovgh
your knee be low.

Baling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own.
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K- Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yoars,

and all.

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord.

As ray true service shall deserve your love.

K. Rich. Well you deserve :—They well deserve

to have,

That know the strongest and surest way to get.

—

Uncle, give me your liand ; nay, dry your eyes,

Tears show their love, but want their remedies.

—

Cousiu, I am too young to be your father,

Though you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, Til give, and willing too ;

For do we must, what force will have us do.

—

Set on towards London :—Cousin, is it so ?

Buling. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rich. Then 1 must not say, no.

[Flourish. Exeunt.

ScEtiElW.—Langley. The Duke of York's Garden.

Enter the Queen, a7id two ladies.

Queen, what sport shall we devise here in this

garden,
To drive away the heavy thought of care?

] Lady. Madam, we'll i)lay at bowls.

Queen. 'Twill make me think,

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune

Runs 'gainst the bias.

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance.

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight.

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief:

Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport.

1 Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales.

Queen. Of sorrow, or ofjoy ?

1 Lady. Of either, madam.
Queen. Of neither, girl :

For if ofjoy, Ijeing altogether wanting.

It doth remember me the more of sorrow;
Or if of grief, being altogether had,

] t adds more sorrow to my want ofjoy :

For what I have, 1 need not to repeat;

And what I want, it boots not to complain.

1 Lady. Madam, I'll sing.

Queen. 'Tis well that thou hast cause
;

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou
weep. [good.

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you
Queen. And I could weep, would weeping do me

And never borrow any tear of thee. [good.

But stay, here come the gardeners :

Let's step into the shadow of these trees.

—

Enter a Gardener, and ttvo Servants.

My wretchedness unto a row of pins.

They'll talk of state for every one doth so

Against a change : Woe is forerun with woe.
[Queen and Ladies retire.)

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apricocks.

Which, like unruly children, make their sire

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight

:

Give some supportance to the bending twigs.

—

Go thou, and, like an executioner.

Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays.

That look too lofty in the commonwealth :

All must be even in our government.

—

You thus employ 'd, I will go root away
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers.

I Serv. Why should we, in the compass ofa pale,

Keep law, and form, and due proportion,

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate ?

VVhen our sea-walled garden, the whole land.
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok'd up,

Her fruit-trees all unprnn'd, her hedges ruiud,
Her knots disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs
Swarming with caterpillars?
Gard. Hold thy peace :

—

He, that hath snfiFer'd this disorder'd spring,
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf

:

The weeds, that his broad spreading leaves did
shelter.

That seem'd in eating him to hold him up.
Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Boliugbroke

;

I mean, the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green.
1 Serv. What, are they dead ?

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke
Hath seiz'd the wasteful king.—Oh ! what pity is it.

That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land.
As we this garden ! We at time of year
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees;

Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood.
With too much riches it confound itself:

Had he done so to great and growing men.
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste

Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live :

Had he done so, himself had borne the crovtTi,

Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down.
1 Serv. What, think you then, the king shall be

depos'd ?

Gard. Depress'd he is already ; and depos'd,

'Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came last night

To a dear friend of the good duke of York's,
That tell black tidings.

Queen. O, I am press'd to death.
Through want of speaking !—Thou, old Adam's

likeness, {Comingfrom her concealment.)
Set to dress this garden, how dares
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news ?

What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee
To make a second fall of cursed man?
Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos'd ?

Dar'st thou, thou little better thing than earth.

Divine his downfall ? Say, where, when, and how,
Cam'st thou by these ill-tidings ? speak, thou wretch.
Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I,

To breathe this news
;
yet, what 1 say, is true.

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh'd :

In your lord's scale is nothing but himself,

And some few vanities, that make him light;

But in the balance of great Boliugbroke,
Besides himself, are all the English peers,
And with that odds he weighs king Richard down.
Post you to London, and you'll find it so

;

I speak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot,

Doth not thy embassage belong to me.
And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think'st

To serve me last, that I may longest keep
Thy sorrow in ray breast.—Come, ladies, go,

To meet at London London's king in woe.

—

What, was I bom to this ! that my sad look
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke?
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe,
1 would, the plants thou graft'st, may never grow.

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies.
Gard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no

worse,
I would, my skill were subject to thy curse.

—

Here did she drop a tear; here, in this place,

I'll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace :

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen.

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. lExeunf.

ACT IV.

Scene I. —London. Westminster Hall. The Lords
spiritual on the right of the throne ; the Lords
temporal on the left ; the Commons belotv.

Enter BOLINGBROKE, AUJIERLE, SuRREY. NORTH-
UMBERLAND, Percv, FiTZWATER, another Lord,
Bishop of Carlisle. Abbot of Westminster,
and Attendants. Officers behind with Bagot.

Boling. Call forth Bagot:—
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ;

What thou dost know of noble Gloster's death
;

Who w-rought it with the king, and who perform'd
Tiie bloody ofiice of his timeless end.

Bagot. Then sot before my face the lord Aumerle.
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Buliyt'j. Cousin, stand forth, and look, upon that
man. [tongue

Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd.

In that dead time, when Gloster's death was plotted,
I heard you sav,—/* tiot my arm of length,
Tluit reachethfrom the restful English court
As fa? as Calais, to mij uncle's headf
Amongst much other talk, that very time,
I heard you say, that you had rather refuse
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns,
Than Bolingbroke's return to England

;

Adding withal, how blest this land would be.
In this your cousin's death.

Aian. Princes, and noble lords.
What answer shall I make to this base man ?

Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars,

Ou eqnal terras to give him chastisement?
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd

With the attainder of his sland'rous lips.

—

There is my gage, the manual seal of death,
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest,

And will maintain what thou hast said is false,
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base
To stain the temper of my knightly sword.

Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou slialt not take it up.
J M/«. Excepting one, I would he were the best

In all this presence, that hath niov'd me so.

Fitz. ii that thy valour stand ou sympathies.
There is my gage, Aumerle, iu gage to thine :

By that fair sun, that shows me where thou stand'st,

1 heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak'st it.

That thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death.
If thou deny'st it, twenty times thou liest;

And I \yill turn thy falsehood to thy heart.
Where it was forged, witli my rapier's point.

Aiim. Thou dar'st not, co\vaid, live to see that day.
Fitz. Now, by ray soul, I would it were this hour.
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art dauin'd to hell for this.

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true.

In this appeal, as thou art all unjust;

And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage,
^J'o prove it on thee, to the extremest point

Of mortal breathing; seize it, if thou dar'st.

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off,

And never brandish more revengeful steel

Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! [Aumerle :

Lord. I take the earth to the like, forsworn
And spur thee on with full as many lies

As may be holla'd in thy treacherous ear
From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn

;

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. [at all :

Aum. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I'll throw
I have a thousand spirits in one breast.

To answer twenty thousand such as you.

Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, 1 do remember well
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. [then

;

Fitz. My lord, 'tis true : you were in presence
And you can witness with me this is true. [true.

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is

Fitz. Surrey, thou best.

Surrey. Dishonourable boy I

Tiiat lie sliall lie so heavy on my sword,
'I'iiat it shall render vengeance and revenge.
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie

in earth as quiet as thy father's scull.

In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st.

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse !

II i dare eat, <ir drink, or breathe, or live,

1 dare meet Surrey in a wilderness.
And spit apon him, whilst I say, he lies,

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith.

To tie thee to my strong correction.

—

As I intend to thrive in this new world,
Aumerle is guilty of my true api)eal

:

Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say,
^rhiit thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais.
Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage.

That Norfolk lies : here do 1 throw down this,

If he may be repeal'd to try his honour. Igag^e,

Boling. These differences shall aJl rest under
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he shall be,
And, though mine enemy, restor'd again

To all his land and signories; when he's return'd,

Against Aumerle we will enforce this trial.

Car. That honourable day shall ne'er be seen.

—

Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought

For Jesu Christ; in glorious Christian field

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross.

Against black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens

:

And, toil'd with works of vvar, retir'd himself

To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave
His body to that pleasant country's earth.

And his pure soul unto his captain, Christ,

Under whose colours he had (ought so long.

Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead V

Car. As sure as I live, my lord. [bosom
Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the

Of good old Abraham !—Lords appellants.

Your differences shall all rest under gage
Till we assign you to your days of trial.

Enter York, attended.

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee

From plnme-pluck'd Richard; who with willing soul

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields

To the possession of thy royal hana :

Ascend his throne, descending now from him,

—

And long live Henry, of that name the fourth !

Boling. In God's name, I'll ascend the regal

Car. Marry, God forbid I

—

[throne.

Worst in this royal presence may I speak.

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.

Would God, that any in this noble presence
Were enough noble to be upright judge
Of noble Richard; then true uobless would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong.
What subject can give sentence on his king ?

And who sits here that is not Richard's subject?
Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear.

Although apparent guilt be seen in them.
And shall the figure of God's majesty.

His captain, steward, deputy elect.

Anointed, crowned, planted many years.
Be judg'd by subject and inferior breath,

And he himself not present? O, forbid it, God,
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed !

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,
Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king.

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king.

Is a foul treiitor to proud Hereford's king :

And if yon crown him, let me prophesy,

—

The blood of English shall manure the ground.
And future ages groan for this foul act

;

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels,

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound

;

Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny.

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd

The field of Golgotha, and dead men's sculls.

O, if you rear this house against this house.
It will the woefullest division prove.

That ever fell upon this cursed earth :

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so.

Lest child, child's children, cry against yoa—woe !

North. Well have you argu'd, sir ; and, for your
pains.

Of capital treason we arrest you here :

—

My lord of Westminster, be it your charge
To keep him safely till his day of trial.

—

May it please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit?

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed
Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct [Exit.

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest,

Procure your sureties lor your days of answer :

—
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Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle.)

And little look'd for at your helping hands.

Re-enter York, ivilh King Richard, and Officers

bearing the crown, §fc.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king.

Before I have shook off' the regal thooghts

Wherewith I reiiin'd ? I hardly vet have learn'd

To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee :

—

Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me
To this submission. Yet I well remember
The favours of these men : Were they not mine ?

Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ?

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve,

Founa truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand,

none.

God save the king I—Will no man say amen ?

Am I both priest and clerk ? well then, amen.

God save the king ! although I be not he
;

And yet, amen, if heaven do think liim me.

—

To do what service am I sent for hither ?

York. To do that office, of thine own good will.

Which tired majesty did make thee offer,

—

The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bolingbroke. [seize the crown ;

K. Rich. Give me the crovni :—Here, cousin.

Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine.

Now is this golden crown like a deep well.

That owes two buckets filling one another;

The emptier ever dancing in the air.

The other down, unseen, and full of water :

The bucket down, and full of tears, am I,

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high.

Baling. I thought you had been willing to resign.

K. Rich. My crown I am; but still my griefs are

You may my glories and my state depose, [mine :

But not my griefs ; still am I king of those.

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your
crown. [down.

K. Rich. V'our cares, set up, do not pluck my cares

My care is'—loss of care, by old care done
;

Your care is—gain of care, by new care won :

The cares I give, I have, though given away

;

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay.

Baling. Are you contented to resign the crown?
K. Rich. Ay, no;—no, ay:—for I must nothing

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. [be

;

Now mark me how I will undo myself :

—

1 give this heavy weight from off my head.

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand.

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart;

With mine o-^vn tears I wash away my balm.
With mine own hands I give away my crown.
With mine ovni tongue deny my sacred state.

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths :

All pomp and majesty I do forswear

;

My manors, rents, and revenues, I forego;

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny

;

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me !

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee

!

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd
;

And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all achiev'd !

Long may'st thou live in Richard's seat to sit.

And soon lie Richard in an eartiily pit

!

God save king Henry, unking'd Richard says.

And send him many years of sunshine days

!

What more remains'?

North. No more, but that you read

[Offering a paper.)
These accusations, and these grievous crimes.

Committed by your person, and your followers,

Against the state and profit of this land
;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

K. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out
My weav'd-up follies? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences were upon record.
Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop.
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst,
There shouldst thou fiud one heinous article,

—

Containing the deposing of a king.

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

—

Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven:

—

Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me.
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands.
Showing an outward pity

;
yet you Pilates

Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross,

And water cannot wash away your sin.

North. My lord, despatch ; read o'er these articlea.

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see

:

And yet salt water blinds them not so much.
But they can see a sort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,

I find myself a traitor with the rest:

For I have given here my soul's consent.

To undeck the pompous body of a king
;

Make glory base ; and sovereignty, a slave

;

Proud majesty, a subject; state, a peasant.

North. My lord,

—

[man,

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insulting

Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title,

—

'No, not that name was given me at the font,

—

But 'tis usurp'd :—Alack the heavy day,

That I have worn so many winters out.

And know not now what name to call myself!

O, that I were a mockery king of snow.
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water-drops !— [good,)

Good king,— great king,— (and yet not greatly

An if my word be sterling yet in England,
Let it command a mirror hither straight;

That it may show me what a face I have.

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.

Baling. Go some of you, and fetch a looking-

glass. [Exit an Attendant.
North. Read o'er this paper, while the glass doth

come. [to hell.

K.Rich. Fiend! thou torment'st me ere I come
Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland.
Nurth. The commons will not then be satisfied.

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied ; I'll read enough.
When I do see the very book indeed

Where all my sins are writ, and that's—myself.

Re-enter Attendant, with a glass.

Give me that glass, and therein will I read.

—

No deeper wnnkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck

So many blows upon this face ofmine.

And made no deeper wounds ?—O, flattering glass.

Like to my followers in prosperity,

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face

That every day under his household roof

Did keep ten thousand men ? Was tliis the face.

That, like the sun, did make beholders ^vink ?

Was this the face, that fac'd so many follies.

And was at last out-fac'd by Bolingbroke ?

A brittle glory shineth in this face :

As brittle as the glory is the face

:

[Dashes the glass against the ground.)

For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.

—

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport,—

How soon ray sorrow hath destroy'd my face.

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy'd

The shadow of your face.

K. Rich. Say that again.

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let's see :

—

'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ;

And these external manners of lament »

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief.

That swells with silence in the tortur'd soul

,

There lies the substance : and I thank thee, king.

For thy great bounty, that not only giv'st

Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon,

And then be gone, and trouble you no more.

Shall I obtain it?

Bolin Name it, fair cousin.

K. Rich. Fair cousin ? Why, I am greater than

a king :
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For, when I was a king, ray flatterers

\V'ere then but subjects; being; now asubject,

I have a king here to my flatterer.

Being so great, I have no need to beg.

Bolinxj. Y et ask.

K. Rich. And shall I have ?

Bolhif). You shall.

A. Rich. Then give me leave to go.

Boline/. Whither? [sights,

A. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your
Boli?i(/. Go, some of you, convey him to tlie

Tower. [you all,

K. Rich. O, good ! Convey ?—Conveyers are

That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall.

lExeunt K. Richard, some Lords, anda Guard.

Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set

down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves.

[Exeunt all but the Abbot, Bishop of Carlisle,

and Aumerle.

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld.

Car. The woe s to come ; the children yet un-

born
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ?

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein.

You shall not only take the sacrament

To bury mine intents, but to effect

Whatever I shall happen to devise:

—

I see your brows are lull of discontent.

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears
;

Come home with me to supper ; I will lay

A plot, shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

London. A Street leading to the Tower.

Enter Queen and Ladies.

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the

To Julius CsesaHs ill-erected tower, [way
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord

Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke :

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth

Have any resting for her true king's queen.

Enter King Richard, and Guards.

But soft, but see, or rather do not see,

My fair rose wither : Yet look up; behold
;

That you in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.

—

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand
;

Thou map of honour ; thou king Richard's tomb.
And not king Richard; thou most beauteous inn.

Why should hard-favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee,

When triumph is become an alehouse guest ?

iv. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do
not so.

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul.

To think our former state a happy dream
;

From which awak'd, the truth of what we are

Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet.

To grim necessity ; and he and I

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France,
And cloister thee in some religious house :

Our holy lives must win a new world's crown.
Which our profane hours here have stricken down.
Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and

mind
Transform'd, and weaken'd ? Hath Bolingbroke
Depos'd thine intellect? Hath he been in thy heart?

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw.
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage
To be o 'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pu|.il-like.

Take thy correction mildly? kiss the rod

;

And fawn on rage with base humility.

Which art a lion, and a king of beasts?
K.Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught but

I had been still a happy king of men. [beasts.

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for
France :

Think, I am dead • and that even here thou tak'st.

As from my death bed, ray last living leave.

In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire

With good old folks ; and let them tell thee tales

Of woeful ages, long ago betid :

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief,

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me.
And send the hearers weeping to their beds.
For why, the senseless brands will sympathize
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue.

And, in compassion, weep the fire out

:

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black,

For the deposing of a rightful king.

Enter Northumberland, attended.

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is

chang'd

;

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower.

—

And, madam, there is order ta'en for you
;

With all swift speed you must away to France.
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder, where-

withal

The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne,

The time shall not be many hours of age
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head.
Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think.

Though he divide the realm, and give thee hi.lf

,

It is too little, helping him to all

;

And he shall think, that thou, which know'st the

To plant unrightfnl kings, wilt know again, [way
Being ne'er so little urg'd, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurp'd throne.

The love of wicked iriends converts to fear;

That fear, to hate ; aud hate turns one, or both.

To worthy danger, and deserved death.
North. My guilt be on my head, aud there an end.

Take leave, and part; for you must part forth-

with
A'. Rich. Doubly divorc'd ?—Bad men, ye violate

A twofold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me
;

And then, betwixt me and my married wife.

—

Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me;
And yet not so, for w ith a kiss 'twas made.

—

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north.

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime
;

My wife to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp.
She came adorned hither like sweet May,
Sent back like Hallowmas, or short'st of day.

Queen. And must we be divided? must we part?
A. Rick. Ay, hand from hand, rny love, and

heart from neart. [me.

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king with
North. That were some love, but little policy.

Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go,

A'. Rich. So two, together weepinj, make one
woe.

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here

;

Better fai off", than^near, be ne'er the near'.

Go, count thy way with sighs; I, mine with groans.

Queen. So longest way shall have the longest

moans. [being short,

K. Rich. Twice for one step I'll groan, the way
And piece the way out with a heavy heart.

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let's be brief.

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief.

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part

;

Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy h"-* rt.

{They hiss.)

Queen. Give me mine ovni again; 'twere no good
part.

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart.

{Kiss again.)

So, now I have mine own again, begone.

That I may strive to kill it witli a groan. [delay

;

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say.

[Exeunt.
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Scene II.

—

The same. A Room in the Duke of
York's Palace.

Enter York, and his Duchess.

Duch. My lord, you told me, you would tell the

rest,

When weeping made you break the story off

Of our two cousius coming into London.
York. Where did I leave ?

Duck. At that sad stop, my lord,

Where rude misgovern'd hands, from windows'
tops,

Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard's head.

York. Then, as I said> the duke, great Boling-

broke,

—

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed.

Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know,

—

With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course.

While all tongues cried—God save thee, Boling-

broke !

You would have thought the very windows spake,

So many greedy looks of young and old

Through casements darted their desiring eyes
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls,

With painted imag'ry, had said at once,

—

JesH preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke !

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning,

Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck
;

Bespake them thus,—I thank you, countrymen :

And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along.

Duch. Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he the
while ?

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men,
After a well grac'd actor leaves the stage.

Are idly bent on him that enters next.

Thinking his prattle to be tedious

:

Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save

him

;

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home

:

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head
;

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

—

His face still combating with tears and smiles.

The badges of his grief and patience,

—

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd

The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted.
And barbarism itself have pitied him.

But heaven hath a hand in these events
;

To whose high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now.
Whose state and honour I for aye allow.

Enter AuMERLE.
Duch. Here comes my son Auraerle.

York. Aumerle that was ,•

But that is lost, for being Richard's friend.

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now;
I am in parliament pledge for his truth,

And lasting fealty to the new-made king.

Duch. Welcome, my son : Who are the violets

now.
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring?
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not

:

God knows, I had as lief be none, as one.

York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of
time,

Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and

triumphs?
Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do.
York. You will be there, I know.
Aum. If God prevent it not ; I purpose so.

York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy
bosom ?

Yea, look'st thou pale ? let me see the writing.
Aum. My lord, 'tis nothing.
York. No matter then who sees it

:

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing.
Aum. I do beseech your grace to parclon ine

;

It is a matter of small consequence,
Which for some reasons I would not have seen.

Itork. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see.
I fear, I fear,

—

Duck. What should you fear?
'Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter'd into
For gay apparel, 'gainst the triumph day.

York. Bound to himself ? what doth he with a
bond

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool to.
Boy, let me see the writing. [show it.

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not
York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say.

[Snatches it, and reads.)
Treason! foul treason!— villain ! traitor! slave!
Duch. What is the matter, my lord ?
York. Ho! who is within there? {Enter a Ser-

vant.) Saddle my horse.
God for his mercy ! what treachery is here !

Duch. Why, what is it, my lord ?

^iork. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my
horse :

—

For by mine honour, by my life, my troth,
I will impeach the villain. [Exit Servant.

> Duch. What's the matter?
York. Peace, foolish woman. [son?
Duch. I will not peace :—What is the matter,
Aum. Good mother, be content; it b no more

Than my poor life must answer.
Duch. Thy life answer

!

Re-enter Servant, with boots.

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king.
Duch. Strike him, Aumerle.— Poor boy, thou

art amaz'd :

—

Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight.

—

[To the Servant.)
York. Give me my boots, I say.
Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do ?

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ?
Have we more sons? or are we like to have ?
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ?
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age.
And rob me of a happy mother's name ?
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ?

York. Thou fond mad woman,
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ?

A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament

,

And interchangeably set down their hands.
To kill the king at Oxford.
Duch. He shall be none;

We'll keep him here : Then what is that to him
York. Away,

Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son,
I would appeach him.
Duch. Hadst thou groan'd for him,

As I have done, thou'dst be more pitiful.

But now I know thy mind : thou dost suspect.
That I have been disloyal to thy bed.
And that he is a bastard, not thy son

:

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind :

He is as like thee as a man may be.

Not hke to me, or any of my kin.

And yet I love him.

York. Make way, unruly woman.
[ Exit.

Duch. After, Aumerle ; mount thee upon his

horse

;

Spur, post ; and get before him to the king,

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.

I'll not be long behind ; though I be old,

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York :

And never will I rise up from the ground,
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee : Away

;

Begone. [ Exeunt.

Scene III.— TVindsor. ARootn in the Castle.

Enter Bolingbroke as King ; Percy, and othef
Lords.

Boling. Can no man tell of my imthrifty son?
'Tis full three months, since I did see him List :

—

If any plague hang over us, 'tis he
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I would to God, my lords, he night be found :

Ipquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there.

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent.

With unrest aiued loose companions

;

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes,

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers
;

While he, young, wanton, and ederainate boy.

Takes ou the point of honour, to support

So dissolute a crew.

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the

prince

;

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford.

Boliny. And what said the gallant ?

Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the

stews

;

Aud from the common'st creature pluck a glove.

And wear it as a favour; and with that

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

Baling. As dissolute, as desperate : yet, through

T see some sparkles of a better hope, [ both.

Which elder days may happily bring forth.

But who comes here ?

Enter Aumerle, hastily.

Atim. Where is the king ?

Boling. WTiat means
Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly?

Aum. God save your grace. I do beseech your

majesty.

To have some conference with your grace alone.

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here

alone.

—

[E.veimt Percy andliords.
What is the matter with our cousin now ?

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth,

{Kneels.)

Wy tongue cleave to ray roof within my mouth.

Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak.

Boling. Intended, or comn;itted was this fault ?

If but the first, how heinous ere it be.

To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. [key,

Aum. Then give me leave, that I may turn the

That no man enter till my tale be done.

Boling. Have thy desire. {Aumerle locks the door.)

York. { Within. ) My Uege, beware ; look to thy-

self;

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.

Boling. Villain, Til make thee safe. {Draiving.)

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand
;

Thou hast no cause to iear.

York. ( fVithin. ) Open the door, secure, fool-

hardy king:

.Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face?

Open the door, or I will break it open.

( Bolingbroke opens the door.

)

Enter York.

Boling. What is the matter, uncle ? speak
;

Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger.

That we may arm us to encounter it. [know
York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt

The treason that my haste forbids me show.

Aum. Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise

past

:

I do repent me ; read not my name there.

My heart is not confederate with my hand.

York. 'Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it

down.

—

I tore I from the traitor's bosom, king

;

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence;

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove

A serpent, that will sting thee to the heart.

Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy !

—

O loyal father of a treacherous son !

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain.

From whence this stream, through muddy passages.

Hath held his current, and defil'd himself!

1'hy overflow of good converts to bad ;

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse
This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

York. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd

;

And he shall spend mine honour with his sliame.

As thriftless sons their scraping father's gold.

Mine honour lives, when his dishonour dies.

Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies :

Thou kill'st me in his life
;
giving him breath,

The traitor lives, the true man's put to death.

Duch. {TVithin.) Wh&t ho, my liege ! for God's
sake let me ia.

Boling. What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes this

eager cry '?

Duch. A woman, and thine aunt, great king ; 'tis, I.

Speak with me, pity me, open the door

;

A beggar begs, that never begg'd before.

Boling. Our scene is alter'd,— from a serions

thing.

And now chang'd to The Beggar and the King.~m
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in

;

I know, she's come to pray for your foul sin.

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray.

More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may.
This fester'd joint cut oil", the rest rests sound •

This, let alone, with all the rest confound.

Enter Duchess.

Duch. O king, believe not tliis hard-hearted man
;

Love, loving not itself, none other can.

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make
here ?

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear?
Duch. Sweet York, be^ patient; Hear me, gentle

liege. ( Kneels.

)

Boling. Rise up, good aunt.

Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech

:

For e\er will I kneel upon my knees.

And never see day, that the happy sees,

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy.

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.

Aum. Unto my mother's prayers, I bend my
knee.

(
Kneels.

)

York. Against them both, my true joints bended
be. ( Kneels.

j

111 may'st thou thrive, if thou grant any grace !

Duch. Pleads he in earnest ? look upon liis face

.

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest

;

His words come from his mouth, ours i'rom our breast

He prays but faintly, and would be denied
;

We pray with heart and soul, and all beside :

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know
;

Our knees shall kneel, till to the ground they grow

;

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy;

Ours, of true zeal, and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have.

That mercy, which true prayers ought to have
Boling. Good aunt, stand up.

Duch. Nay, do not say—stand up;
But pardon, first ; and afterwards stand u|).

An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach,

Pardon—should be the first word of ti-y speech.

I never long'd to hear a word till now
;

Say—pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how

;

The word is short, but not so short as sweet

;

No word like pardon, for kings' mouths so meet.
York. Speak it in French, king ; say, pardonnes

moy.
Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ?

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord.

That sett'st the word itself against the word I

—

Speak, pardon, as 'tis current in our land
;

Ine chopping French we do not understand.

Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there :

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear :

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce.

Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse.

Boling. Good aunt, stand up.

Duch. 1 do not sue to stand,

Par<!on is all the suit I have in hard.
Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me.
Duch. O happy vantage of a kneehng knee!

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it aj^ain
;

Twice saying par'lon, doth not pardon twain.
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With all my heart
But makes one pardou strong.

Baling.
I pardon hini.

•

Duch. A god on earth thou art.

Baling. But for our trusty brother-in-laWj—and
the abbot,

With all the rest of that consorted crew,

—

Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels.

—

Good uncle, help to order several powers
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are :

They shall not live within this world, I swear,

But I will have them, if I once know where.
Uncle, farewell,—and cousin too, adieu :

Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true.

Duch. Come, my ola son ;—I pray God make
thee new. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

Enter ExTON, and a Servant.

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what words
he spake ?

Have 1 710 friend will rid me of this livingfear?
Was it not so V

Serv. Those were his very words.

Exton. Have I no friend? quoth he : he sp^ke

it twice.

And urg'd it twice together; did he not?
Serv. He did

'

[ me

;

Exton. And, spe.aking it, he wistfully look'd on

As who should say,— I would, thou wert the man.
That would divorce tiiis terror from my heart

;

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let's go :

I am the king's friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Pamfret. The Dungeon of the castle.

Enter King Richard.

A'. Rich. I have been studying how I may com-
pare

This prison where I li\ e, unto the world :

And, for because the world is populous.

And here is not a creature but myself,

I cannot do it ;—Yet I'll hammer it out.

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul

;

My soul, the father : and these two beget

A generation of still-breeding thoughts.

And these same thoughts people this little world

;

In humours, like the people of thl ; world ;

For no thought is contented. The better sort,

—

As thoughts of things divine,—are intermix'd

With scruples, and do set the word itself

Against the word

.

As thus,

—

Came, little ones ; and then again,

—

It is as hard to come, as for a camel
To thread the postern ofa needle's eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails

May tear a passage through the thiity ribs

Of this hard world, my ragged [irison walls;

And, for they cannot, die in tlieir own pride.

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves,

—

That they are not the first of fortune's slaves.

Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars.

Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame,

—

That many have, and others must sit there :

And in this thought they find a kind of ease.

Bearing their own misfortune on the back
Of such as have before endur'd the like.

Thus play I, in one person, many people.

And none contented : Sometimes am I king

;

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar,

And so I am : Then crushing penury
Persuades me, I was better when a king;

Then am I king'd again : and, by and by.

Think, that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke,

And straight am nothing : But, whate'er I am,
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is,

With nothing shall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd

With being nothing.—Music do I hear ? {Music.
]

Ha, ha ! keep time :—How sour sweet music is.

When time is broke, and no proportion kept!
So is it in the music of men's lives.

And here have I the daintiness of ear.

To check time broke in a disorder'd string
;

But, for the concord of my state and tune.
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me.
For now hath time made me his numb'ring clock :

My thoughts are minutes ; and, wlh sighs, they jar
Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward watch,
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point.

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.

Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is.

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon ray heart.
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groaus,
Show minutes, times, and hours!—but my time
Rous posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy.
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o'tlie clock.
This music mads me, let it sound no more

;

For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits,
lu me, it seems it will make wise men mad.
Y'et blessing on his hea>t, that gives it me !

For 'tis a sign of love; and love to Richard
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter Groom.

Groom. Hail ! royal prince !

K.Rich. Thanks, noble peer;
The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.
What ait thou ? and how comest thou hither.

Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ?

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king,

When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards York

,

With much ado, at length have gotten leave
To look upon my sometimes master's face.

O, how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld
In London streets that coronation day,
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary !

That horse, tiiat thou so often hast hestrid;
That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd !

K.Rich. Rode he on Barbary! Tell me, geiitio

How went he under him ? [friend,

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain'd the ground.

K. Rich. So proud, that BoUngbroke was on his

back!
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand

;

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.

Would he not stumble ? Would he not fall down,
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck

Of that proud man, that did usurp his back ?

Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee.

Since thou, created to be aw'd by man.
Wast born to bear? I was not made a horse

,

And yet I bear a burden like an ass,

Spar-gall'd, and tir'd, by jauncing Bohngbroke.

Enter Keeper with a dish.

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay.

[To the Groom.)

K. Rich. If thou love me, 'tis tiine thou wert

away. .

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart

shall sav. [Exit.

Keep. My lord, will't please you to fall to ?

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do.

Keep. My lord, I dare not ; sir Pierce of Exton,

who
Lately came from the king, commands the contrary.

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and

thee!

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it.

(Beats the Keeper.)

Ifeejo. Help, help, help!

Enter Exton and Servaids, armed.

K. Rich. How now ? what means death iu this nide

assault''

Villain, tliy own hand yields thy death's instrument.

(Snatching a weapon, andhilling one.}

X
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Go thon, ami fill anotlier room in licil.

(He kills another, then Exton strikes him dmvn.J
That hand shall burn in never-quenching fiie.

That staggers thus my person.—Exton, thy fierce

hand [land.

Hath with the king's blood stain'd the king's own
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high

;

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward here to die.

CDies.J
Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood :

Botli have I spilt ; O, would the deed were good !

For now the devil, that told me—I did well,

Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell.

This dead king to the living king I'll bear ;

—

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here.

[Exeunt.

' Scene VI.— Windsor. A room in the castle.

Flourish. Enter Bolingbroke and York, with
Lords and Attendants.

Baling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear

Is—that the rebels have consum'd with fire

Our town of Cicester in Glostershire

;

But whether they be ta'en, or slain, we hear not.

Enter Northumberland.

Welcome, my lord : What is the news ?

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all Hap-
piness.

Tlie next news is,—I have to London sent

The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent:
The manner of their taking may appear
At large discour.sed in this paper here.

(Presenting a paper.)
Baling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy

pains;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter Fitzwatkr.

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford sent to London
The heads of Brocas, and sir Bennet Seely;

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors,

I'hat sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

Baling. Thy pains, Fitzwaiter, shall not be forgot;

Right noble is thy merit, ^ell I wot.

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of CARLISLE.

Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of West-
minster,

With clog of conscience, and sour melancholy.

Hath yielded up his body to the grave
;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide

Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride.

Baling. Carlisle, this is your doom :

—

Choose out some secret place, some reverend room.

More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life
;

So, as thou liv'st in peace, die free from strife

:

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been.

High sparks of honour in thee have I seen.

Enter ExTON, ivith attendants hearing a coffin.

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present

Thy buried fear ; herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,

Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought.

Baling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou hast

wrought
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand.

Upon my head, and all this famous land.

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did I

this deed.

Baling. They love not poison, that do poison need,

Nor do I thee ; though I did wish him dead,

1 hate the murderer, love him murdered.

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour,

But neither my good word, nor princely favour :

With Cain go wander through the shade of night.

And never show thy head by day nor light.

—

Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe.

That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow :

Come, mourn with me for what I do lament.

And put on sullen black incontinent

;

I'll make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand ;

—

March sadly after; grace my mournings here,

In weeping after thi.i untimely bier. [Exeunt.



KING HENRY IV.
PART I.

I fancy every reader, when he ends this play, cries out with Desdemona, ' O most lame and impotent conclnsioo !
»

As this play was not, to our knowledge, divided into acts by the author, I could be content to conclude it with
the death or Henry the Fourth:

"In that Jerusalem shall Harry die.

These scenes, which now make the tlflh act of Henry the Fourth, might then be the first of Henry the Fifth: but
the truth is, they do not unite very commodiously to either play. When these plays were represented, I believe
they ended as they are now ended iu the books ; but Shakspeare seems to have designed that the whole series of
action, from the beginning of Richard the Second, to the end of Henry the Fifth, should be considered by the
reader as one work, upon one plan, only broken into parts by the necessity of exhibition.
None of Shakspeare's plays are more read than the First and Second Farts of Henry the Fourth. Perhnps no

author has ever, in two plays, afforded so much delight. The great events are interesting, for the fate of kingdoms
depend upon them ; the slighter occurrences are diverting, and, except one or two, sufficiently probable ; the incidents
are multiplied with wonderful fertility of invention; and the characters diversified with the utmost nicety ofdijcern-
nent, and the profouiidcst skill in the nature of man.
The prince, wlio is the hero both of the comic and tragic part, is a young man of great abilities, and violent

passions, whose sentiments are right, though liis actions are wrong; whose virtues are obscured by negligence,
and whose understanding is dissipated by levity. In his idle hours he is rather loose than wicked; and when the
occasion forces out his latent qualities, he is great without efi'ort, and brave without tumult. The trifler is roused
into a hero, and the hero again reposes iu the trifler. The character is great, original, and just.
Percy is a rugged soldier, choleric and quarrelsome, and has only the soldier's virtues, generosity and courage.
But Falstaff! uuimitated, unimitable Falstaff! how shall I describe thee? thou compound of sense and vice ; of

sense which may be admired, but not esteemed; of vice which may be despised, but hardly detested. Falstaff is a
character loaded with faults, and with those faults which naturally produce contempt. He is a thief and a glutton,
a coward and a boaster; always ready to cheat the weak, and prey upon the poor; to terrify the timorous, a.id
insult the defenceless. At once obsequious and malignant, he satirizes in their absence those whom lie lives by
flattering. He is familiar with the pnnce only as an agent of vice ; but of this familiarity he is so proud, as not
only to be supercilious and haughty with common men, but to think his interest of importance to the duke of
JLancaster. Yet the man thus corrupt, thus despicable, makes himself necessary to the prince that despises him,
by the most pleasing of all qualities, perpetual gaiety : by an unfailing power of exciting laughter, which is the more
freely indulged, as his wit is not of the splendid or ambitious kind, but consists iu CHsy scapes and sallies of lerity,
which make sport, but raise no envy. It must be observed, that he is stained with no enormous or sanguinary
crimes, so that his licentiousness is not so offensive but thaf it may be borne for his mirth.
The moral to be drawn from this representation is, that no man is more dangerous than he that, with a will to

corrupt, hath the power to please ; and that neither wit nor honesty ought to think themselves safe with such a
companion, when they see Heary seduced by Falstaff. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Sons to the King.

KING HENRY THE FOURTH.
HENRY, Prince of Wales. \
rRlfiCE iOHS of Lancaster, f

EARL OF WESTMORELAND, > p,;,„,,, ,„ m. ir,„-.
SIR WALTER BLfNT, f
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THOMA.S PERCY, Earl of Worcester.
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MRS. QUICKLY, Hostess of a Tavern in Eastcheap
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i Tvo Carriers, Fraveilers, a^td Attendants.

Scene,—Enyland.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter
Blunt, and others.

K. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care,
Find we a time for fright^ peace to pant,

And breathe short-winded accents oi' new broils

To be cominenc'd in stronds afar remote.
No more the thirsty Erinoys of this soil

Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood
;

No more shall trenching war channel her fields.

Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes.
Which,—like the meteors of a troubled heaven.
All of one nature, of one substaoce bred,

—

Did lately meet in the intestine shock
And furioas close of civil butchery.
Shall now, in mutual, well-beseeming ranks,
March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies :

The edge of war, like an ill sheathed knife.
No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends,
As far as to the sepalchre of Christ,
(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed crossWe are impressed and engaged to fight,)

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy;
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers' womb.

To chase these pagans, in those holy fields.

Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet.

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd

For our advantage on the bitter cross.

But this our purpose is a twelve-month old.

And bootless 'tis to tell you—we will e,o ;

Therefore we meet not now :—Then let me hear

Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,
What yesternight our council did decree,

In forwarding this dear expedience.

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question.

And many limits of the charge set down
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came
A post from Wales, loadeu with hea\y news.
Whose worst was,—that the noble Mortimer,
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild Glendower,
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman tnken,

And a thousand of his people butchered :

Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse.

Such beastly, shameless transformation.

By those VVelshwomen done, as may not be.

Without much shame, re-told or siwken of.

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of this

broil

Brake off our business for the Holy Land.
West. This, match'd with other, did, my gracious

lord

;

x"
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For more uneven and unwelcome news
Came from the north, and thus it did import.

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there.

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,

That ever-valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedou met.

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour

;

As by discharge of their artillery.

And shape of likelihood, the news was told ;

For he, that brought them, in the very heat

And pride of their contention did take horse,

Uncertain of the issue any way.
K. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious friend.

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse,

Stain'd with the variation of each soil

Betwixt that Holraedon and this seat of ours;

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news.
The earl of Douglas is discomfited

;

Ten thousand bold Scots, twoand-twenty knights,

Balk'd in their own blood, did sir Walter see

On Holmedon's plains: Of prisoners. Hotspur took

Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldest son
To beaten Douglas ; and the earls of Atliol,

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith.
And is not this an honourable spoil ?

A gallant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not?
JVest. In faith.

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of.

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and
niak'st me sin

In envy, that my lord Northumberland
Should be the father of so blest a sou :

A son, who is the theme of honour's tongue
;

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant;

Who is sweet fortune's minion, and her pride :

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him.
See riot and dishonour stain the brow
Of my young Harry. O, that it could be prov'd.

That some night- tripping fairy had exchang'd
Id cradle-clothes our children, where they lay,

And call'd mine—Percy, his—Plautagenet

!

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine.

But let him from my thoughts : — What think you,

coz,

Of this young Percy's pride ? the prisoners.

Which he in this adventure hath surpris'd.

To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word,
I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife.

TVext. Tliis is his uncle's teaching, this is Wor-
cester,

Malevolent to you in all aspects
;

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up
The crest of youth against your dignity.

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this :

And, for this cause, awhile we must neglect

Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords :

But come yourself with speed to us again
;

For more is to be said, and to be done.

Than out of anger can be uttered.

West. I will, my liege. [Exeunt.

ScENK II.

—

The same. Anothfr Room in the

Palace.

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and F.4LSTAFF.

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ?

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted with drinking of

old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast

forgotten to demand that truly, which thou wouldst
truly know. What a devil hust thou to do with the

time oi the day? unless hours were cups of sack,

and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues ofbawds,
and dials the signs of leaping houses, and the bless-

ed sun himself a fair hot wench in flame-colour'd
taifeta ; I see no reason why thou shouldst be so
superfluous to demand the time of the day.

Fal. Indeed, you come near me, now, Hal : for

we, that take purses, go by the moon and seven stars

;

and not by Phoebps,— he, that wandering knight

so fair. And, I pray thee, sweet wag, wlien thou

art king,—as, Gocl save thy grace, (majesty, I should

say ; for grace thou wilt have none,)

P. Hen. What ! none ?

Fal. No, by my troth ; not so much as will serve

to be prologue to an egg and butter.

P. Hen. Well, how then ? come, roundly, roundly.

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king,

let not us, that are squires of the night's body, be
called thieves of the day's beauty ; let us be—Diana's

foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of the

moon : And let men say, we be men of good govern-

ment ; being governed as the sea is, by our noble and
chaste mistress the moon, under whose countenance

we—steal.

P. Hen. Thou sa/st well ; and it holds well too

:

for the fortune of us, that are the moon's men, doth

ebb and flow like the sea ; being governed as the sea

is, by the moon. As, for proof, now : A purse ot

gold most resolutely snatched on Monday night, and
most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning

;
got with

swearing—lay by ; and spent with crying—bring in :

now, in as low an ebb as the foot ofthe ladder ; and,

by and by, in as high a flow as the ridge of the

gallows.

Fal. By the Lord, thou say'st true, lad. And is

not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench ?

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybia, my old lad of

the castle. And is not a buS" jerkin a mpst sweet
robe of durance ?

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in thy

quips, and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to

do with a bufi'jerkin?

P. Hen. Wliy, what a pox have I to do with my
hostess of the tavern ?

Fal. Well, tliou hast called her to a reckoning,
many a time and oft.

P. Hen. Did I ever oall for thee to pay thy part ?

Fal. No : I'll give thee thy due, thou hast paid all

there.

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin
would stretch ; and, where it would not, I have used
my credit.

Fal. Yea, and so nsed it, that were it not here ap-
parent that thou art heir apparent,—But, I pr'ythee,
sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in Eng-
land when thou art king? and resolution thus fobbed
as it is, with the rusty curb of old father antic the
law ? Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief.

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt.

Fal. Shall I ? O rare ! By the Lord, I'll be a
brave judge.
P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ; I mean, (hou

shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become
a rare hangman.

Fal. Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps
with my humour, as well ^ waiting in the court, I

can tell you.

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits ?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits : whereof the
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I am as
melancholy as a gib cat, or a lugged bear.
P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover's lute.

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe.
P. Hen. What say'st thou to a hare, or the me-

lancholy of Moor-ditch?
Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes ; and

art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest,

—

sweet young prince,—But. Hal, I pr'ythee, trouble
me no more with vanity. I would to God, thou and
I knew where a commodity of good names were lo

be bought : An old lord of the council rated me the
other day in the street about you, sir ; but I marked
him not ; and yet he talked very wisely ; but I re-

garded him not : and yet he talked wisely, and in

the street too.

P. Hen. Thou did'st well ; for wisdom cries out
in the streets, and no man regards it.

Fal. O thou hast damnable iteration ; and art, in-
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deed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much
harm upon me, Hal,—God forgive thee for it ! Be-

fore I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing ; and now
am I, if a man should speak truly, little better than

one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I

will give it over ; by the Lord, an I do not, I am a

villain ; I'll be damned for never a kings son in

Christendom.
P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow.

Jack?
Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one ; an I do

not, call me villain, and bafBe me.
P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee

;

from praying, to pnrse-taking.

Enter PoiNS, at a distance.

Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal ; 'tis no
sin for a man to labour in his vocation. Poins !

—

Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match.

O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in

hell were hot enough for him? This is the most
omnipotent villain, tliat ever cried. Stand, to a true '

P. Hen. Good-morrow, Ned. [man.
Poins. Good -morrow, sweet Hal.—W^hat says

monsieur Remorse ? What says sir John Sack-and-
Sugar? Jack, how agrees the devil and thee about
thy soul, that thou soldest him on Good-Friday last,

for a cup of Mitd'^ira, and a cold capon's leg?
P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word, the devil

shall have his bargain ; for he was never yet a break-
er of proverbs, he ^vill give the devil bis due.

Poins. Then art thou damned for keeping thy
word with the devil. [the devil.

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozening
Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning,

by four o'clock, early at Gadshill : There are pil-

grims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and
traders riding to London with fat purses : I have
visors for you all, you have horses for yourselves

;

Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester ; I have bespoke
supper to-morrow night in Eastcheap ; we may do it

as secure as sleep : If you will go, I will stuff your
purses full of crowns ; if yon will not, tarry at home,
and be hanged.

Fal. Hear me, Yedward, if I tarry at home, and
go not, I'll hang you for going.

Poins. You will, chaps ?

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ?

P. Hen. Who, I rob ? I a thief? not I, by my
faitL

Fal. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood

royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings.

jP. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I'll be a

Fal. Why, that's well said. [mad-cap.

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home.
Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then, when

tnoH art king.

P. Hen. I care not.

Poins. Sir John, 1 pr'ythee, leave the prince and
me alone ; I will lay him down such reasons for this

adventure, that he shall go.

Fa/. Well, may'st thou have the spirit of persua-

sion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thou

speakest may move, and what he hears may be be-

lieved, that the true prince may (for recreation sake.)

prove a false thief ; for the poor abuses of the time

want countenance. Farewell : You shall find me
in Eastcheap.
P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring I Farewell

All-hallown summer ! [Exit Falstajf.

Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride

ivith us to-morrow; I have a jest to execute, that I

cannot manage alone. Falstafl", Bardolph, Peto, and
Gadshill, shall rob tliose men that we have already
way-laid

;
yourself, and I, will not be there : and

when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob
them, cut this head from my shoulders.
P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in set-

ting forth ?

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or after
them, and appoint them a place of meeting, wherem
it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they ad
venture upon the exploit themselves : whicu they
shall have no sooner achieved, but -we'll set upon
them.
P. Hen. Ay, but, 'tis like, that they will know us,

by our horses, by our habits, and by every other
appointment, to be ourselves.

Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I'll

tie tlieni in the wood ; our visors we will change after

we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have cases ofbuckram
for the nonce, to immask our noted outward gar-

ments.
P. Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for us.

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for

the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason, I'll

forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, th-

incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will

tell us, when we meet at supper : how tiiirty, at

least, he fought with ; what wards, what blows, what
extremities he endured; and, in the reproof of this,

lies the jest.

P. Hen. Well, I'll go with thee ;
provide us all

things necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in

Eastcheap, there I'll sup. Farewell.
Poins. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Poins.
P. Hen. I know you all, and will a while uphold

The unyok'd humour of your idleness :

Yet herein will I imitate the sun
;

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds
To smother up his beauty from the world,

That, when he please again to be himself.

Being wanted, he may be more wouder'd at.

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists

Of v^Murs, that did seem to strangle him.
If all"e year were playing holydays.
To sport would be as tedious as to work

;

But when they seldom come, they wish'd-for come.
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off.

And pay the debt I never promised.
By how much better than my word I am.
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes

;

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground.
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault.

Shall show more goodly, and attratit more eyes,

Than that, which hath no foil to set it off.

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill;

Redeeming time, whea men think least I v. ill. [Exit.

Scene III.—The same. Another Room in the

Palace.

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Wor-
CiiSTER, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, and
others.

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and tem-

perate.

Unapt to stir at these indignities.

And you have found me ; for, accordingly.

You tread upon my patience ; but, be sure,

I will from henceforth rather be myself.

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition
;

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down,
And therefore lost that title of respect.

Which the proud soul ne'er pays, but to the proud.

Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little de-

serves

The scourge of greatness to be used on it

;

And that same greatness too, which our own hands

Have holp to msike so portly.

North. My lord,— [danger

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for I see

And disobedience in thine eye : O sir.

Your presence is too bold and peremptory,

Ami majesty might never yet endure

The moody frottier of a servant brow.

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need
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Your use and counsel, we shall send for yon.

—

[Exit Worcester.

Yon were about to speak. {To Norf/i.)

North. Yea, my good lord.

Those prisoners in your highness' name demanded,
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took,

Were, as he says, not with such strength denieJ,

As is deliver'd to your majesty :

Either envy, therefore, or misprision

Is guilty of this fault, and not my son.

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners.

But, I remember, when the fight was done.

When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil,

Breathless and iaint, leaning upon my sword.

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd.

Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap'd,

Show'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home :

He was perfumed like a milliner
;

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held

A pouucet-box, which ever and anon
He gave his nose, and took 't away again ;

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there,

Took it in snuflf :—and still he smil'd, and talk'd

;

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,

He call'd them—imtaught knaves, unmannerly.
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

•With many holyday and lady terms
He qnestion'd me ; among the rest, demanded
My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf.

I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold,

To be so pester'd with a popinjay.

Out of my grief and my impatience,

Answer'd negligently, I know not what

;

He should, or should not ;—for he made me mad.
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet.

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman, M^
Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God SR^e the

mark
!)

And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth

Was parmaceti, for an inward bruise ;

And that it was great pity, so it was.

That villainous saltpetre should be digg'd

Out of the bowels of the harmless eartli.

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd

So cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns.

He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald disjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer'd indirectly, as I said

;

And, I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation.

Betwixt ray love and your high majesty.

Blunt. The circumstance consider'd, good my lord,

Whatever Harry Percy then had said.

To such a person, and in such a place.

At such a time, with all the rest re-told,

May reasonably die, and never rise

To do hira wrong, or any way impeach
What then he said, so he unsay it now.
K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners

;

But with proviso, and exception,

—

That we, at our o^vn charge, shall ransome straight

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer
;

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd

The lives of those, that he did lead to fight

Against the great magician, damu'd Glendower;
Whose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then

Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ?

Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears.

When they have lost and forfeited themselves ?

No, on the barren mountains let him starve;

For I shall never hold that man my friend,

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost

To ransome home revolted Mortimer

!

Hot. Revolted Mortimer

!

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege.

But by the chance of war :—To prove that tme.
Needs no more but one tongue for ill those wound.-,

fbose mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took,

When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank.

In single opposition, hand to hand.

He did confound the best part of an hour

In changing hardiment with great Glendower:

Three times they breath'd, and three times did they

drink,

Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood

;

Who, then, affrighted with their bloody looks.

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds.

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank.

Blood-stained with these valiant combatants.

Never did bare and rotten policy

Colour her working with such deadly wounds

;

Nor never could the noble Mortimer

Receive so many, and all willingly:

Then let him not be slander'd with revolt.

K. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost

belie him.

He never did encounter with Glendower

;

I tell thee.

He durst as well have met the de\ il alone,

As Owen Glendower for an enemy.

Art not asham'd ? But, sirrah, henceforth

Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer :

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means.

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me
As will displease you.—My lord Northumberland.

We license your departure with your son

—

Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it.

[Exeunt King Henry, Blunt, and Train.

Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them,

I will not send them :—I will after straight.

And tell hira so ; for I will ease my heart,

Although it be with hazard of ray head.

North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and

pause awhile

;

Here comes your uncle. -.

- Re-enter Worcester.

Hot. Speak of Mortimer f

Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul

Want mercy, if I do not join with him:
Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins.

And shed ray dear blood drop by drop i'the dust.

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer
As high i'the air as this unthankful king.

As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke.

North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew
mad. [To IVorceater.)

War. Who struck this heat up after I was gone V

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners

;

And when I urg'd the ransome once again

Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale
;

And on my face he turn'd an eye of death,

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.
War. I cannot blame him : Was he not pro-

claim'd.

By Richard, that dead is, the next of biood ?

North. He was ; I heard the proclamation :

And then it was, when the unhappy ki'g

(Whose wrongs in us God pardon !) did set forth

Upon his Irish expedition

;

From whence be, intercepted, did return

To be depos'd, and shortly, murder'd.

Wor. And for whose death, we in the world's

wide rao-.ith

Live scandaliz'd, and foully spoken of.

Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard then
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer
Heir to the crown ?

North. He did ; myself did hear ii

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king.

That wish'd him on the barren mountains starv'd.

But shall it be, that j'ou,— that set the crown
Upon the head of this forgetful man :

And for liis sake, wear the detested blot

Of raurd'rous subornation,—shall it be,

That you a world of curses undergo
;

Being the agents, or base second means.
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ?
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O, pardon me, that I descend so low,

To show the line, and the predicament,
Wherein you range under this subtle king.

Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days.

Or fill up chrouicles in time to come.
That men of your nobility and power
Did 'gage them both in an unjust behalf,

—

As both of you, God pardon it ! have done,

—

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose,

And pladt this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ?

And shall ft, in more shame, be further spoken.
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shook off

By him, for whom these shames ye underwent?
No

; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem
Your banish'd honours, and restore yourselves

,

Into the good thougiits of the world again :

Revenge the jeering, and disdain'd contempt
Of this proud king ; who studies, day and night,

To answer all the debt he owes to you.
Even with the bloody payment ofyour deaths.
Therefore, I say,

—

fVor. Peace, cousin, say no more :

And now I will unclasp a secret book.
And to your quick-conceiving discontents
I'll read you matter deep and dangerous :

As full of peril, and advent'rous spirit.

As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud,
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear.

Hot. If he fall in, good night :—or sink or swim :

—

Send danger from the east unto the west.
So honour cross it from the north to south.
And let them grapple ;—O ! the blood more stirs.

To rouse a lion, than to start a hare.

North. Imagination of some great exploit
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience.

Hot. By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap.

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon :

Or dive into the bottom of the deep.
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground.
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ;

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear.
Without corrival, all her dignities :

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowship !

Jf^or, He apprehends a world of figures here.
But not the form of what he should attend.

—

Good cousin, give me audience for a while.

Hot. I cry you mercy.
Wor. Those same noble Scots,

That are your prisoners,

—

Hot. I'll keep them all

;

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them :

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not :

I'll keep them^ by this hand.
Wor. You start away.

And lend no ear unto my purposes.

—

Those prisoners you shall keep,
Hot. Nay, I will, that's flat :—

He said, he would uot ransome Mortimer
;

Forbad my tongue to speak of ?«]ortimer;

But I will find him, when he lies asleep,
And in his ear I'll holla—Mortimer I

Nay,
I'll have a starling shall be taught to speak
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him.
To keep his anger still in motion.
^pr. Hear you.

Cousin ; a word.
Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy.

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke :

And that same sword-and-buckler prince ofWales

—

IJat that I think his father loves him not,
Arid would be glad he met with some mischance,
I'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale.
Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you.

When you are better temper'd to attend.
North. Why. what a wasp-stung and impatient

Art thou, to break into this woman's mood ; [fool
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ?
Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg'd

with rods^

Nettled, aud stung with iiisniires. when I hear
Of (his vile politician, Bolingbroke.

In Richard's time,—What do you call the place
A [jligue upon "t !— it is in Gloucestershire ;

—

'Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept;
His uncle York :—where I first bow'd my knee
Unto tliis king of smiles, this Bolingbroke,

When you and he came back from Ravenspurg.
North. At Berkley castle.

Hot. You say true :

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy

This fawning greyhound then did profR;r me
Look,

—

when his infant-fortune came to agj

,

And,

—

gentle Harry Percy,—and, kind cousin,
O, the devil take such cozeners!—God forgive

me !

—

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done.

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to'tag;jiu;

We'll stay your leisure.
,

Hot. I have done, rfailli.

Wor. TTien once more to your Scottish pri-

soners.

Deliver them up without their ransome straight,

Aud make the Douglas' son your only mean
For powers in Scotland ; which,—for divers reasons,

Which I shall send you written,—be assur'd,

Will easily be granted.—You, my lord,

—

{To Northumberland.)
Your son in Scotland being thus employ'd,

Shall secretly into the bosom creep

Of that same noble prelate well belov'd.

The archbishop.

Hot. Of York, is't not ?

fFor. True ; who bears hard
His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop.
I speak not this in estimation.

As what I think might be, but what I know
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down:
And only stays but to behold the face
Of that occasion, that shall bring it on.

Hot. I smell it; upon my life, it will do well.

North. Before the game's a-foot, thou still let'st

slip. [plot :—
Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble

And then the power of Scotland, and of York,—
To join with Mortimer, ha ?

TT'or. And so they shall.

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly -^ ell aim'd.

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed,
To save our heads by raising of a head :

For, bear ourseh es as even as we can.

The king will always think him in our debt

;

.\nd think we think ourselves unsatisfied.

Till he hath found a time to pay us home.
And see already, how he doth begin

To make us strangers to his looks of love.

Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reven^'d on
him.

Wor. Cousin, farewell :—No furtlierf,o in this,

Than I by letters shall direct your course.

When time is ripe (which will be suddenly )j

I'll steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer;
Where you and Douglas, and oui powers at once,

(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet.

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms.

Which now we hold at much uncertainty.

North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive,

I trust.

Hot. Uncle, adieu :—O, let the hours be short.

Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport

!

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Rochester. An Inn Yard.

Elder a Carrier, with a lantern in his hand.

1 Car. Heigh ho! An't be not four by the day.

I'll be hanged : Charles' wain is over the new chim-
ney, and yet our horse not packed. What, ostlf,

Ost. {Within.) Anon, tiuon.
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1 Car. I prythee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a

few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrung in the
withers out of all cess.

Enter another Carrier.

2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a
dog, and that is the nest way to give poor jades the
bots : this house is turned upside down, since Robin
ostler died.

1 Car. Poor fellow ! never joyed, since the price
of oats rose ; it was the death of him.
2 Car. I think, this be the most villainous house

in all London road for fleas: I am stung like a
tench.

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mass, there is ne'er
a king in Christendom could be better bit than I have
been since the first cock.

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er ajorden,
and then we leak in your chimney ; and your cham-
ber-lie breeds fleas like a loach.

1 Car. What, ostler ! come away and be hanged,
come away.
2 Car. I hnve a gammon of bacon and two razes

of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-cross.
1 Car. 'Odsbody ! the turkeys in my pannier are

quite starved.—What, ostler !—A plague on thee !

hast thou never an eye in thy head ? canst not hear ?

An 'twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the
pate of thee, I am a very villain.—Come, and be
hanged :—Hast no faith in thee ?

Enter Gadshjll.

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock ?

1 Car. I think it be two o'clock.

Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see my
gelding in the stable.

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye : I know a trick worth
two of that, i'faith.

Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thine.

2 Car. Ay, when ? canst tell ?—Lend me thy lan-

tern, quoth a ?—marry, I'll see thee hanged first.

Gaas. Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to

come to London ?

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle,

I warrant thee.—Come, neighbour Mugs, we'll call

up tlie gentlemen ; they will along with company,
for they have great charge. [Exeunt Carriers.
Gads. WTiat, ho ! chamberlain

!

Cham. {Within.) At hand, quoth pick-purse.

Gads. That's even as fair as—at hand, qnoth the

chamberlain ; for thou variest no more from picking
of purses, than giving direction doth from labouring

;

thou lay'st the plot how.

Enter Qhamberlain.

Cham. Good morrow, master Gadshill. It holds

current, that I told you yesternight: There's a

franklin in the wild of Kent, hath brought three

liundred marks with him in gold : I heard him tell

it to one of his company, last night at supper ; a

kind of auditor ; one, tnat hath abundance of charge

too, God knows vvhat. They are up already, and
call for eggs and butter : they will away presently.

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with saint Ni-

cholas' clerks, I'll give thee this neck.

Cham. No, I'll none of it: I j.r'ythee, keep that

for the hangman ; for, I know, thou worship'st saint

Nicholas as truly as a man of falsehood may.

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman ?

if I hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows : for, if

I hang, old sir John hangs with me ; and, thou

knowest, he's no starveling. Tut ! there are other

Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the which, for

sport sake, are content to do the profession some
grace , thst would, if matters should be looked into,

tor tlieir own credit sake, make all whole. I am
joined with no fxjot land-rakers, no long-staff, six-

j)enuy strikers ; none of these mad, mustachio pur-

ple iiued malt-worms : but with nobility, and tran-

ijuillity ; burgomasters, and great (meyers; such as

can hold in ; such as will strike sooner than speak,
and speak sooner than drink, and drink sooner than
pray : And yet I lie ; for they pray continually to
their saint, the commonwealth; or, rather, not pray
to her, but prey on her; for they ride up and down
on her, and mate her their boots.

Cham. W^hat, the commonwealth their boots?
will she hold out water in foul way ?

Gads. She will, she will; justice hath liquored
her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure fwe have
the receipt of fern-seed, we walk invisibfe.

Cham. Nay, by my faith ; I think you are more
beholden to the night, than to fem-seed, for your
walking invisible.

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a share
in our purchase, as I am a true man.
Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as yon are a

false thief

Gads. Go to ; Homo is a common name to all

men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the

stable. Farewell, yon muddy knave. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Road by Gadshill.

Enter Prince Henky, and Poras ; Bardolph and
Peto, at some distance.

Poiiis. Come, shelter, shelter; I have removed
Falstafl"'s horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet.

P. Hen. Stand close.

Enter FALST-iFF.

Pal. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Po'ns !

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ; What a
brawling dost thou keep ?

Fal. Where's Poins, Hal ?

P. Heti. He is walked up to the top of the hill

;

I'll go seek him. {Pretends to seek Poins.)
Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thiefs com-

pany : the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied

him I know not where. If I travel but four foot by
the squire further afoot, I shall break my wind.
Well, I doubt not but to die a fair death for all this,

if I 'scape hanging for killing that rogue. I have
forsworn his company hourly any time this two-
and-twenty years ; and yet I am bewitched with the
rogue's company. If the rascal have not given me
medicines to make me love him, I'll be hanged :

it could not be else ; I have drunk medicines.—
Poins!—Ha!—a plague upon you both!—Bar-
dolph !—Peto !—I'll starve, ere I'll rob a foot fur-

ther. An 'twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn
true man, and leave these rogues, I am the veriest
varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yards
of uneven ground, is threescore and ten miles afoot
with me ; and the stony-hearted villains know it

well enough : A plague upon't, when thieves car-
not be true to one another 1 ( They whistle.) VVhe >v !—A plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, you
rogues, give me my horse, and be hangf J.

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down ; lay thine
ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear
the tread of travellers.

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again, be-
ing down ? 'Sblood, I'll not bear mine own flesh so
far afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's ex-
chequer. What a plague mean ye to colt me
thus?
P. Hen. Thou iiest, thou art not colted, thou art

uncoiled.

Fal. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to njy
horse

;
good king's son.

P. Hen. Out, you rogue, shall I be your ostler !

Fal. Go, hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent
garters ! If I be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An 1

nave not ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy

tunes, let a cup of sack be niy poison: When a
jest IS so forward, and afoot too,—I hate it.

Enter Gadsiull.
Gads. Stand

!

Fal. So I do, against my will.

Poins. O, 'tis oar setter : I know his voice.
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Enter Bardolph.

Bard. What news ?

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors ;

there's money of the king's coming down the hill

;

'tisffoing to the king's exchequer. [tavern.

Fal. Y'ou lie, you rogue ; 'tis going to the king's

Gads. There's enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hanged.

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the

narrow lane ; Ned Poins and I will walk lower : if

they 'scape from your encounter, then they light

on us.

Peto. How many be there of them ?

Gads. Some eight, or ten.

Fal. Zounds ! will they not rob us ?

P. Hen. What, a coward, sir John Paunch?
Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand-

father : but vet no coward, Hal.

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof.

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the

hed^e ; when thou ueed'st him, there thou shalt

find him. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be
hanged.
P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises ?

Poins. Here, hard by ; stand close.

[Exeunt P. Henry andPoins.
Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole,

say 1 ; every man to his business.

Enter Travellers.

1 Trav. Come, neighbour ; the boy shall lead our
horses down the Ml) : we'll walk afoot awhile, and
ease our legs.

Thieves. Stand

!

Trav. Jesu bless us !

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains'

throats: \h ' whoreson caterpillars! bacon -fed

knaves ! they hate us youth : down with them
;

fleece them. [for ever.

1 Trav. O, we are undone, both we and oars,

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves; Are ye un-
done ? No, ye fat chuft's ; I would, your store were
here ! On. bacons, on ! What, ye knaves ? young
men must live : You are grand-jurors, are ye ? We'll
jure ye, i'faith.

[Exeunt Fals. etc. driving iJie Travellers out.

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins.

P. Hen. The thieves have bonnd the true men :

Now could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer-
rily to London, it would be argument for a week,
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever.

Poins. Stand close, 1 hear them coming.

Re-enter Thieves.

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then

to horse before day. An the prince and Poins be
not two arrant cowards, there's no equity stirring:

there's no more valour in that Poins, than in a wild
duck,
P. Hen. Your money. {Rushing out upon them.)
Poins. Villains

!

{As they are sharing, the Prince and Poins set
upon them. Falstaff, after a bloiv or two,
and the rest, run away, leaving their booty
behind them.)

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to

horse

:

The thieves are scatter'd, and possess'd with fear
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other

;

Each takes his fellow for an officer.

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death.
And lards the lean earth as he walks along

:

Wer't not for laughing, I should pity him.
Poins. How the rogue roar'd ! [Exeunt.

Scene Ul.— Warkworth. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter.

But, fur mine oivn paft, my lord, I couldbe

well contentefl to be there, iM respect of the love I
bear your house.—He could be contented,—Why
is he not then ? In respect of tlie love he bears our
house :—he shows in this, he loves his own bam
better than he loves our house. Let me see some
more. Thepurpose you undertake is dangerous;—
Why, that's certain ; 'tis dangerous to take a cold,
to sleep, to drink : but I tell you, ray lord fool, out
of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety.
The purpose you undertake is dangerous ; the
friends you have named, uncertain; the time itself,
unsorted; and your tvhole plot too light, for the
counterpoise of so great an opposition.—Say you
so, say you so ? 1 say unto you again, you are a
shallow, cowardly hind, and you lie. VVhat a lack-
brain is this ! By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as
ever was laid ; our friends true and constant: agood
plot

, good friends, and full of exnectation : an
excellent plot, very good friends. What a frosty-
spirited rogue is this ! Why, my lord of York
commends the plot, and the general course of the
action. Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I

could brain him with his lady's fan. Is there not my
father, my uncle, and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer,
my lord of York, and Owen Glendower ? Is there
not, beside, the Douglas? Have I not all their letters,

to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next month ?
and are they not, some of them, set forward already?
What a pagan rascal is this ! an infidel ! Ha ! you
shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and cold
heart, will he to the king, and lay open all our pro-
ceedings. O, I could divide myself, and go to
buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed milk
with so lionourable an action ! Hang him I lift him
tell the king. We are prepared : I will set forward
to-night.

Enter Lady Percy.

How now, Kate ? I must leave you within these two
hours.

Lady. O my good lord, why are yon thus alone ?

For what offence have I, this fortnight, been
A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed ?

Tell me, sweet lord, what is't, that takes from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ?

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth

;

And start so often, when thou sit'st alone ?

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks

;

And given my treasures, and my rights of thee,
To thick-ey'd musing, and curs'd melancholy ?

In tliy faint slumbers I by thee have watch'd.
And heard thee murmur tales ofiron wars :

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed
;

Cry, Courage !—to thefield! And thou hast talk'd

Of sallies, and retires ; of trenches, tents,

Of palisadoes, froaiiers, parapets
;

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin;

Of prisoners, ransome, and of soldiers slain.

And all the 'currents of a heady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath betn so at war.
And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep.

That beads of sweat hath stood upon thy brow.
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream :

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd,
Such as we see, when men restrain their breath

On some great sudden haste. O, what portents are
these ?

Some heavy business hath ray lord in hand,
And I must know it, else he loves me not [gone?

Hot. What, ho ! is Gilliams with the packet

Enter Servant.

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago.

Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the

sheriff?

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even now.
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ?

Serv. It is, my lord.

Hot. That roan shall be my throuo
Well, I will back him straight : O esperance!
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Uid Butler lead him forth into the park.

[Exit Servant.
Lady. But hear you, iny lord.

Hot. What say'st, my lady ?

Lady. What is it carries you away ?

Hot. My horse,

My love, my horse.

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape

!

A vveasel hath not such a deal of spleen,

As you are toss'd with. In faith,

I'll know your business, Harrv, that I will.

I fear, my brother Mortimer aoth stir

About his title ; and hatli sent for you.

To line his enterprize : But if you go

—

Hot. So far afoot, 1 shall be weary, love.

Lady, Come, come, you paraquito, answer me
Directty to this question tliat I ask.

In faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry,
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true.

Hot. Away,
Away, you trifler !—Love ?—I love thee not,

I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world.
To play with niammets, and to tilt with lips :

We must have bloody noses, and crack'd crowns.
And pass them current too.—Gods me, my horse !

—

What say'st thou, Kate ? what wouldst thou have
with me ?

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ?

Well, do not then ; for, since you love me not,

I will not love myself Do you not love me ?

Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no.

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride ?

And when I am a horse-back, I will swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate;
I must not have you henceforth question me
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout

:

Whither I must, I must ; and to conclude.
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate.
I know you wise ; but yet no further wise,

Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are
;

But yet a woman : and for secrecy.

No lady closer; for I well believe,

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know
;

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate !

Lady. How ! so far ?

Hot. Not an inch farther. But hark you, Kate !

Whither I go, thither shall you go too

;

To-day will I set forth, to morrow you.

—

Will this content you, Kate ?

Lady. It must, of force. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Eastcheap. A Room in the Boar's
Head Tavern.

Enter Prince Henry a7id Poms.
P. Hen. Ned, pr'ythee, come nut of that fat room,

and lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Poins. Where hast been, Hal?
P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst

three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the

very base string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn
brother to a leash of drawers ; and can call them
all by their christian names, as,—Tom, Dick, and
Francis. They take it already ujjon their salvation,

that, though I be but prince of Wales, yet I am the

king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly I am no proud
Jack, like FalstafF; but a Corinthian, a lad of met-
tle, a good boy,—by the Lord, so they call me

;

land when I am king of England, I shall command
all the good lads in Eastcheap. They call—drink-
ang deep, dying scarlet : and when you breathe in

your watering, they cry—hem ! and bid you play
it off.—To conclude, 1 am so good a proficient in

one quarter of an hour, triat 1 can drink with any
tinker in his own language during my life. I tell

thee, Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that thou
wert not with me in this action. But, sweet Ned,
—to sweeten whicli name of Ned, I give thee this

pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now in my hand
by an under-skinker ; one that never spake other
lioglish in his life, than—JE/^/jf shillings and six-

pence, and— You are welcome ; with this shrill ad-

dition,

—

Anon, anon, sir! Score a pint of bastard
in the Half-?noon, or so. But, Ned, to drive away
the time till Falstaff come, I pr'ythee, do thou stand

in some by-room, while I question my puny drawer,

to what end he gave me the sugar; and do thou

never leave calling—Francis, that his tale to me may
be nothing but—anon. Step aside, and I'll show
thee a precedent.

Poins. Francis !

P. Henry. Thou art perfect.

Poins- i rancis

!

[Exit Poins.

Enter Francis.

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the

Pomegranate, Ralph.

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis.

Fran. My lord.

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis ?

Fran. Forsooth, five year, and as much as to

—

Poins.
(
Within.) Francis

!

Fran. Anon, anon, .sir.

P. Hen. Five years ! by'rlady, a long lease for

the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest thou

be so valiant, as to play the coward with thy inden-

ture, and to show it a fair pair of heels, and run

from it ?

Fran. O lord, sir! I'll be sworn upon all the

books in England, I could find in my heart

—

Poins. {Within.) Francis!

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ?

Fran. Let me see,—About Michaelmas next I

shall be

—

Poins. {Within.) Francis!

Fran. Anon, sir.—Pray you, stay a little, my
lord.

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : For the

sugar thou gavest r.ie,
—'twas a pennyworth, was"t

not ?

Fran. O lord, sir ! I would, it had been two.

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound :

ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it.

Poins. (Within.) Francis!

Fran. Anon, anon.

P. Hen. Anon, Francis ? No, Francis : but to-

morrow, Francis ; or, Francis, on Thursday ; or.

indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis,

—

Fran. My lord ?

P. Hen. W'ilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, crys-

tal-button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stocking,

caddis-garter, smooth- tongue, Spanish-pouch,

—

Fran. O lord, sir, who do you mean?
P. Hen. Why then, your brown bastard is your

only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white c^.j

vas doublet will sully : in Barbary, sir, it cannot
come to so much.
Fran. What, sir?

Poins. { Within.) Francis I

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ; Dost ihou not hear
them call '.' {Here they both call him ; the Drawer
stands amazed., not knowing which way to go.

Enter Vintner.

Vint. What! stand'st thou still, and hear'st such
a calling? Look io the guests within. [Exit Fran.]
My lord, old sir John, with half a dozen more, are

at the door ; shall I let them in ?

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and tlien open
the door. [Exit Vintner.] Poins !

Re enter PoiNS.

Poins. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falslaff, and the rest of the

thieves, are at the door; Shall we be merry?
Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark

ye; What cunning match have you made with this

jcstof the drawer? come, what's the issue?

P. Hen. I am now of all humours, that liave

sliowed themselves humours, since the old days of
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goodman Adam, to the pupil age of this present

twelve o'clock at midnight.

Re-enter Francis, iv'ith ivine.

What's o'clock, Francis ?

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewer

words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman !

—His industry is—up stairs, and down stairs ; his

eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet

of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of the north ; he, that

kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots at a break-

fast, washes his hands, and says to his wife,

—

Fy
upon this quiet life ! I want work. my sweet

Marry, says she, how many hast thou killed to-

day 1 Give my roan horse a drench, says he

;

and answers. Somefourteen, an hour after; a trifle,

a trifle. I pr'ythee, call in FalstafF : I'll play Percy,

and that 'damned brawn shall play dame Mortimer
his wife. Rivo, says the drunkard. Call in ribs,

call in tallow.

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bakdolph, and
Peto.

Poert*. Welcome, Jack. Where hast ihou been ?

Fal. A plague of all cowards, 1 say, and a ven-

geance too ! marry, and amen !—Give me a cup of

sack, boy.—Ere I lead this hfe long, I'll sew nether-

stocks, and mend them, and foot them too. A plague

of all cowards!—Give me a cup of sack, rogue.—Is

there no virtue extant? LHe drinks.)

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish

of butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted at the

sweet tale of the sun? if thou didst, then behold

that compound.
Fal. Yon rogue, here's Ihne in this sack too

:

T7iere is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous

man : yet a coward is worse than a cup of sack with

lime in it ; a villainou? coward.—Go thy ways, old

Jack ; die when thou wilt ; if manhood, good man-
hood, be not forgot upon the face of the earth, then

am I a shotten herring. There live not three good
men unhanged in England; and one of them is fat

and grows old : God help the while ! a bad world,

I say I I would I were a weaver; I could sing

psalms or any thing : A plague ofall cowards, -1 sa^
still. ,.

'
.

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack ? what mutter you ?

Fal. A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out of

thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all

thy subjects afore thee like a flock of wild geese,

I'll never wear hair on ray face more. You prince

of Wales

!

[the matter ?

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man ! what's
Fal. Are you not a coward ? answer me to that

;

and Poins there ?

Poins. 'Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me
coward, I'll stab thee.

Fal. I call thee coward ! I'll see thee damned
ere I call thee coward : but I would give a thousand
pound, I could run as fast as thou canst. You are
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who
sees your back : Call you that backing of your
friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give me them
that will face me.—Give me a cup of sack :— I am a
rogae, if I drunk to-day.

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped since
thou drunk'st last.

Fal. All's one for that. A plague of all cowards,
still sav 1. {He drinks.)
P. Hen. What's the matter?
Fal. What's the matter ? there be four ofus here

have ta'en a thousand pound this morning.
P. Hen. Where is it. Jack? where is it?
Fal. Where is it? taken from us it is : a hundred

upon four of us.

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man ?
Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword

with a dozen of them two hours together. I have
'ecap'd by miracle. I am oight times thrust through

the doublet; four, throngh the hose; my backler
cut through and through ; my sword hacked like a
hand-saw, ecre si'jnum. I never dealt better since
I was a man : all would not do. A plague of all

cowards !— Let them speak : if they speak more or
less than truth, they are villains, and the sons of

darkness.

P. Hen. Speak, sirs ; how was it ?

Gads. We four set upon some dozen,
Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord.

Gads. And bound them.
Peto. No, no, they were not bound.
Fal. You rogue, they were bo\md, every man of

them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.
Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven

fresh men set upon us, [the other.

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all ?

Fal. All? I know not what ye call, ail; but if I

fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of
radish : if there were not two or three and fifiy

dpon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged
creature. [of them.

Poins. Pray God, you have not murdered some
Fal. Nay, that's past praying for : for I ha\ e

peppered two ofthem : two, I am sure, I have paid
;

two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what,
Hal,—il' I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me
horse. Thou knowest my old ward ;—here I lay,

and thus I bore my point. Four rogues in buckram
let drive at me, [now.

P. Hen. What, four? thou said'st but two, even
Fal. Four, Hal; I told thee four.

Poins. Ay, ay, he said four.

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly
thrust at me. I made me no more ado, but took all

their seven points in my target, thus.

P. Hen. Seven ? why, there were but four, even
Fal. In buckram. [now.
Poins. Ay, four, in buckram suits.

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else.

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, let him alone; we shall ha^e
more anon.

Fa/. Dost thou hear me, Hal?
P.'Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening io.

These nine in buckram, that I told thee of,

P. Hen. So, two more already.

Fal. Their poinfa being broken,

Poins. Down fell their hose.

Fal. Began to give me ground : But I followed

me close, came in foot and hand ; and, with a

thought, seven of the eleven I paid.

P. Hen. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown
out of two I

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three mis-

begotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my back,

and let drive at me ;—for it was so dark, Hal, that

thou couldst not see ihy hand.

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that begets

them; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. VVhy,

thou clay brained guts ; thou knotty-nated fool ;

thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-keech,

—

Fal. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not

the truth, the truth !

P. Hen. Why, how couldst thou know thes<*

men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou

couldst not see thy hand ? come, tell us your rea-

son ; What sayest thou to this ?

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason.

Fai. What, upon compulsion? No: were I at

the strappado, or all the racks in the world, I

would not tell you on compulsion. Give yon a

reason on compulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as

blackberries, I would give no man a reason upon

compulsion, I.

P. Hen. I'll be no longer guilty of this sin; this

sanguine cov/ard, this bed-presser this horse-back

breaker, this huge hill of flesh ;—
Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skiu, you
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dried neat's-longae.. bull's-pizzle, you stock-fish,—O, ftir breath to utter what is like thee !—you
tailor's yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile
standinE; tuck ;

P. lien. Well, breathe a while, and then to it

again : and when thou hast tired thyself in liase
comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins. Mark, Jack.
P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four; you

bound them, and were masters of their wealth.

—

Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down.

—

Then did we two set on you four : and, with a
word, out-faced you from your prize, and have it

\

yea, and can show it you here in the bouse :— and,
Falstalf, you carried your guts away as nimblyj
with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and
still ran and roared, as ever I heard bull-calf.
What a slave art thou, to hack thy sword as thou
hast done ; and then say, it was in fight ! What
trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst thou
now find out, to hide thee from this open and ap-
parent shame ? [thou now ?

Poins. Come, let's hear. Jack : Wliat trick hast
Pal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that

made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters : Was it for
me to kill the heir apparent ?

" Should I turn upon
the true prince ? \Vhy, thou knowcst, I am as
valiant as Hercules: but beware instinct ; the lion
will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a great
matter

; I was a coward on instinct. I shall think
the better of myself and thee, during my life; I,

for a valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But,
by the Lord, lads, I am glad you have the money.

Hostess, clap to the doors ; watch to-night,
pray to-morrow.—Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of
Eold, all the titles ofgood fellowship come to you !

What, shall we be merry? shall we have a play
extempore ?

P. Hen. Content;—and the argument shall be
Ihy running away. [me.

Fal. Ah ! no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest

Enter Hostess,

Host. My lord the prince,

P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostes|,? what
say'st thou to me ?

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the
court at door, would speak with you : he says he
comes from your father.

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a
royal man, and send him back again to ray mother.

Fal. What manner of man is he ?

Host. An old man.
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid-

night ;'—Shall I give him his answer?
P. Hen. Pr'ythee, do. Jack.
Fal. 'Faith, and I'll .send him packing. [Exit.

P. Hen. Now, sirs ; by'r lady, you fought fair

;

—so did you, Peto ;—so did you, Bardolph : you
are lions too, you ran away upon instinct, you will

not touch the true prince ; no, fy !

Bard. 'Faith, I ran when 1 saw others run.

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, How came Fal-
staiTs sword .so hacked ?

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger ; and
said, he would swear truth out of England, but he
would make you believe it was done in fight; and
persuaded us to do the like.

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-
grass, to make them bleed ; and then to besliibber
our garments with it, and to swear it was the blood
of true men. I did that I did not this seven years
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices.

P. Hen. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the manner,
and ever since thou hast blushed extempore : Thou
hadst fire and sword -on thy side, and yet thou
ran'st away ; What instinct hadst thou for it ?

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors ? do
you behold these exhalations ?

P. Hen. I do.

Beard. What think you they portend ?
P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses.
Bard. Choler. my lord, if rightly taken.
P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter.

Re-enter Falstaff.

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone
How now, my sweet creature of bombast ? How
long is't ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own
knee ?

Fal. My own knee ? when I was about thy years,
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waist ; I

could have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring :

A plague of sighing and grief! it blows a man up
like a bladder. There's villainous news abroad •

here was sir John Bracy from your father; yon
must to the court in the morning. That same mad
fellow of the North, Percy ; and he of Wales, that
gave Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer
cuckold, and swore the devil his true liegeman
upon the cross of a Welsh hook,—What, a plague,
call you him ?

Poins. O, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen ; the same ;—and his son-in-

law, Mortimer ; and old Northumberland ; and
that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas^ that runs
o'horseback up a hill perpendicular.
P. Hen. He, that rides at high speed, and with

his pistol kills a sparrow flying.

Fal. You have hit it.

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow.
Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in liim

;

he will not run.

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to
praise liim so for running ?

Fal. O'horseback, ye cuckoo I but, afoot, he
will not budge a foot.

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct.

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is

there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-
caps more ; Worcester is stolen away to-night

;

thy father's beard is turned white with the news

;

you may buy land now as cheap as stinking mack-
erel.

P. Hen. \Vhy then, 'tis like, if tliere come a hot
Jifne; and this pivil buffeting hold, we shall buy
maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the hun-
dreds.

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou saye'st true ; it is

like, we shall have good trading that way.—But,
tell me, Hal, art thou not horribly afeard? thou
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee out

three such enemies again, as that fiend Douglas,
that .spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower? Art
thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy blood thall

at it ? [instinct.

P. Hen. Not a wliit, i'faith ; I lack some of thy
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-mor-

row, when thou comest to thy father : if thou love
me, practise an answer.
P. Hen. Do thou stand for my father, and ex-

amine me upon the particulars of my life.

Fal. Shall I ? content :—This chair shall be my
state, this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my
crown.
P. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy

golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy pre-
cious rich crown, for a pitiful bald crown !

Fal. Well, an the hre of grace be not quite put

of thee, now slialt thou be moved.—Give me a cup
of sack, to make mine eyes look red, that it may be
thought I have wept ; for I must speak in passion,

and I will do it in king Carabyses' vein.

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg.

Fal. And here is my speech •—Stand aside, no-

bility.

Host. This is excellent .sport, i'faith.

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen, for trickling tears
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Host. 0, the father, how he holds hia counte-

nance !
[queen,

Fal. For God's sake, lords, convey my tristful

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes.

Host. O rare ! he doth it as like one of these

harlotry players, as I ever see.

Pal. Peace, good pint pot
;
peace, good tickle-

brain.—Harry, I do not only marvel where thou

spendest thy time, but, also how thou art accom-
panied : for though the camomile, the more it is

trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more
it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my
son, I have partly thy mother's word partly my own
opinion; but chiefly, a villainous trick of thine eye,

and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth

warrant me. If then thou be son to me, here lies

the point:—Why, being son to me, art thou so

pointed at ? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove

a micher, and eat blackberries ? a question not to be
asked. Shall the son of England prove a thief, and
take purses ? a question to be asked. There is a

thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of, and it

is known to many in our land by the name of pitch :

this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile

;

so doth the company thou keepest: for, Harry, now
I do not speak to thee in drink, but in tears ; not

in pleasure, but in passion ; not in words only, but
in woes also:—And yet there is a wtuous man,
whom I have often noted in thy company, but I

know not his name:

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your
majesty ?

Fal. A good portly man, i'faith, and a corpulent

;

of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble
carriage ; and as I think, his age some fifty, or, by'r
lady, inclining to threescore ; and now I remember
me, his name is FalstaflF: if that man should be
lewdly given, he deceiveth me ; for, Harry, I see
virtue in hia looks. If then the tree may be known by
the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptorily
I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep
with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou
naughty varlet, tell me, where hast thou been this

onth?
P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king ? Do thou

stand for me, and I'll play my father.

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely,
so majestically, both in word and matter, hang me
UD by the heels for a rabbit-sucker, or a poulter's

P. Hen. Well, here T am set. [hare.

Fal. And here I stand :—judge, my masters.
P. Hen. Now, Hariy ! whence come you ?

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap.
P. Hen. Tlie complaints I hear of thee are griev-

ous.

Fal. 'Sblood, my lord, they are false :—nay, I'll

tickle ye for a young prince, i'faith.

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy ? hence-
forth ne'er look on me. Thou art violently carried
away from grace : there is a devil haunts thee, in

the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of man is thy
companion. Why dost thou converse with tiiat

trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness,
that swoln parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard of
sack, that stuft'ed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted
Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly, that
reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father rufiian,

that vanity in years ? Wherein is he good, but to
taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and cleanly,
but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cuuning,
but in craft ? wherein crafty, but in villainy? where-
in villainous, but in all things? wherein worthy,
but in nothing ?

Fal. I would, your grace would take me with
you , Whom means your grace ?
P. Hen. That villainous abominable misleader of

youth Falstafi", that old white-bearded Satan.
Fal. My lord, the man I know.
P. Hen. I know, thou dost.
Fal. But to say, I know more harm in him than

in myself, were to say more than I know. That he
is old, (the more the pity,) his white hairs do witness
it : but that he is (saving your reverence,) a whore-
master, that I utterly denjr. If sack and sugar be
a fault, God help the wicked ! If to be old and
merry be a sin, then many an old host that I know,
is damned : ifto be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh's
lean kine are to be loved. No, iny good lord ; ba-
nish Peto, bauish Bardolph, banish Poins : but for
sweet Jack Palslafi", kind Jack Falstafi; true Jack
Falstafi", valiant Jack Falstatf, and therefore more
valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not
him thy Harry's company ; banish plump Jack, and
bauish all the world.
P. Hen. I do, 1 will. [A knochinij heard.Y

[Exeunt Hostess, Francis, and Bardolph.

Re-enter B.uidolph, running.

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ; the sherifi', with a
most monstrous watch, is at the door.

Fal. Out, you rogue ! play out the play: I have
much to say in the behalf of that FalstalT.

Re-enter Hostess, hastily/.

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord !

—

Fal. Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fiddle-

stick: What's the matter ?

Host. The sherifi" and all the watch are at the
door : they are come to search the house : Shall I let

them in ?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? never call a true piece
of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad, with-
out seeming so. [instinct.

P. Hen. And thou a natural^ coward, without
Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny the

sheriff", so ; if not, let him enter: if I become not a
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bring-
ing up I I hope, I shall as soon be strangled with a
halter, as another.
P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras ;—the rest

walk up above. Now, my masters, foi a true face,
and good conscience.

Fal. Both which I have had : but their date is out,

and therefore I'll hide me.
[Exeunt all but the Prince and Poins.

P. Hen. Call in the sherifi".—

Enter Sheriffand Carrier.

Now, master sherifi"; what's your will with me .

Sker. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry
Hath follow'd certain men unto this house.

P. Hen. What men ? [lord

:

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious
A gross fat man.

Car. As fat as butter.

P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not here;

For I myself at this time have employ'd him.

And, sheriff", I will engage my word to thee

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time,

Send him to answer thee, or any man,
For any thing he shall be charg d withal.

And so let me entreat you leave the house.

Sher. I will, my lord: There are two gentlemen

Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks.

P. Hen. It may be so : if he have robb'd these

He shall be answerable ; and so, farewell. [men,

Sher. Good night, my noble lord.

P. Heti. I think it is good morrow; is it not?

Sher. Indeed, my bird, I think it be two o'clock

[Exeu?it Sheriff and Carrier.

P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as

Paul's. Go, call him forth.

Poins. Falstaff"! fast asleep behind the arras,

and snorting like a horse.

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath :

Search his pockets. {Poins searches.) What hast

thou found:
Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord.

P. Hen. Let's see what they be : read them.
Poins. Item, a capon, 2s. 2d.

Item, Sauce, 4d.
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Item, Sack, (wo gallons, 5s. 8il.

Item, Anchovies tind sackdfter supper, 2s. 6d.

Item, Bread, a halfpenny;

P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one half-pennyworth
of bread to this intolerable deal of sack :—What
there is else, keep close; we'll read it at more
advantage: there let him sleep till day. I'll to the

court in the morning : we must all to the vvars, and
thy place shall be honourable. I'll procure this

fat rogue a charge of foot : and, I know, his death
will be a march of twelve-score. The money shall

be paid back again with advantage. Be with me
betimes in the morning; and so good morrow,
Poins.

Poins. Good morrow, good my lord. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Bangor. A Room in the Archdeacon's
House.

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, aiid
Glendower.

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties sure,

And our induction, full of prosperous hope.
Hot. Lord Mortimer,—and cousin Glendower,

—

Will you sit down ?

And, imcle Worcester :—A plague upon it!

I have forgot the map.
Glen. No, here it is.

Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur

:

For by that name as oft as Lancaster
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale ; and with
A rising sigh, he wishetii you in heaven.

Hoi. And you^ hell, as often as he hears
Owen Glendower spoke of.

,

Glend. 1 cannot blame him : at my nativity.

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes.
Of burning crescents ; and, at my birth.

The frame and huge foundation of the earth

Shak'd like a coward.
Hot. Why, so it would have done

At the same season, if your mother's cat had
But kitten'd, though yourself had ne'er been born.

Glend. I say, the earth did shake, when I was
born.

Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my mind.
If you suppose, as fearing you it shook.

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth did
tremble. [on fire.

Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens
And not in fear of your nativity.

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth

In strange irruptions : oft the teeming earth

Is with a kind of cholic i)inch'd and vex'd
By the imprisoning of unruly wind
Within her womb ; which for enlargement striving.

Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down
Steeples, and moss-grown towers. At your birth.

Our grandani earth, having this distemperature.

In passion shook.
Glend. Cousin, of many men

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave
To tell you once again,—that at my birth.

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes
;

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields.

These signs have mark'd me extraordinary

;

And all the courses ofmy life do show,
I am not in the roll of common men.
Where is he living,—clipp'd in with the sea
That chides the banks of England, Scotland,

Wales,

—

Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ?

And bring him out, that is but woman's son.

Can trace me in the tedious ways of art,

And hold me pace in deep experiments.
Hot. I think, there is no man speaks better

Welsh :

I will to dinner. [mad.
Mort, Peace, cousin Percy

;
yon will make him

Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep.
Hot. Why, so can I : or so can any man :

But v/il! they come, when you do call for them ?
Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to com-

The devil. [mand
Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the

devil.

By telling truth ; Tell truth and shame the devil.

—

If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither,
And I'll be sworn, I have power to shame him

hence.
O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil.

—

Mort. Come, come,
No more of this unpr<;fitable chat.

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke
made head

Against my power : thrice from the banks of Wye,
And sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I sent him.
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. [too !

Hoi. Home without boots, and in foul weather
How 'scapes he agues, in the devil's name ?

Glend. Come, here's the map; Shall we divide
our right.

According to our three-fold order ta'en ?

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits, very equally :

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto.

By south and east, is to my part assign'd :

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore.

And all the fertile land within that bound.
To Owen Glendower :—and, dear coz, to you,

The remnant northward, lying off from Trent.

And our indentures tripartite are drawn :

Which being sealed interchangeably,

(A business that this night may execute,)

To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I,

And my good lord of Worcester, will .set forth.

To meet your father, and the Scottish power,
As is ai)pointed us, at Shrewsbury.
My father Glendower is not ready yet.

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days :

—

Within that space, (to Glend.J you may have drawn
together.

Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen.
Glend. A shorter time shall send me to you, lords,

And in my conduct shall your ladies come :

From whom you now must steal, and take no leave

;

For there will be a world of water shed,
Upon the parting ofyour wives and you. [here,

Hot. Methinks, my moiety, north from Burton
In quantity equals not one of yours .

See, how this river comes me cranking in,

And cuts me, from the best of all my land,

A huge half moon, a monstrous cantle out.

I'll have the current in this place damm'd up :

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run.
In a new channel, fair and evenly.

It shall not wind with such a deep indent.
To rob me of so rich a bottom here.

Glend. Not wind ? it shall, it must
;
you see it

Mort. Yea, [doth.
But mark how he bears his course, and runs me up
With like advantage on the other side

;

Gelding the opposed continent as much.
As on the other side it takes from you. [here,

Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him
And on this north side win this cape of land ;

And then he runs straight and even.
Hot. I'll have it so ; a little charge will do it.

Glend. I will not have it alter'd.

Hot. Will not you?
Glend. No, nor you shall not.

Hot. Who shall say me nay ?

Glend. Why, that will I.

Hot.. Let me not understand you then,

Speak it in \VeIsh.

Glend. I can speak English, loril, as well as you;
For I was train'd up in the English court

:

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp
Many an English ditty, lovely well,
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And gave the tongoe a helpful ornament

;

A virtne, that was never seen iu you.

Hot. Marry ; and I'm glad of it with all my heart

;

I had rather be a kitten, and cry—mew.
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers

;

I had rather hear a brazen canstick tum'd.
Or a dry wheel grate on an asle-tree

;

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge.

Nothing so much as mincing poetry

;

'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag.

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent tum'd.

Hot. I do not care : I'll give thrice as much land

To any well-deserving friend
;

But, iu the way of bargain, mark ye me,
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair.

Are the indentures drawn " shall we be gone ?

Glend. The moon shines fair, you may away by
I'll haste the writer, and, withal, [night

:

Break with your wives of your departure hence :

I am afraid, my daughter wU run mad.
So much she doateth on her Mortimer. [Exit.

Mart. Fy, cousin Percy ! how you cross my father

!

Hot. I cannot choose sometimes lie angers me.
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant,

Of the dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies;
And of a dragon and a fiuless fish,

A clip-wing'd griffin, and a moulten raven,
A couching lion, and a ramping cat.

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what,

—

He held me but last night, at least nine hours,

In reckoning up the several devils' names.
That were his lackeys : I cried, humph,—and, well,

—go to,—
But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious

As a tired horse, a railing wife;

Worse than a smoky house :—I had rather live

With cheese and garlic, iu a windmill, far.

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me.
In any summer-house in Christendom.

Mart. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman
;

Exceedingly well read, and profited

In strange concealments \ valiant as a lion.

And wond'rous affable ; and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin ?

He holds your temper in a high respect.

And curbs himself even of his natural scope,

When you do cross his humour • 'faith, he does :

I warrant you, that man is not alive.

Might so have tempted him as you have done.
Without the taste of d.-\nger or reproof;
And do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

War. In i'aith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame
;

And since your coming hither have done enough
To put him quite beside his patience.

Vou must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault

:

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage,
blood,

(And that's the dearest grace it renders you,)
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage.
Defect of manners, want of government.
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain :

The least of which, haunting a nobleman,
Loseth men's hearts; and leaves behind a stain

Upon the beauty of all parts besides.
Beguiling them of commendation. [speed

!

Hot. Well, £ am school'd
; good manners be your

Here come our wives, and let us take our leave.

Re-enter Glendower, with tlie Ladies.

Mart. This is the deadly spile that angers me,

—

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh.
Glend. My daughter weeps; she will not part

with you.
She'll be a soldier too, she'll to the wars.

Mori. Good father, tell her,—that she, and my
aunt Perry,

Shall follow in your conduct speedily.
(Gkndower speaks to liis daughter in Welsh,

and she answers him in the same.)

Glend. She's desperate here : a peevish self-

will'd harlotry.

One no persuasion can do good upon.

(Lady M. speaks to Mart, in Welsh.)
Mori. I understand thy looks : that pretty VVelsn

Which thou poorest down from these swelliuf hea-
I am too perfect in ; and, but for shame, [vens.

In such a parley would I answer thee.

(Lady M. speaks.)

I understand thy kisses, and thou mine
And that's a feeling disputation :

But I will never be a truant, love.

Till I have learn'd thy language ; for thy tongue
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd,

Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower.
With ravishing division to her lute.

Glend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad.

(Lady M. speaks again, j

Mart. O, I am ignorance itself in this

Glend. She bids you.

Upon the wanton rushes lay you down.
And rest j-our gentle head upon her lap,

And she will sing the song that pleaseth you.

And on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep

.

Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness
;

Making such difterence 'twixt wake and sleep

As is the difference betwixt day and night.

The hour before the heavenly-harness'd team
Begins his golden progress in the east. [sing

:

Mori. With all mv heart I'll sit, and hear her

By that time will our book, I think, be drawn.
Glend. Do so

;

And those musicians, that shall play to yo ,

Hang in the air a tlionsand leagues from hence;
Yet straight they shall be here : sit, and attend.

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down ;

Come, quick, quick ; that I may lay my head in

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. [thy lap.

(Glendower speaks some Welsh words, and then
the music plays.)

Hot. Now I perceive, the devil understands
Welsh

;

And 'tis no marvel, he's so humourous.
By'r lady, he's a good musician.

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but musi-
cal : for you are altogether governed by humours.
Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady sing in Welsh.

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in

Irish.

Lady P. Wouldst thou have thy head broken:

Hot. No.
Lady P. Then be still.

Hot. Neither ; 'tis a woman's fault.

Lady P. Now God help thee !

Hot. To the Welsh lady's bed.

Lady P. What's that?

Hoi. Peace ! she sings.

(A Welsh Song, sung by Lady M.)

Hot. Come, Kate, I'll have your song too.

Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth.

Hot. Not yours, in good sooth ! 'Heart, you swear
like a comfit-maker's wife ! Not you, in good sooth

;

and. As true as I live ; and. As God shall mend
me : and. As sure as day :

Ana giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths,

As if thou never walk'dst further than Finsbury,

Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art,

A good mouth-filling oath; and leave in sooth.

And such protest of pepper-gingerbread.

To velvet guards, and Sunday-citizens.

Come, sing.

Lady P. I will not sing.

Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red-

breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, I'll

away within these two hours ; and so come in when
you will. [Exit.] [slow,

Glend. Come, come, lord Mortimer
;
you are as

As hot lord Percy is on fire to go.
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By this our book's drawn ; we'll but seal, and then

To horse immediately.

Mort. With all my heart. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henrv, Prince of Wales, atid Lords.

K. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Priuoe of

Wales and I,

Must have some conference : But be near at hand,

For we shall presently have need of you.

—

' [Kveunt Lords.
I know not whether God will ha\e it so.

For some displeasing service I have done.

That in his secret doom, out of my blood

Ke'll breed revengement and a scourge for me
;

But thou dost, in thy passages of life,

Make me believe,—that tliou art only mark'd
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven.

To punish mymis-treadings. Tell me else.

Could such inordinate, and low desires,

Sucii poor, such bare, such lewdj such mean at-

tempts,
Such barren pleasures, rude society,

As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to.

Accompany the greatness of thy blood.

And hold their level with thy princely heart ?

P. Hen. So please your majesty, I would, I could

Quit all offences with us clear excuse.

As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge

Myself of many I am charg'd withal

:

Yet such extenuation let me beg.

As, in reproof of many tales devis'd,

—

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,

—

By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers,
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth

Hath faulty wander'd and irregular.

Find pardon on my true submission. [Harry,

K. Hen. God pardon thee !—yet let me wonder.

At thy affections, which do hold a wing
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors.

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost,

Which by thy younger brother is supplied
;

And art almost an alien to the hearts

Of all tlie court and princes of my blood :

The hope and expectation of thy time

Is ruin'd ; and the soul of every man
Prophetically does fore-think thy fall.

Had I so lavish of my presence been.

So cominon-hackney'd in the eyes of men,

So stale and cheap to vulgar company;
Opinion, that did help me to the crown.

Had still kept loyal to possession;

And left me in reputeless banishment,

A filiow of no mark, nor likelihood.

By being seldom seen, I could not stir,

But, like a comet, 1 was wonder'd at

:

That men would tell their children, This is he;

Others would say,— TVhere f Which is Boling-

Aud then I stole all courtesy from heaven, [broke !

And dress'd myself in sucli hiinnlity,

That [ did pluck allegiance from men's hearts,

Loud shouts and salutations Aura their mouths.

Even in the presence of tiie crowned king.

Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new;
My presence, like a robe pontifical,

Ne'er seen, but wonder'd at : and so my state.

Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast;

And won, by rareness, such solemnity.

The skipping king, he ambled up and down
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits.

Soon kindled, and soon burn'd : carded his state
;

Mingled his royalty with capering fools
;

Had his great name profaned with their scorns
;

And gave his countenance, against his name,

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push

Of every beardless vain comparative :

Grew a companion to the common streets,

Enfeoff'd himself to popularity :

That, bemg daily shallow'd by men's eyes,

They surfeited with honey ; and began
To loathe the taste of sweetness, wliereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.
So, when he had occasion to be seen.

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,
Heard, not regarded : seen, but wdth such eyes.
As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford no extraordinary gaze.

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty,

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes :

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down.
Slept in his face, and render'd such aspect
As cloudy men use to their adversaries

;

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full.

And in that very line, Harry, stand'st thou
;

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege.

With vile participation ; not an eye
But is a-weary of thy common sight.

Save mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more
;

Which now doth that I would not have it do.
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness.
K. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious

Be moie myself. (lord,

P. Hen. For all the world,
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg

;

And even as I was then is Percy now.
Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot.

He hath more worthy interest to the state,

Thau thou, the shadow of succession

:

For, of no right, nor colour like to right,

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm
;

Turns head against the lion's armed jaws
;

And, being no more in debt to years than thou.

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on.

To bloody battles, and to brui.sing arms.

What never-dying honour hath he got

Against renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds
Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms
Holds from all soldiers chief majority.

And military title capital.

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ?
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing clothes.

This infant warrior, in his enterprises

Discomfited great Douglas ; ta'en him once.

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him.
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up,

And shake the peace and<safety of our throne.

And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland,
The archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, PTorti-

Capitulate against us, and ai e up. (mer.

But wherefore do 1 tell these news to thee ?

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes,

Which art my near'st and dearest enemy ?

Thou that art like enough,—through vassal fear

,

Base inclination, and the start of spleen,

To fight against me under Percy's pay,
To dog his heels, and court'sy at his frowns.

To show how much degenerate thou art.

K. Hen. Yio not think so, you shall not find it so

;

And God forgive them that have so much sway'd
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me!
I will redeem all this on Percy's head.

And, in the closing of some glorious day,
Be bold to tell you, that I am your son;

When I will wear a garment all of blood,

And stain my favours in a bloody mask.
Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it

And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights

That this same child of honour and renown.
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight.

And your unthoiiglit of Harry, chance to meet:
For every honour sitting on his helm,

'Would they were multitudes ; and on my head
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come,

That I shall make this northern youth exchange

His glorious deeds for my indignities.

Percy is but my factor, good my lord.

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf;

And I will call him to so strict account.
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That he shall render eveiy glory up.

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time,

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.

This, in the name of God, I promise here :

The which if he be pleas'd I shall perform,

I do beseech your majesty, may salve

The long-grown wounds ofmy intemperance :

If not, the end of life cancels all bands
;

And I will-die a hundred thousand deaths,

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow.
K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this :

—

Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust herein.

Enter liLUNT.

How now, good Klunt? thy looks are full of speed.

Blunt. So hath the btisiness that I come to speak of.

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word,

—

That Douglas, and the English rebels, met.

The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury :

A mighty and a fearful head they are,

If promises be kept on every hand.
As ever offer'd foid play in a state. [day;

K. Hen. The earl of Westmoreland set forth to-

With him my son, lord John of Lancaster;
For this advertisement is five days old :

—

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set

Forward ; on Thursday, we ourselves will march :

Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and, Han-y, you
Shall march through Glostershire ; by which ac-

count.

Our business valued, some twelve days hence
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet.
Our hands are full of business ; let's away

;

Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Eastcheap. A Room in the hoars
Head Tavern.

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since

this last action ? do I not bate ? do I not dwindle ?

Why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady's

loose gown ; I am wither'd like an old apple-John.

Well, I'll repent, and that suddenly, while I am in

some liking : I shall be out of heart shortly, and
then I shall nave no strength to repent. An I have
not forgotten what the inside of a church is made
of, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's horse : the inside

of a church ! Company, villainous company, hath
been the spoil of me. [live long.

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot
Fal. Why, there is it :—come, sing me a bawdy

song; make me merry. I was as virtuously given,

as a gentleman need to be ; virtuous enough ; swore
little ; diced not above seven times a week : went
to a bawdy-house, not above once in a quarter—of

an hour; paid money that I borrowed, three or four

times ; lived well, and in good compass : and now
I live out of all order, out of all compass.
Bard. Why, you are so fat, sir John, that you

must needs be out of all compass : out of all rea-

sonable compass, sir John.
Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend

my life: Thou art our admiral, thou bearest the

lantern in the poop,—but 'tis in the nose of thee

:

thou art the knight of the burning lamp.
Bard. Why, sir John, my face does you no harm.
Fal. No, I'll be sworn ; I make as good use of

it as many a man doth of a death's-head, or a
memento mori: I never see thy ftce, but I think
on hell-fire and Dives that lived in purple ; for

there he is in his robes, burning., burning. If

tho'i wert any way given to virtue, I would swear
by thy face ; my oath should be. By this fire : but
thou art altogether given over; and wert indeed,
but for the light in thy face, the son of utter dark-
ness. When thou ran'st up Gads-hill in the night
to catch my horse, if I did not think thou hadst
been an ignis fatttus, or a ball of wildfire, there's
no purchase in money. O, thou art a perpetual
triumph, an everlasting bopfire-light ! Thou hast

saved me a thousand marks in links and torches,
walking with thee iu the night betwixt tavern and
tavern: but the sack that thou hast drunk me,
would have bought me lights as good cheap, at the
dearest chandler's in Europe. I have maintained
that salamander of yours with fire, any time this

two and thirty years ; Heaven reward me for it!

Bard. 'Sblood, I would ray face were in your
belhr

!

[heart-burned.
Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be

Enter Hostess.

How now, dame Partletthe hen ? have yoa mquired
yet, who picked my pocket ?

Host. Why, sir John ! what do you think, sir

John ? Do you think I keep thieves in ray house ?

I have searched, I have inquired, so has ray hus-
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant by servant

:

the tithe of a hair was never lost in my house
before.

Fal. You lie, hostess ; Bardoph was shaved, and
lost many a hair: and I'll be sworn, my pocket was
picked : Go to, you are woman, go.

Host. Who I ? I defy thee : I was never called
so in mine own house'before.

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough.
Host. No, sir John

;
you do not know me, sir

John : I know you, sir John : you owe me money,
sir John, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me
of it : I bought you a dozen of shirts to your back.

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them
away to bakers' wives, and they have made bolters
of them.

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, hoUand of

eight shillings an ell. You owe money here besides,
sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and mo-
ney lent you, four and twenty pound.

Fal. He had his part of it : let him pay.
Host. He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing.
Fal. How ! poor ? look upon liis face

; What call
you rich? let them coin his nose, let them coin
his cheeks ; I'll not pay a denier. What will yon
make a younkerofme? shall I not take mine ease
in mine inn, bat I shall have my rocket picked ?

I have lost a seal-ring of my grana father's, worth
forty mark.

Host. O Jesu ! I have heard the prince tell him,
I know not how oft, that that ring was copper.

Fal. How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup;
and if he were here, I would cudgel him hke a dog,
if he would say so.

Enter Prince Henby atidPoTSS, marching. Fal-
staff meets the Prince, jilaying on his trun-
cheon like afife.

Fal. How now, lad ? is the wind in that door,

i'faith ? must we all march ?

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion.
Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me.
P. Hen. What sayest thou, mistress Quickly ?

How does thy husband ? I love him well, he is an
honest man.

Host. Good my lord, hear me.
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and list to me.

P. Hen. What say'st thou, Jack?
Fal. Tiie other night I fell asleep here behind the

arras, and had my pocket picked : this house is turned

bawdy-house, they pick pockets.

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack ?

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four

bonds of forty pound apiece, and a seal-ring of my
grandfather's.

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter.

Host. So I told him, my lord ; and I said, I heard

your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaks most

vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he is ; and
said, he would cudgel you.

P. Hen. What! he did not?

Host. There's neither faitli, truth, nor womanhood
in me else.

Y
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Fal. There's no more faitb in thee tlian ia a

stewed prune ; noi no more truth in thee, than in a
drawn fos ; and for womanhood, maid Marian may-
be the deputy's wife of the ward to thee. Go, you
thine;, ^o.

Host. Say, what thing ? what thing ?

Fal. Whatthiiisf ? why, a thing to thank God on.

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I would
thou should'st know it; I am an honest man's wife :

and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave
to call me so.

Fal. Setting thy womanhood a.side, thou art a

beast to say otherwise.

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave thou ?

Fal. Wliat beast ? why an otter.

P. Hen. An otter, sir John? why an otter?
Fal. Why? she's neither fish, nor flesh; a man

knows not where to have her.

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so ; thon
or any man knows where to have me, thou knave
thnu !

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he slan-

ders thee most grossly.

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said tliis

other day, you ought him a thousand pound.
P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ?

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ! a million : thy love

is worth a million ; thou owest me thy love.

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and
said, he would cudgel you.

Fal. Did I, Bardolph?
Bard. Indeed, sir John, yon said so.

Fal. Yea ; if he said my ring was copper.
P. Hen. I say, 'tis copper : Darest thou be as good

as thy word now ?

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but
man, I dare ; but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, as
I fi^ar the roaring of the lion's whelp.
P. Hen. And why not, as the lion ?

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the

lion : Dost thou think, I'll fear thee as I fear thy
father ? nay, an I do, I pray God, my girdle break !

P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fall

about thy knees! But, sirrah, there's no room for

faith, truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine;
it is filled up with guts, and midriff. Charge an
honest woman Vvith picking thy pocket ! VVhy,
thou whoreson, impudent, embossed rascal, if there
were any thing in thy pocket but tavern-reckonings,
memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one p or penny-
worth of sugar-candy to make thee long-winded ; if

thy pocket were enriched with any other injuries

but these, I am a villain. And yet you will stand
to it

;
you will not pocket up wrong : Art thou not

ashamed ?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest, in the
state of innocency, Adam fell ; and what should
poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villainy ? thou
seest, I have more flesh than another man; and
therefore more frailty. Yon confess then, you
picked my pocket ?

P. Hen. It appears so by the story.

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee : Go, make ready
breakfast; love thy husband, look to thy servants,
cherish thy guests : thou shalt tiud me tractable to
any honest reason : thou seest, lam pacified.—Still?
—Nay, pr'ythee, be gone. [Exit Hostess.] Now,
Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery, lad,

—

How is that answered ?

P. Hen. O, mv sweet beef, I must still be good
angel to thee :—The money is paid back again.

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back, 'tis a
double labour.

P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and
niay do any thing.

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou
doest, and do it with unwashed hands too.

^rd. V)o, my lorfl. (foot.
P. Hen. J have procured thee. Jack, a charge of"

Fal. I would, it had been of horse. Where shall

I find one that can steal well ? O for a fine thief, of
the age of two and twenty, or thereabouts ! I am
heinously unprovided. Well, God be thanked for

these rebels, they ofiend none but the virtuous ; I
land them, 1 praise them.

P. Hen. Bardolph—
Bard. My lord ?

P. Hen. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan-
caster, [land.

—

My brother John; this to my lord of Westmore-
Go, Poins, to horse, to horse ; for thou, and I,

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.

Jack,
Meet me to-morrow i' the Temple- hall

At two o'clock i'the afternoon :

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there receive
Money, and order for their furniture.

The land is burning ; Percy stands on high

;

And either they, or we, must lower lie.

[Exeunt Prince, Poins, and Bardolph,
Fal. Rare words ! brave world ! Hostess, my

breakfast : come :

—

O, I could wish, tnis tavern were my drum. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The rebel Camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas.

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : Ifspeaking truths

In this fine age, were not thought flattery.

Such attribution should the Douglas have.
As not a soldier of this season's stamp
Should go so general current through the world.
By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy
The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place
In my heart's love, hath no man than yourself:
Nay, task me to the vvord ; approve me, lord.

Doug. Thou art the king of honour

:

No man so potent breathes upon the ground.
But I will beard him.

Hot. Do so, and 'tis well :

—

Enter a Messenger, with letters.

What letters hast thou there ?—I can but thank you.
Mess. These letters come from your father,

—

Hot. Letters from him ! why comes he not him-
self?

Mess. He cannot come, my lord; he's grievous
sick.

Hot. 'Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick,
In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ?

Under whose government come they along ?

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord.
Hot. I pr'ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ?
Mess. He did, ray lord, four days ere I set foiih

;

And at the time of my departure thence.
He was much fear'd by his physicians.
Wor. I would, the state of time had first been

whole.
Ere he hv sickness had been visited

;

His health was never better worth than now.
Hot. Sick now! droop now! this sickness doth

The very life-blood of our enterprise

;

[infect
'1 is catching hither, even to our camp.- -

He writes me he--e,—that inward sickness

—

And that his friends by deputation could not
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet.
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust
On any .soul remov'd, but on his own.
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement,—
That with our small conjunction, we sliould on.
To see how fortune is dispos'd to us :

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now

;

Because the king is certainly possess'd
Of all our purposes. What say you to it?

Wor. Your father'.s sickness is a maim to ns.

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd off:
And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want
Seems more than we shall find it :—Were it good.
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To set the exact wealth of all our states

All at one cast? to set so rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
It were not good : for therein should we read
The very bottom and the soul of hope

;

The very list, the very utmost bound
Of all our fortunes.

Douij. 'Faith, and so we should

;

Where now remains a sweet reversion :

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what
Is to come in :

A comfort of retirement lives in this.

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto.

If that the devil and mischance look big

Upon the maidenhead of our affairs.

Wor. But yet, I would your father had been here.
The quality and hair of our attempt
Brooks no division : It will be thought
By some, that know not why he is away,
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike

Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence
;

And think, how such an apprehension
Alay turn the tide of fearful faction.

And breed a kind of question in our cause :

For, well you know, we of the offering side
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement;
And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from whence
The eye of reason may pry in upon us

:

This absence of your father's draws a curtain.
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear
Before not dreamt of.

Hat. You strain too far.

I, rather, of his absence make this use ;

—

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion,
A larger dare to our great enterprise,

Than if the earl were here : lor men must think.

If we, without his help, can make a head
To push against the kingdom ; with his help.

We shall o'erturn it topsy turvy down.

—

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Doug. As heart can think : there is not such a

word
vSpoke of in Scotland, as tjiis terra of fear.

Enter Sir RfcH.\RD Vernon.

Hot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul.

Ver. Pray God, my ncws be worth a welcome,
lord.

The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong,

Is marching hitliervvards; with him, prince John.
Hot. No harm : What more ?

Ver. And further, I have leam'd,

—

The king himself in person is set forth.

Or hitliervvards intended speedily.

With strong and mighty preparation.

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son.

The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales,
And his comrades, that daff'd the world aside.

And hid it pass ?

V, All furnish'd, all in arms,
All plum'd like estridges that wing the wind

;

Bated like eagles having lately bath'd
;

Glittering in golden coats, like images

;

As full of spirit as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer;
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.

I saw young Harry,—with his beaver on.

His cuises on his thighs, gallantly arm'd,

—

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury,
And aulted with such ease into his seat,

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds.

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus,
And witch the vvorld with noble horsemanship.

Hot. No more, no more ; worse than the sun in

March,
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come

;

They come like sacrifices in their trim.

And to the fire-ey'd raaid of smoky war.
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them :

The mailed Mars shall on hia altar sit.

Up to the ears in blcod. I am on fire

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh,

And yet not ours :—Come, let me take my horse,
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt,
Against the bosom of the prince of Wales :

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse.
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse.
O, that Glendower were come !

I er. There is more news :

I leam'd in Worcester, as I rode along.
He cannot draw his power this fourteen daj-s.

Doug. That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet.

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound.
Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach unto?
Ver. To thirty thousand.
Hot. Forty let it be

;

My father and Glendower being both away,
Tlie powers of us may serve so great a day.
Come, let us make a muster speedily :

Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily.

Doug. Talk not of dying : I am out of fear

Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year.

[Exeunt

.

Scene II.—A public Road near Coventry.

Enter Falstaff and Bakdolph.

Fa/. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill me
a bottle of sack.: our soldiers shall march through
we'll to Siitton-Colfield to-night.

Bard. Will you give me money, captain ?

Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.

Fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it

make twenty, take them all, I'll answer the coin-

age. Bid ray lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's
end.

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. [Exit
Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am

a soused gurnet. I have misused the king's press
damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and
fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. ]

press me none but good householders, yeomen's
sons : inquire me out contracted bachelors, such as

had been asked twice on the bans; such a commo-
dity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil as

a drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver, worse
than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed
me none but such toasts and butter, with hearts in

their bellies no bigger than pins' heads, and they
have bought out their services ; and now my whole
charge consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenants,

gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged as Laza-
rus in the painted cloth, where the glutton's dogs
licked his sores : and such as, indeed, were never

soldiers ; but discarded unjust serving-men, younger

sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and

ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world, and

a long peace ; ten times more dishonourable ragged

than an old-faced ancient : and such have I, to fill up

the rooms of them that have bought out their ser-

vices, that you would think, that I had a hundred

and fifty tattered prodigals, lately come from swine

keeping, from eating draff and husks. A mad fellow

met me on the way, and told me, I had unloaded

all the gibbets, and pressed the dead bodies. No
eye hath seen such scare-crows. I'll not march

through Coventry with them, that's flat :
Nay, and

the villains march wide bttwixt the legs, as if they

had gyves on ; for, indeed, I had the most of them

out of prison. There's but a sliiit and a half in al

my company; and the half shirt is two napkins,

tacked together, and thrown over the shoulders, like

a herald's coat without sleeves; and the sliirt, to say

the truth, stolen from my host at Saint Aiban's, or

the red-nose innkeeper of Daintry. But that's all

one ; they'll find linen enough on every hedge.

Enter Prince Henry awrf Westmorel.4lND.

P Hen. How now, blown Jack ? how now quilt ?
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Fal. What, Hall? How now, mad wag I what a

devil dost thou iu Warwickshire ?—My good lord o

Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thought your

honour had already been at Shrewsbury.

West. 'Faith, sir John, 'tis more than time thi^
were there, and you too; but my powers are there

already : The kiii";, I can tell you, looks for us all

;

we must away all ni^ht.

Fal. I'nt, never fear me : I am as vigilant as a

cat to steal cieam.
P. Hen. I think, to steal cream indeed ; for thy

theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me.

Jack ; whose fellows are these that come after ?

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine.

P. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals.

Fal. Tut, tut
;
good enough to toss; food for

powder, food for powder ; they'll fill a pit, as well

as better; tush, man, mortal men, mortal men.

fVest. Ay, but, sir John, raethinks they are ex-

ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly.

Fal. Faith, for their poverty,— I know not where

they had that : and for their bareness,— I am sure,

they never learned that of me.

P. Hen. No, I'll be sworn : unless yon call three

fingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make haste :

Percy is already in the field,

Fal. What, is the king encamped?
West. He is, sir John ; I fear, we shall stay too

Fal. Well, [long.

To tie latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a

feast.

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Dougl.\s, and
Vernon.

Hot. We'll fight with liiin to-night.

Wor. It may not be.

Doug. You give him then advantage.

y-gy^ Not a wit.

Hot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ?

Ver. So do we.
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful.

Wor. Good cousin, be advis'd : stir not to-night.

Ver. Do not, my lord.

Doug. You do not counsel well

;

You speak it out of fear, and cold heart.

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life,

(Anc/ I dare well maintain it with my 1'.%,)

If well-respected honour bid me on,

I hold as little counsel w ith weak fear,

As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives :

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle.

Which of us fears.

Doug. Yea, or to-night,

Yer. Content.

Hot. To-night, say I.

Ver. Come, come, it may not be.

Iwonder much, being men of such great leading,

That you forsee not what impediments

Drag back our expedition : Certain horse

Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up

:

Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to day :

And now their pride and mettle is asleep.

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,

lliat not a horse is half the half himself.

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy
In general, journey-bated, and brought low

;

'J'he better part of ours is full of rest.

Wor. The number of the king esceedeth ours :

For God's sake, cousin, stay till all come in.

{The trumpet sounds a parley.)

Enter Sir Walter Blunt.

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king,

If yon vouchsafe me hearing,and respect.

Hot. Welcome, sir Walter Blunt; And 'would to

You were of our determination ! [God,

Some of us love you well : and even those some

Euvy your great deserving, and good name ;

Because you are not of our quality.

But stand against us like an enemy.

Blunt. And God defend, but still I should stand so.

So long as, out of limit, and true rule.

Yon stand against anointed majesty

!

But to my charge.—The king hath sent to know
The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon
You conjure from the breast of civil peace

Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land

Audacious cruelty: If that the king

Have any way your good deserts forgot,

—

Which he confesseth to be manifold,

—

He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all speed.

You shall have your desires, with interest

;

And pardon absolute for yourself and these.

Herein misled by j our suggestion.

Hot.The king is kind ; and, well we know, the king

Knows at what time to promise, when to pay.

My father, and my uncle, and myself.

Did give him that same royalty he wears :

And,—when he was not six and twenty strong.

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low,

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,

—

My father gave him welcome to the shore

And,—when he heard him swear, and vow to God,
He came but to be duke of Lancaster,

To sue his livery, and beg his peace
;

With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal,

—

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd.

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too.

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm

Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him.

The more and less came in with cap and knee

;

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ;

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes.

Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths.

Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow'd him,

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes.

He presently,—as greatness knows itself,

—

Steps me a little higher than his vow
Made to my father, while his blood was poor.

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg
;

And now, forsooth, takes on^im to reform
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees.

That lie too heavy on the commowealth
;

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his country's wrongs ; and, by this fac?.

This seeming brow of justice, did he win
The hearts of all that ne did angle for.

Proceeded further; cut me off the heads
Of all the favourites, thattiie absent king
In deputation left behind him here.

When he was personal in the Irish war.

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this.

Hot. Then, to the poiuL.—
In short time after, he depos'd the king

;

Soon after that, depriv'd hiin of his lifp
;

And, in the neck of that, task'd the whole state :

To make that worse, suffer'd his kinsman March

iWho is, if every owner were well plac'd,

ndeed his king,) to be incag'd in Wales,
There without ransom to lie forfeited :

Disgrac'd me in my happy victories

;

Sought to entrap nie by intelligence
;

Rated my uncle from the council-board
;

In rage disiniss'rt my father from the court

;

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong;
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out

This head of safety ; and, withal, to pry

Into his title, the which we find

Too indirect for long continuance.

Bhmt. Shall I return this ans wt r to the king ?

Hot. Not so, sir Walter ; we'll withdraw awhile.

Go to the king ; and let there be impawn'd
Some surety for a safe return again.

And in the morning early shall mine uncle

Bring him our purposes : and so farewell. [love.

Blunt. I would, you would accept of grace and
Hot. .\nd, may be, so we shall.

if
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Pray heaven, yon do !

[tlxeunt.

Scene IV.— York. A Room in the Archbishop's
House.

Enter the Archbishop 0/York, and a Gentleman.

Arch. Hie, good sir Michael ; bear this sealed

brief,

With winged haste, to the lord mareschal

;

This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest

To whom they are directed : If you knew
How much they do import, you would make haste.

Gent. My good lord,

I guess their tenor.

Arch. Like enough, you do.

To-morrow, good sir Michael, is a day.
Wherein the fortune often thousand men
Must 'bide the touch : For, sir, at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly given to understand,
The king, with mighty and quick-raised power,
Meets with lord Harry : and I fear, sir Michael,

—

(What with the sickness of Northumberland,
Whose power was in the first proportion,)

And what with Owen Glendower's absence, thence,
(Who with them was a rated sinew too,

And comes not in, o'er-ruled by prophecies,)

—

I fear the power of Percy is too weak
To wage an instant trial with the king.

GetU. Why, good ray lord, you need not fear;

there's Douglas,
And Mortimer.
Arch. No, Mortimer's not there.

Gent. But there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry
Percy,

And there's my lord of Worcester, and a head
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.
Arch. And so there i||i|but yet the king hath

drawn ^^B
The special head of all tmHmd together ;

—

The prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaster,
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt

;

And many more cor-rivals, and dear men
Of estimation and command in arras.

Gent. Doubt not, my, .lord, they shall be well
oppos'd.

Arch. I hope no less, yei needful 'tis to fear;
And, to prevent the worst, sir Miciiael, speed:
For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king
Dismiss his power, lie means to visit us,

—

For he hath heard of our confederacy,

—

And 'tis but wisdora to make strong against him

;

Therefore, make haste ; I must go write again
To other friends ; and so farewell, sir Michael.

[Exeunt severally.

ACT V.
Scene I.

—

The King's Camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince John
ofLancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, andSir John
FaLSTAFF.
K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer

Above >on husky hill ! the day looks pale
At his distemperature.
P. Hen. The southern wind

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes
;

And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves.
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day.
K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize

;

For nothing can seem foul to those that win.

(Trumpet.) Enter Worcester «wrf Vernon.
How now, my lord of Worcester ? 'tis not well,
That you and I shonld meet upon such terms
-^s now we meet: You have deceiv'd our trust:
And made us dolT our easy robes of peace,

,{,0
c.i'sh our old limbs in ungentle steel

:

1 ms IS not well, my lord, this is not well.
W^hat say you to't? will you again unknit
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war ?

And move in that obedient orb again.

Where you did give a fair and natural light

;

And be no more an exhai'd meteor,
A prodigy of fear, and a portent
Of breached mischief to the unborn times ?

Wor. Hear me, my liege :

For mine own part, I could be well content
To entertain the lag-end ofmy life

With quiet hours ; for, 1 do protest,

I have not sought the day of this dislike.

K. Hen. You have not sought for it! how comes
it then ?

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it.

P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace.
Wor. It pleas'd your majesty to turn your looks

Of favour, from myself, and all our house;
And yet 1 must remember you, my lord,

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you, my staff of office did I break
In Richard's time ; and posted day and night

To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand,
Vyhen yet you were in place and in account
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I.

It was myself, my brother, and his son.

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare
The dangers of the time : You swore to us,

—

And yon did swear that oath at Doncaster,

—

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state
;

Nor claim no further than your new-fall'n right.

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster:
To this we swore our aid. Bat, in short space,
It rain'd down fortune showering on your head

;

And such a flood of greatness fell on you,—
What with our help ; what with the absent king

;

What with injuries of a wanton time
;

The seeming sufferances, that you had borne

;

And the contrarious winds, that held the king
So long in his unlucky Irish wars,
That ail in England did repute him dead,
And, from this swarm of fair advantages.
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd
To gripe the general sway into your hand

;

Forgot your oath io us at Doncaster
;

And being fed by us, you us'd us so

As that ungentle gall, the cuckoo's bird,

Useth the sparrow : did oppress our nest

;

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, ^^
That even our love durst not come near your sight.

For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing
We were enforc'd, for safety sake, to fly

Out of your sight, and raise this present head :

Whereby we stand opposed by such means
As you yourself have forg'd against yourself;

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance.
And violation of all faith and troth

Swoni to us in your younger enterprise.

K. Hen. These things, indeed, you have arti-

culated,

Proclaira'd at market-crosses, read in churches

;

To face the garment of rebellion

With some fine colour, that may please the eye

Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents,

Which gape and rub the elbow, at the news

Of hurlyburly innovation:

And never yet did insurrection want
Such water-colours, to irapaiut his cause ;

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time

Of pell-mell havock and confusion.

P. Hen. In both our armies, there is many a soul

Shall pay full dearly for this enrouuter,

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew,

The prince of Wales doth join with all the world

In praise of Henry Percy : By my hopes,—

This present enterprise set oft" his head,—
I do not think, a braver gentleman,

More active- valiant, or more valiant-young.

More daring, or more bold, is now alive.

To grace this latter age with noble deeds.

For ray part, I raay speak it to my shame,

I have a truant been to chivalry

;
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And so, I hear, he doth account me too :

Yet this before my father's majesty,

—

I am content, that he shall take the odds
Of his great name and estimation

;

And will, to save the blood on either side.

Try fortune with him in a single fight.

K. Hen. And prince of Wales, so dare we ven-

Albeit, considerations infinite [turn thee,

Do make against it:— No, good Worcester, no.

We love our people well; even those we love.

That are misled upon your cousin's part:

And, will they take the offer of our grace.

Both he, and they, and yon, yea, every man
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his.

So tell your cousin, and bring me word
What he will do :—But if he will not yield.

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us.

And they shall do their office. So, be gone

;

We will not now be troubled with reply :

We offer fair, take it advisedly.

[Exeunt Worcester and Vernon.
P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life :

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together

Are confident against the world in arms.

K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his

charge
;

For, on their answer, will we set on them

:

And God befriend us, as our cause is just!

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and Prince John.
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and

bestride me, so ; 'tis a point of friendship.

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that

friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Fal. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well.

P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death. [Exit.

Fal. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loath io pay
him before his day. What need I be so forward

with him that calls not on me ? Well, 'tis no matter

;

Honour pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour

Erick me off when I come on ? how then ? Can
onour set to a leg? No. Or an arm ? No. Or

take away the grief of a wound ? No. Honour
hath no skill in surgery then ? No. What is honour ?

A word. What is in <hat word, honour? What
is that honour? Air. A trim reckoning !—Who
hath it ? He that died o'Wednesday. Doth he feci

it? No.j^Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insensible

then ? Ym, to the dead. But will it not live with
the living? No. Why ? Detraction will not suffer

it:—therefore I'll none of it: lionour is a mere
scutcheon, and so ends my catechism. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The Rebel Camp.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.
Wor. O, no, my nephew must not know, sir

The liberal kind offer of the king. [Richard,

Yer. 'Twere best, he did.

TVar. Then are we all undone.
It is not possible, it cannot be.

The king should keep his word in loving us

;

He will suspect us still, and find a time

To punish this offence in other faults

:

Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes

:

For treason is but trusted like the fox ;

Who, ne'er so tame, so cherish'd, and lock'd up.

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors.

Look how we can, or sad, or merrily.

Interpretation will misquote our looks
;

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall.

The better cherish'd, still the nearer death.

My nephew's trespass may be well forgot.

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood

;

And an adopted name of privilege,

—

A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govern'd by a spleen :

All his offences live upon my head.

And on his father's ;—we did train him on ;

And, his corruption being ta'en from us,

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all.

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know
In any case, the offer of the king.

Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll say, 'tis so.

Here comes your cousin.

Enter Hotspur awe/ Dodglas
; and Officers and

Soldiers, behind.

Hot. My uncle is return'd :—Deliver up
My lord of Westmoreland.—Uncle, what news?

FTor. The king will bid you battle presently.
Doug. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland.
Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so.

Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly.

[Exit.
Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king.

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid !

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances.
Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus.

—

By now forswearing that he is forsworn

:

He calls us rebels, traitors ; aud will scourge
With haughty arms this hateful name in us.

Re-enter Douglas.

Doug. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have
thrown

A brave defiance in King Henry's teeth,

And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it;

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on.

Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp'd forth before

the king.

And, nephew, challeng'd yon to single fight.

Hot. O, 'would the quarrel lay upon our heads

,

And that no man might draw short breath to-

day.

But I, and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me.

How show'd his tasking? seem'd it in contempt?
Ver. No, by my soul ; I never in my life

Did hear a challenge urg'd more modestly.

Unless a brother should aJarother dare
To gentle exercise and proof of arms.

He gave you all the dutu^ot a man

;

Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue
j

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle
;

Making you ever better than his praise.

By still dispraising praise, valued with you :

And, which became him like a prince indeed,

He made a blushing cital of himself

;

And chid his truant youth with such a grace.

As if he master'd there a double spirit.

Of teaching, and of learning, instantly.

There did he pause : But let me tell the world,

—

If he outlive the envy of this day,

England did never owe so sweet a hope.

So much misconstrued in his wantonness.
Hot. Cousin, I think, thou art enamoured

Upon his foUies ; never did I hear
Of any prince, so wild, at liberty :

—

But, be he as he will, yet once ere night

I will embrace him with a soldier's ar->i.

That he shall shrink under my courtesy.

—

Arm, arm, with speed :—And, fellows, soldiers,

friends.

Better consider what you have to do.

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue.

Can lift your blood up with persuasion.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, here are letters for you.

Hot. I cannot read them now.

—

gentlemen, the time of life is short

;

To spend that shortness basely, were too long.

If life did ride upon a dial's point,

Still ending at the arrival of an hour.

An if we live, we live to tread on kings;

If die, brave death, when princes die wdth us !

Now for our conscience,—the arms are fair.

When the intent of bearing them is just.

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on
apace.

Hot. I thank liini; that he cuts me from my tale.
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For I profess not talking ; only this

—

Let each raan do his best : and here draw I

A sword, whose temper I intend to stain

With the best blood that I can meet withal

In the adventure of this perilous day.
Now,—Esperance i—Percy ! and set on.

—

Sound all the lofty instruments of war.
And by that music let us all embrace

:

For, heaven to earth, some of ns never shall

A second time do such a courtesy.

[The trumpets sound. They embrace, and
exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Plain near Shrewsbury.

Excursions, and parties fighting. Alarum to the
battle. Then enter DooGLAS and Blunt, nieetitig.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus
Thou Grossest me ? What honour dost thou seek
Upon my head ?

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas
;

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus.

Because soaie tell me, that thou art a king.

Blunt. They tell thee true.

Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath
bought

Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, king Harry,
This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee,
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner.

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot

;

And thou shalt find a king, that -will revenge
Lord Stafford's death.

[They fight, and Blunt is slain.)

Enter Hotspur.

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon
I never had triumph'd upon a Soot. [thus,

Doug. All^s done, all's won ; here breathless lies

Hot. Where? [the king.

Doug. Here.
Hot. This, Douglas? no, I know this face full well

:

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt

;

Semblably furnish' d like the king himself.

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it goes !

A borrow'd title hast thou bought too dear.

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ?

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coats.

Doug. Now, by ray sword, I will kill all his coats;

I'll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece.

Until I meet the king.

Hot. Up, and away

;

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. {Exeunt.

Other Alarums. Enter Falstaff.

Eal. Though I could 'scape shot-free at London,
I fear the shot here ; here's no scoring, but upon the
pate.— Soft! who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt;

—

there's honour for you : Here's no vanity !—I am as
hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : God keep
lead out of me ! I need no more weight than mine
own bowels.—I have led my ragamuffins where
they are peppered : there's but three of ray hundred
and fifty left alive ; and they are for the town's end,
to beg during life. But who comes here ?

Enter Prince Henry.
P. Hen. What, stand'st thou idle here ? lend me

thy sword

:

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies.
Whose deaths are unreveng'd : Pr'ythee, lend thy

sword.
Eal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe

awhile.—Turk Gregory never did such deeds in

arms, as I have done this day. I have paid Percy,
I have made him sure.

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee.
Lend me thy sword, I pr'ythee.

Eal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy he alive,
thou get'st not my sword ; but take my pistol, if thou
wilt.

P. He7i. Give it me ; What, is it in the case ?

Fal. Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, 'tis hot ; there's that will
sack a city. {'Vhe Prince draws out a bottle of
sack.)
P. Hen. What, is't a time to jest and dally now?

[Throws it at him, and exit.
Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. U'

he do come_in my way, so : if he do not, if I come
in his, willingly, let him make a Carbonado of me.
I like not such grinning honour as sir Walter hath:
Give me life : which if I can save, so ; if not,
honour comes unlooked for, and there's an end.

[Exit.

Scene i\.—Anotherpart of the Field.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the King, Prince
Henry, Prince John, and Westmoreland.
K. Hen. I pr'ythee,

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed'st too much :

—

Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him.
P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too.
>P. Hen. 1 do beseech your majesty, make up.

Lest your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. Hen. I will do so:

—

My lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent.

West. Come, my lord, 1 will lead you to your
tent. [help

:

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord ? I do not need your
And heaven forbid, a shallow scratch should

drive
The prince of Wales from such a field as this

;

Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on.
And rebels' arms triumph in massacres !

P. John. We breathe too long :—Come, cousin
Westmoreland,

Our duty this way lies ; for God's sake, come.
[Exeunt Prince John and Westmoreland.

P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceived me,
Lancaster,

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit

:

Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John

;

But now, I do respect thee as my soul.

K. Heti. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point.

With lustier maintenance than I did look for

Of such an ungrown warrior.

P. Hen. O, this boy
Lends mettle to us all [Exit.

Alarums. Enter DouGL-is.

Doug. Another King ! they grow like Hydra's
1 am the Douglas, fatal to all those [heads :

That wear those colours on them.—What art thou.
That counterfeit'st the person of a king ?

K. Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, grieves

at heart.

So many of his shadows thou hast met.
And not the very king. I have two boys.

Seek Percy and thyself, about the field :

But, seeing thou fall'st on me so luckily,

I will assay thee ; so defend thyself

Doug. I fear, thou art another counterfeit;

And yet , in faith, thou bear'st thee like a king

:

But mine, I am sure, thou art, whoe'er thou be,

And thus I win thee.

{They fight ; the King being in danger, enter
Prince Henry.)

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art

Never to hold it up again ! the spirits (like

Of Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms :

It is the prince of VVales, that threatens thee
;

Who never promiseth, but he means to pay.

—

{They fight ; Douglas flies.)

Cheerly, my lord ; How fares your grace ? —
Sir Nicholas Gawsay hath for succour sent.

And so hath Clifton: 111 to Clifton straight.

K. Hen. Stay, and breathe a while :
—

Thou hast redeem'd thy lost opinion
;

And shovv'd,thou mak'st some tender of my life.

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me.
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P. Hen. O heaven! they did me too much injury,

That ever said, I hearken'd for your death

If it were so, I miffht have let alone

The insulting hand of Douglas over you ;

Which would have been as speedy in your end.

As all the poisonous potions in the world.

And sav'd the treacherous labour of your son.

A. Hen. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir Nicholas

Gawsey. [Exit King Henry.

Enter Hotspur.

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth.
P. Hen. Thou speak'st as if I would deny my

name.
Hot. My name is Harry Percy.

P. Hen. Why, then I see

A very valiant rebel of the name.
I am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy,

To share with me in gloiy any more :

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere
;

Nor can one England brook a double reign.

Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales.
Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come

To end the one of us ; And would to God,
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine !

P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from
thee

;

And all the budding honours on thy crest

I'll crop, to make a garland for my head.

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities.

{Tkeyfight.)

Enter Falstaff.

Ful. Well said, Hal! to it, Hal !—Nay, you
shall find no boy's play here, I can tell you.

Enter Douglas ; he Jig/its with Falstaff, ivJio falls

down as if he were dead, and exit Douglas.
Hotspur is wounded, andfalls.

Hot. O Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth :

I better brook the loss of brittle life,

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me
;

They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword
my flesh :

—

But thought's the slave of life, and life time's fool

;

And time that takes survey of all the world.
Must have a stop. O, I could prophesy.
Bat that the earthy and cold hand of death
Lies on my tongue :—No, Percy, thou art dust.

And food for

—

(Dies.)

P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy : Fare thee well;

great heart!

—

Jll-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrunk !

When that this body did contain a spirit,

A kingdom for it was too small a bound
;

But now, two paces of the vilest earth
Is room enough :—This earth, that bears thee dead.
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wert sensible of courtesy,
I should not make so dear a show of zeal :

—

But let my favours hide thy mangled face !

And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself
For doing tiiese fair rites of tenderness.
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven I

Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave.
But not remember'd in thy epitaph !

—

(He sees Falstaff on the ground.)
What ! old acquamtance ! could not all this flesh

Keep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell I

I could have better spar'd a better man.
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee.
If I were much in love with vanity.

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day.
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray :

—

Embowell'd will I see thee by and by :

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit.
Fal. (Risi7ig slowly.) Embowell'd! if thou em-

bowel me to-day, I'll give you leave to powder me,
and eat me too, to-morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time
io counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had paid

me scot and lot too. Counterfeit? I lie, I 'am no
counterfeit : To die, is to be a counterfeit ; for he is

but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life

of a man : but to counterfeit dying, when a man
thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true

and perfect image of life indeed. The better part

of valour is—discretion ; in the which better part,

I have saved my life. Zounds, I am afraid of the

gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : How, if he
should counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraid, he
would prove the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll

make him sure : yea, and I'll swear I killed him.

Why may not he rise, as well as I ? Nothing con-

futes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore,

sirrah, (Stabbing him,) with a new wound in your
thigh, come you along with me.

(Takes Hotspur on his back.)

Re-enter Prince Henry and Pritice John.

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast

thou flesh'd

Thy maiden sword.
P. John. But, soft ! whom have we here ?

Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead ?

P. Hen. I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and
Upon the ground.

—

[bleeding,

Art thou alive ? or is it phantasy
That plays upon our eyesight ? I pr'ythee, speak;
We will not trust our eyes, without our ears :

—

Thou art not what thou seem'st.

Fal. No, that's certain ; I am not a double man

:

but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack
There is Percy,

(
Throwing the body doivn,) if youi

father will do me any honour, so ; if not, let him
kill the next Percy himself. I look to be either earl

or duke, I can assure you.

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw
thee dead.

Fal. Didst thou?—Lord! Lord: how this world
is given to lying!— I grant you, I was down, and
out of breath; and so was he : but we rose both al

an instant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury
clock. If I may be believed, so ; let them, thaf

should reward valour, bear the sin upon their own
heads. I'll take it upon my death, I gave him thi^'

wound in the thigh : if the man were alive, and
would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my
sword. [heard.

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e'er 1

P. Hen. This is the strangest fellow, hrothei

John.

—

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back :

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace,

I'D gild it with the happiest terms I have.

(A retreat is sounded.)
The trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours.

Come, brother, let's to the highest of the field.

To see vvhat friends are living, who ar^ dead.
[Exeunt Prince Henry and Prince John.

Fal. I'll follow, as they say, for reward. He that
rewards me, God reward him ! If I do grow great,
I'll grow less ; for I'll purge, and leave sack, and
live cleanly, as a nobleman should do.

[Exit, bearing off the body.

Scene N.—Another Part of the Field.

The trumpets sound. Enter King We^my, Prince
Henry, Prince John, Westmoreland, and
others, jyj'iAWorcester and W^ViVOfi,prisoners.

K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.

—

Ill-spirited Worcester I did we not send grace.
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you '?

And would'st thou turn our oS'ers contrary?
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust?

Three knights upon our party slain to-day,

A noble earl, and many a creature else,

Had been alive this hour.

If, like a christian, thou hadst truly borne
Betwixt our armies true intelligence.
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Wor. What I have done, my safety urg'd me to

;

And I embrace this fortune patiently,

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. [too

:

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon
Other offenders we will pause upon.

—

[Exeunt Worcester and Vernon, guarded-

How goes the field ? [saw
P. Hen. Tlie noble Scot, lord Douglas, when he

The fortune of the day quite tum'd from him^

The noble Percy slain, and all hvs men
Upon the foot of fear,—fled with the rest ; •

And, falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd.

That the pursuers took him. At my tent

The Douglas is; and I beseech your grace,
I may dispose of him.
K. Hen. With all my heart

P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you

This honourable bonnty shall belong:
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him
Up to his pleasure, ransomeless, and free :

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day.
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds,
Even in the bosom of our adversaries, [power.

—

K. Hen, Then this remains,—that we divide our
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland,
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest

speed.
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop,
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms :

Myself,—and you, son Harry,—will towards Wales,
To fight with Glendower, and the earl of March.
Rebellion in this land shall lose. his sway.
Meeting the check of such another day

;

And since this business so fair is done.
Let lis not leave till all our own be won. [Exeunt.
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Scene,—England.

INDUCTION.
Warkworth. Before Northumberland's Castle.

Enter Rumour, paintedfull of tongues.

Rum. Open yonr ears; For whichofyou will stop

The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour speaks?
I, from the orient to the drooping west.

Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold

The acts commenced on this ball of earth :

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride
;

The which in every language \ pronounce,

StuiSng the ears of men with false reports.

I speak of peace, while covert enmity,

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world :

And who but Rumour, who but only I,

Make fearful musters, and prepar'd defence
;

Whilst the big year, swol'u with some other grief.

Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war.

And no such matter ; Rumour is a pipe

Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures;

And of so easy and so plain a stop,

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads.

The still-discordant wavering multitude,

Can play upon it. But what need I thus

My well-known body to anatomize

Among my household ? Why is Rumour here ?

I run before king Harry's victory

;

VVho, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury,

Hath beaten down young Hotsuur, and his troops.

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion

Even with the rebels' blood. But what mean I

To speak so true at first? my office is

To noise abroad,—that Harry Monmouth fell

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's svi'ord

;

And that the king before the Douglas' rage

Stoop'd his anointed head as low as death.

This have I ruraour'd through the peasant towns
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone.

Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland,

Lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on.

And not a man of them brings other news
Than they have learn'd of me : From Rumour's

tongues

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than true

wrongs. [Exit.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

The same.

The Porter before the Gate, Enter Lord
Bardolph.

Bard. Who keeps the gate here ho?—Where
is the earl r

Port. What shall I say you are ?

Bard. Tell thou the earl.

That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here.

Port. His lordship is walk'd forth into the or-

chard
;

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate,

And he himself will answer.

Enter Northumberland.

Bard. Here comes the earl.

North. What news, lord Bardolph? every mi-
nute now

Should be the father of some stratagem

:

The times are wild ; contention, like a horse

Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose.

And bears down all before him.

Bard. Noble earl,

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury.
North. Good, an heaven will

!

Bard. As good as heart can wish :

—

The king is almost wounded to the death

;

And, in the fortune of my lord your son.

Prince Harry slain outright ; and both the Blimts
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas : young prince John,
And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field

;

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk sir John,
Is prisoner to your son : O, such a day.

So fought, so follow'd, and so fairly won,
Came not, till now, to dignify the times.

Since CfEsar's fortunes

!

North. How is this deriv'd ?

Saw you the field ? came you from Shrewsbury ?

Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came from
thence,

A gentleman well bred, and of good name.
That freely render'd me these news for true.

North. Here comes my servant, Travers, whom
On Tuesday last to listen after news. [I sent
Bard. My lord, 1 over-rode him on the way;

And he is furnish'd with no certainties.

More than he haply may retail from me.

Enter Travers.

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come
with you ?

Tra. My lord, sir John Umfrevile tiirn'd me back
With joyful tidings; and, being better hors'd,

Out-rode me. After him, came, spurring hard,
A gentleman almost forespent with speed,

'

That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse ;

He ask'd the way to Chester ; and of him
I did demand, what Lews frtini Shrewsbun'.
He told me, that rebellion had bad luck.
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And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold :

With that, he gave his able horse the head,

And, bending forward, stnick his armed heels

Against the panting sides of his poor jade

Up to the rowel-head; and, starting so.

He seeni'd la running to devour the way.
Staying no longer question.

North. Ha I—Again.

Said he, young Harry Percy's spur was cold?

Of Hotspur, coldspur ? that rebellion

Had met ill luck

!

Bard. My lord, I'll tell you what ;—
If my young lord your son have not the day.

Upon mine honour, for a silken point

I'll give ray barony : never talk of it.

North. Why should the gentleman, that rode by
Give then such instances of loss ? [Travers,

Bard. Who, he ?

He was some hilding fellow, that had stol'n

The horse he rode on : and, upon my life.

Spoke at a venture. Look, here comes more news.

Enter Morton.

North. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf,

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume :

So looks the strond, whereon the imperious flood

Hath left a witness'd usurpation.

—

Say, Morton, di-lst thou come from Shrewsbury ?

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord?
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask,
To fright our party.

North. flow doth my son, and brother ?

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in tliy cheek
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless.

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone,
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night.

And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd :

But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue,

And I my Percy's death, ere thou report's! it.

This thou would'st say,—Your son did thus, and
thus

;

Your brother, thus ; so fought the noble Douglas

;

Stoppino- my greedy ear witli their bold deeds :

But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed,

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise.

Ending with—brother, son, am' all are dead.
Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet:

But. for my lord your son,

—

North. Why, he is dead.
See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath !

He, that but fears the thing he would not know.
Hath, by instinct, knowledge from others' .eyes.

That what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, Morton

;

Tell thou thy earl, his divination lies

;

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace.
And make thee rich for doing me such wrong.
Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsaid :

ifonr spirit is too true, your fears too certain.

North. Yet, for all this, say not, that Percy's
I see a strange confession in thine eye : [dead.
Thou shak'st thy head; and hold'st it fear, or sin,

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so
;

The tongue offends not, that reports his death :

And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead
;

Not he, which says the dead is not alive.

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news
Hath but a losing office ; and his tongue
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell,

Remember'd knolling a departing friend.

Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead.
Mor. I am sorry, I should force you to believe

That, which I would to heaven I had not seen

:

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state.

Rend' ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath'd.
To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat down
The never-daunted Percy to the earth.
From whence with life he nevermore spmng up.
In few, his death (whose spirit lent a fire

Even to the dullest peasantin his camp,)

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
From the best temper'd courage in his troops :

For from his metal was his party steel'd
;

Which once in him abated, all the rest
Turn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead.
And as the thing, that's heavy in itself.

Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed

;

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss.
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear.
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim.
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety.
Fly from the field : Then was that noble Worcester
Too soon ta'en prisoner: and that furious Scot,
The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword
Had three times slain the appearance of the king,
'Gan vail his stomach, and did grace the shame
Of those that turn'd their backs ; and, in his flight.
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all

Is,—that the king hath won ; and hath sent out
A speedy power, to encounter you, my lord.
Under the conduct of young Lancaster,

,
And Westmoreland : this is the news at full.

North. For this I shall have time enough to
mourn.

In poison there is physic ; and these news.
Having been well, that would have made me sick.
Being sick, have in some measure made me well

:

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints.
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life.

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire

Out of his keeper's arms ; even so my limbs,
Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief.
Are thrice themselves : hence, therefore, thou nice

crutch

;

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel.
Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif

;

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head.
Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to hit.
No,w bind my brows with iron ; and approacl
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare bring.
To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland !

Let heav'n kiss earth ! Now let not nature's hand
Keep the wild flood confin'd ! let order die !

And let this world no longer be a stage.
To feed contentiott in a lingering act

;

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end.
And darkness be the burier of the dead !

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my
lord. [honour,

Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your
• Mor. The lives of all your loving complices
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o'er
To stormy passion, must perforce decay.
You cast the event of war, my noble lord.

And summ'd the account of chance, before you
said,

—

Let US make head. It was your presnrmise.
That in the dole of blows your son might drop :

You knew, he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge.
More likely to fall in, than to get o'er:

You were advis'd, his flesh was capable
Of wounds and scars; and that his forward spirit

Would lift him where most trade ofdanger raug'd
;

Yet did you say,—Go forth ; and none of this,

Though strongly apprehended, could restrain

The stitt-borne action : What hath then befallen.

Or what hath this bold enterprize brought forth.

More than that being, which was like to be ?

Bard. We all, that are engaged to this loss.

Knew, that we ventur'd on such dangerous seas.

That, if we wrought out life, 'twas ten to one
;

And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos'd
Chok'd the respect of likely peril fear'd;

And, since we are o'erset, venture again.

Come, we will all put forth ; body, and goods.
Mor. 'Tis more than time : And, my most noble

lord,

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth,

—
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The gentle archbishop of York is up,

With well-appointed powers ; he is a man,

Who with a double surety binds his followers.

My lord your son had only but tl»e corps,

But shadows, and the shows of men, to fight;

For that same word, rebellion, did divide

The action of their bodies from their souls
;

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain'd.

As men drink potions ; that their weapons only

Seem'd on our side, but, for their spirits and souls.

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up.

As fish are in a pond : But now the bishop

Turns insurrection to religion :

Snppos'd sincere and holy in his thoughts,

He's follow'd both with body and with mind;
And doth enlarge his rising with the blood

Of fair king Richard, scrap'd from Pomfret stones :

Derives from heaven his quarrel, and his cause
;

Tells them, he doth bestride a bleeding land.

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke
;

And more, and ess, do flock to follow him.

North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak truth.

This present grief had wip'd it from my mind.

Go iu with me ; and counsel every mau
The aptest way for safety, and revenge :

Get posts, and letters, and make friends with speed
;

Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Sir John Falstafp, with his Page, bearing
his sword and buckler.

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my
water ?

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good
healthy water : but, for the party that owed it, he

might have more diseases than he knew for.

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me :

The brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is

not able to vent any thing, that tends to laughter,

more than I invent, or is invented on me ; I am not

only witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in

other men. I do here walk before thee, like a sow,

that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If the

prince put thee into my service for .any other reason

than to set me off, whv then I have no judgment.

Thou whoreson mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn
in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I was never

manned with an agate till now : but I will set you
neither in gold nor silver, but in vile apparel, and
send you back again to your master, for a jewel

;

the Juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin is

not yet fledged. I will sooner have a beard grow in

the palm of my hand, than he shall get one on his

cheek ; and yet he will not stick to say, his face is a
face-royal : God may finish it when he will, it is not

a hair amiss yet: he may keep it still as a face

royal, for a barber shall never earn sixpence out of

it; aud yet he will be crowing, as if he had writ

man ever since his father was a bachelor. He may
keep his own grace, but he is almost out of mine,

J can assure him.—What said master Dumbleton
about the satin for my short cloak, and slops ?

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him better

assurance than Bardolph : he would not take his

bond and yours ; he liked not the security.

Pal. Let him be damned like the glutton ! may his

tongue be hotter !—A whoreson Achitophel ! a ras-

cally yea-forsooth knave ! to bear a gentleman in

hand, and then stand upon security !
—

'I'he whoreson
smooth-pates do now wear nothing but high shoes,

aud bunches of keys at their girdles ; and if a man is

thorough with them in honest taking up, then they

must stand upon—security. I had as lief they would
put ratsbane in my mouth, as offer to stop it with
security. I looked he should have sent me two aud
twenty yards of satin, as I am a true knight, and he
sends me security. Well, he may sleep in security,

for he hath the horn of abundance, and the lightness

of his wife shines through it : and yet cannot he

see, though he have his own lantern to light him.

—

Where's Bardolph !

Page. He's gone into Smithfield, to buy your
worship a horse.

Fal. I bought him in Paul's, and he'll buy me a
horse in Smithfield ; and I could get me but a wife in

the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived.

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and an Attendant.

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that com
mitted the prince for striking him about Bardolph.

Fal. Wait close, I will not see him.

Ch. Just. What's he that goes there ?

Atten. Falstaff, an't please your lordship.

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the robbery ?

Atten. He, my lord : but he hath since done good
service at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is now going

with some charge to the lord John of Lancaster.

Ch. Just. Wnat, to York ? Call him back again

,

Atten. Sir John Falstaff

!

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. [deaf.

Page. You must speak louder, my master is

Ch. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any
thing good.—Go, pluck him by the elbow ; I must
speak with him.

Atten. Sir John,

—

Fal. What ! a young knave, and beg ! Is there

not wars? is there not employment ? Doth not the

king lack subjects ? do not the rebels need soldiers ?

Though it be shame to be on any side but one, it is

worse shame to beg than to be on the worst side,

were it worse than the name of rebellion can tell

how to make it.

Atten. You mistake me, sir.

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest

man ? setting my knighthood and my soldiership

aside, I had lied in my throat, if I had said so.

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood

and your soldiership aside : and give me leave to tell

you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am any other

than an honest man.
Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so! I lay aside

that which grows to me ! If thou get'st any leave of
me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert better

be hanged : You hunt-counter, hence ! avaunt

!

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with yon.

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you.

Fal. My good lord !—God give your lordship

good time of day. I am glad to see your lordship

abroad : I heard say, your lordship was sick : I hope,
your lordship goee abroad by advice. Your lord-

ship, though not clean past your youth, hath yet
some smack of age in you, some relish of the saltuess

of time ; and I most humbly beseech your lordship,

to have a reverend care of your health.

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your
expedition to Shrewsbury.

Fal. An't please your lordship, I hear, his majesty
is returned with some discomfort from Wales.

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty :— iTou would
not come when I sent for you.

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is fallen

into this same whoreson apoplexy.

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him I I pray, let me
speak with you.

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of
lethargy, an't please your lordship ; a kind of sleep-

ing in the blood, a whoreson tingling.

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is.

Fal. It hath its original from nmch grief; from
study, and perturbation of the brain : I have read
the cause of' his effects in Galen ; it is a kind of
deafness.

Ch. Just. I think, you are fallen into the disease

;

for you hear not what I say to you.

Fal. Veiy well, my lord, very well : rather an't-

please you, it is the disease of not listening, the ma-
lady of not marking, that I am troubled with.

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels, would
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amend the attention of your ears; and I care not if I

do became your physician.

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord ; but not so

patient : your lordship may minister the potion of
punishment to me, in respect of poverty ; but how I

should be your patient to follow your prescriptions,

the wise may make some dram of a scruple, or,

indeed, a scruple itself.

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were mat-
ters against you for your life, to come speak with
ine.

Fal. As I was then advised by ray learned coun-

sel in the laws of this land-service, I did not come.
Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, sir John, you live in

great infamy.

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live

in less. (waste is great.

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and your
Fal. I would it were otherwise ; I would my means

were greater, and my waist slenderer.

Ch. Just. You have misled the youthful prince.

Fal. The young prince hath misled me : I am the

fellow with the great belly, and he my dog.

Ch. Just. VV ell, I am loath to gall a new-healed
wound: your day's service at Shrewsbury hath a
little gilded over your night's exploit on Gads-Kill

:

you may thank the unquiet time for your quiet

o'erposting that action.

Fal. My lord ? [not a sleeping wolf.

Ch. Just. But since all is well, keep it so : wake
Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to smell a fox.

Ch. Just. What ! you are as candle, the better

part burnt out.

Fal. A wassel candle, my lord ; all tallow : if

I did say of wax, my growth would approve the

truth.

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face

but should have his effect of gravity.

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy.

Ch. Just. Yim follow the young prince up and
down, like his ill angel.

Fal. Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is light ; but,

I hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without

weighing: and yet, in some respects, I grant, I can-

not go, I cannot tell : virtue is of so little regard in

these coster-monger times, that true valour is turned

bear-herd : Pregnancy is made a tapster, and hath

his quick wit wasted in giving reckonings : all the

other gifts, appertinent to man, as the malice of this

age shapes them, are not worth a gooseberry. You,
that are old, consider not the capacities of us that

are young : you measure the heat of our livers with
the bitterness of your galls : and we, that are in the

vaward of our youth, I must confess, are wags too.

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the scroll

of youth, that are written down old with all the

characters of age ? Have you not a moist eye ? a dry
hand ? a yellow cheek ? a white beard ? a decreasing

leg ? an increasing belly ? Is not your voice broken ?

your wind short 'i" your chin double ? your wit single ?

and every part about you blasted with antiquity ?

and will you yet call yourself young ? Fy, fy, fy, sir

John?
Fal. My lord, I was bom about three ofthe clock

in the afternoon, with a white head, and something a

round belly. For my voice,—I have lost it with

hollaing, and singing of anthems. To approve my
youth further, I will not : the truth is, I am only old

m judgment and understanding; and he that will

caper with me for a thousand marks, let him lend me^

the money, and have at him. For the box o'the ear

that the prince gave you,— he gave it like a rude
prince, and you took it like a sensible lord. I ha^e
checked him for it; and the young lion repents

:

mas ry, not in ashes, and sack-cloth ; but in new silk,

and old sack.
Ch. Just. Well, heaven send the prince a better

companion

!

Fal. Heaven send the companion a better prince !

I cannot rid my bands of liim.

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you and
prince Harry : I hear, you are going with lord John
of Lancaster, against the archbishop, and the earl of
Northumberland.

Fal. Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it.

But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady peace
at home, tliat our armies join not in a hot day I for
by the Lord, I take but two .shirts out with me, and
I mean not to sweat extraordinarily: if it be a hot
day, au I brandish any tlimg but my bottle, I would
I might never spit white again. There is not a
dangerous action can peep out his head, but I am
thrust upon it : Well, I cannot last ever : But it was
always yet the trick of our English nation, if they
have a good thing, to make it too common. If you
will needs say, I am an old man, you should give
rne rest. I would to God, my name were not so ter-
rible to the enemy as it is. I were better to be eaten
to death with rust, than to be scoured to nothing with
perpetual motion.

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest ; And God
bless your expedition !

> Fal. WiW your lordship lend me a thousand
pound, to furnish me forth ?

Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny
;
you are too

impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well : Commend
me to your cousin Westmoreland.

[Exeunt Chief Justice and Attendant.
Hal. If I do, fillip me witli a three-man beetle.

—

A man can no more separate age and covetonsness,
than he can part young limbs and lechery : but the
gout calls the one, and the pox pinches the other

;

and so both the degrees prevent my curses.—Boy !

—

Page. Sir ?

Fal. What money is in my purse :'

Pane. Seven groats and two-pencc.
Fal. I can get no remedy against this consump-

tion of the purse: borrowing only lingers and lingers
it out, but the disease is incurable.—Go bear this

letter tj my lord of Lancaster ; this to the prince

;

this to the earl of Westmoreland ; and this to old
mistress Ursula, whom I have weekly sworn to
marry since I perceived the first white hair on my
chin : About it

;
you know where to find nie. [_Exit

Page.] A pox of this gout! or a gout of this pox !

for th(j one, or the other, plays the rogue with my
great toe. It is no matter, if I do halt ; 1 have the
wars for ray colour, and my pension shall seem the
more reasonable :

' A good wit will make use of aiiy

tiling ; I will turn diseases to commodity. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

York. A Room in the Archbishop's
Palace.

Enter the Archbishop of York, the Lords
Hastings, Mowbray, and Bardolph.

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and known
our means

:

And, ray most noble friends, I pray you all.

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes :

—

And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ?

Moiub. I will allow ti|| occasion of our arms

;

But gladly would be better satisfied.

How, in our means, we should advance ourselves

To look with forehead bold and big enough

Upon the power and puissance of the king.

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file

To five and twenty thousand men of choice
;

And our supplies live largely in the hope

Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns

VVith an incensed fire of injuries.

Bard. The question then, lord Hastings, standetb

thus
;

Whether our present five and twenty thousand

May hold up head witliout Nortiiumberland.

Hc(st. With him, we may.

Bard. Ay, mai ry, there's the point

:

But if without him we be thought too feeble.

My judgment is, «e should not step too far

Till we had his assistance by the hand :

For, in a theme so bloody fac'd as this,
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Conjecture, expectation, and surmise

Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted.

Arch. Tis very true, lord Bardolph ; for, indeed,
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury.
Bard, It was, my lord ; who lim'd himself with

Eating the air on promise of supply, [hope.

Flattering hmiself with prciject of a power
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts :

And so, with great imagination,*

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death.

And, winking, leap'd into destruction.

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt,

To lay down likelihoods, and forms of hope.

Bard. Yes, in the present quality of war ;

—

Indeed the instant action, (a cause on foot,)

Lives so in hope, as in an early spring

We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit,

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair.

That frost will bite them. When we mean to build.

We tirst survey the plot, then draw the model;
And when we see the figure of the house.

Then must we rate the cost of the erection :

Which if we find outweighs ability,

What do we then, but draw anew the model
In fewer offices ; or, at least, desist

To build at all ? Much more, in this great work,

(\Vhich is, almost, to pluck a kingdom down.
And set another up,) should we survey

The plot of situation, and the model

;

Consent upon a sure foundation;

Question surveyors ; know our own estate,

How able such a work to undergo,

To weigh against his opposite ; or else.

We fortify in paper, and in figures.

Using the names of men, instead of men :

Like one that draws the model of a house

Beyond his power to build it; who, half through,

Gives o'er, and leaves his part created cost

A naked subject to the weeping clouds.

And waste for churlish winters tyranny. [birth,)

Hast. Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair

Should be still-born, and that we now possess'd

The utmost man of expectation ;

I think, we are a body strong enough,

E'.en as we are, to equal with the king.

Bard. What! is ttie king but five and twenty

thousand? [Bardolph.

Hast. To us no more ; nay, not so much, lord

For his divisions, as the times do brawl.

Are in three heads : one power against the French,

And one against Glendower; perforce, a third

Must take up us : So is ihe infirm king

In three divided : and his cotters sound

With hollow poverty and emjitiness. [together.

Arch. That he should draw Lis several strengths

And come against us in full puissance,

Need not be dreaded.

Hast. If he should do so.

He leaves his back, unarm'd, the French and Welsh
Baying him at his heels : never fear that, [hither?

Bard. Who, is it lik^ should lead his forces

Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and Westmoreland :

Against the Welsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth

:

But who is substituted "gainst the French,

I have no certain notice.

Arch. Let us on :

And publish the occasion of our arms.

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice.

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited :

—

An habitation giddy and unsure

Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart.

O thou fond many I with what loud applause

Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke,

Before he was what tiiou wouldst have him be i

And being now trimmed in thine own desires.

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him,

That thoa provokst thyself to cast him up.

So, 80, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge

Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard ;

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up.

And howl'st to find it. What trust is in these times ?
They that, when Richard liv'd would have him die.

Are now become enamour'd on his grave :

Thou, that threw'st dust on his goodly head.
When through proud London he came sighing on
After the admir'd heels of Bolingbroke,
Cry'st now, earth, yield us that king again.
And take thou this ! O thoughts of men accurst!
Past, and to come, seem best ; things present, worst.

Moivb. Shall we go draw our numbers, and set on ?
Hast. We are time's subjects, and time bids be

gone. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Hostess; Fang, and his Boy, with her ; and
Snare following.

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action ?

Fang. It is entered.

Host. Where is your yeoman ? Is it a lusty

yeoman ? will a' stand to't ?

Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare ?

Host. O Lord, ay : good master Snare.
Snare. Here, here.

Fang. Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falsfaff.

Host. Yea, good master Snare ; I have entered
him and all. [for he will stab.

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives,

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he stab-

bed me in mine own house, and that most beastly :

in good faith, a' cares not what mischief he doth, if

his weapons be out : he will foin like any devil; he
will spare neither man, woman, nor child.

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his

thrust.

Host. No, nor I neither: I'll be at your elbow.
Fang. An I but fist him once ; an a' come but

within my vice ;

—

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant yon,
he's an infinite thing upon my score :—Good master
Fang, hold him sure ;—good master Snare, let him
not 'scape. He comes continually to Pie-comer,
(saving your manhoods,) to buy a saddle ; and he's

indited to dinner to the lubber's head in Lombard-
street, to master Smooth's, the silkman : I pray ye,

since my exion is entered, and my case so openly
known to the world, let him be brought in to his

answer, A hundred mark is a long loan for a poor
lone woman to bear : and I have borne, and I ome,
and borne ; and have been fubbed oft", and I'ubbed

off, and fubbed oft', from this day to that day, that it

is a shame to be thought on. There is no honesty in

such dealing ; unless a woman should be made an
ass, and a beast, to bear every knave's wrong.

Enter Sir Jorn Falstaff, Page, and Bardolph.

Yonder he comes ; and that arrant malmsey-nose
knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your otfices, do your
offices, master Fang, and master Snare : do me, do
me, do me your offices.

Fal. How now :' whose mare's dead ? what's the

matter? [tress Quickly.

Fang. Sir John, I arresst you at the suit of mis-

Fal. Away, varlets I—Draw, Bardolph; cut me
off" the villains head ; throw the queau in the channel.

Host. Throw me in the channel ? Ill throw thee

in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bas-

tardly rogue !—Murder, murder ! O thou honey-

suckle villain! wilt thou kill God's officers, and the

king's? O thou honey-seed rogue ! thou art a honey-

seed ; a manqueller, and a womau-queller.

Fal. Keep them oft', Bardolph.

Fang. A rescue ! a rescue!

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two.-

Thou « o't, wo't thou ? thou wo't, wo't thou ? do, do
thou rogue 1 do, thou hemp-seed !

Fal. Away, you sculUon ! you rampallian ! you

fustilarian ! 1 11 tickle your catastrophe.
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Enter the Lord Chief Justice, attended.

Ck. Just. What's the matter ? keep the peace

here, ho

!

[yo". stand to me !

Host. Good ray lord, be good to me ! I beseech

Ck. Just. How now, sir John ? what, are you
brawling- here?

Doth this become your place, your time, and busi-

ness ?

You should have been well on your *way to York.

—

Stand from him, fellow! Wherefore hang'st thou

on him ?

Host. O, my most worshipful lord, an't please

your grace, I am a poor \vidow of Eastcheap, and
be is arrested at my suit.

C/i. Just. For what sum ?

Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is for

all, all I have : he hath eaten me out of house and
home ; he hath put all my substance into that fat

belly of his :—but I will have some of it out again,

or I'll ride thee o'nights, like the mare.
Fal. I think, I am as like to ride the mare, if I

have any vantage of ground to get up.

C/i. Just. How comes this, sir John ? Fy ! what
man of good temper would endure this tempest of
exclamation ? Are you not ashamed, to enforce a
poor widow to so rough a course to come by her
own?

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ?

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thy-
self and thy money too. Thou didst swear to me
upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin-
chamber, at the round table, by a sea-coal fire, upon
Wednesday in Whitsun-week, when the prince
broke thy head for liking his father to a singing-
man of W^indsor : thou didst swear to me then, as
I was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make
me my lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it? Did not

goodwife Keech, the butcher's wife, come in then,

and call me gossip Quickly ! coming in to borrow a
mess of vinegar; telling us, she had a good dish of
prawns . whereby thou didst desire to eat some

;

whereby I told thee, they were ill for a green wound ?

And didst thou not, when she was gone down stairs,

desire me to be no more so familiarity with such poor
people ; saying, that ere long they should call me
madam ? And didst tho'i not kiss me, and bid me
fetch thee thirty shillings ? I put thee now to thy
book-oath ; deny it, if thou canst.

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she
says, up aad down tiie town, that her eldest son is

like you : she hath been in good case, and, the
truth is, poverty hath distracted her. But for these
foolish officers, I beseech you, I may have redress
against them.

Ch. Just. Sir John, sir John, I am well acquainted
with your manner of wrenching the true cause the
false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the thiong
of words, that come with such more than impudent
sauciness from you, can thrust me from a level con-
sideration : you have, as it appears to me, practised
upon the easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and
made her serve your uses both in purse and person.

Host. Yea, in troth, my lord.

C/i. Just. Pr'ythee, peace :—Pay her the debt you
owe her, and unpay the villainy you have done with
her ; the one you may do with sterliug money, and
the other with current repentance.

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap with-
out reply. You call honourable boldness, impudent
sauciness: if a man will make cnurfsy, and say
nothing, he is virtuous ; No, my lord, my humble
duty remembered, I will not be your suitor ; I say to
you, I do desire deliverance from these officers, be-
ing upon hasty employment in the king's affairs.

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to do
wrong

: but answer in the effect of your reputati >a,
and satisfy the poor woman.

Fal. Come hither, hostess. {Taking her aside.)

Enter GowER.

Ch. Just. Now, master Gower ; What news ?
Goiv. The king, my lord, and Harry prince of

Wales
Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells.

Fal. As I am a gentleman :

Host. Nay, yon said so before.
Fal. As I am a gentleman ; Come, no more

words of it.

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I must
be fain to pawn both ray plate, and the tapestry of
my dining-chambers.

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : and
for thy walls,—a pretty slight drollery, or the stoiy
of the prodigal, or the German hunting in water-
work, is worth a thousand of these bed hangings,
and these tly-bitten tapestries. Let it be ten pound,
if thou canst. Come, an it were not for thy humours,
there is not a better wench in England. Go,
wash thy face, and 'draw thy action : Come, thou
must not be in this humour with me ; dost not
know me ? Come, come, I know thon wast set on
'to this.

/fos^. Pray thee, sir John, let it be but twenty
nobles; i'faith I am loath to pawn my plate, in good
earnest, la. [be a fool still.

Fal. Let it alone ; I'll make other shift : you'll

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn
my gown. I hope, you'll come to supper : You'll
pay me all together ?

Fal. Will I live ?—Go, with her, with her ; [to
Bardolph) hook on, book on. [at supper ?

Host. Will yoti ha\ e Doll Tear-sheet meet you
Fal. No more words : let's have her.

[Exeunt Hostess, Bardolph, Officers,
and Paye.

Ch. Just. 1 have heard better news.
Fal. What's the news, my good lord ?
Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night

:"

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord.
Fal. I hope, my lord, all's well: Wliat's the

news, ray lord ?

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back? [horse,
Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred

Are march'd up to my lord of Lancaster,
Against Northumberland and the archbishop.

Fal. Comes tije king back from Wales, my noble
lord ?

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me presently:
Come, go along with me, good master Gower.

Fal. My lord

!

Ch. Just. What's the matter ? [to dinner ?
Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me
Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here: I

thank you, good sir John.
Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, be-

ing you are to take soldiers up in counties as you go.
Fal. Will you sup with me, master Gower ?

Ch. Just. W^hat foolish master taught you these
manners, sir John ?

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, he
was a fool tliat taught them me.—This is the right
fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so part fair.

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee I tliou art a
great fool.

( Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same. Another Street.

Enter Prince Henry and Poms.

P. Hen. Trust me, I am exceeding weary,
Poins. Is it come to that '! 1 fiatl tlioiiglit, weari-

ness durst not have attached one of so high blood
P. Hen. 'Faith, it does me ; though il discolours

the complexion of my greatness to acknouledge it
Doth it not show vilely in me, to desire small beer ?

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely
studied, as to remember so weak a composition.
P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not princely

got ; for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor
creature, small beer. But, indeed, these humble
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considerations make me out of love with my great-

ness. What a disgrace is it to me to remember thy

name? or to know thy face to-morrow? or to take

note how many pair of silk stockings thou hast; viz.

these, and those that were the peach-colour'd ones?

or to bear the inventory of thy shirts ; as, one for

superfluity, and one otlier for use ?—but thst, the

tennis-court keeper knows better than I ; for it is a

low ebb of linen with thee, when thou keepest not

racket there ; as thou hast not done a great while,

because the rest of thy low-countries have made a

shift to eat up tliy holland : and God knows, whe-
tlier those tliat bawl out the ruius of tliy linen, shall

inherit his kingdom: but the midwives say, the

children are not in the fault ; whereupon the world
increases, and kindreds are mightily strengthened.

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have laboured

so hard, you should talk so idly? Tell me, how
many good young princes would do so, their fathers

being so sick as yours at this time is?

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ?

Poins. Yes ; and let it be an excellent good thing.

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher

breeding than thine. [that you will tell.

Poitis. Go to ; I stand the push of your one thing

P. Hen. Why, I tell thee,—it is not meet, that I

should be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I could
tell to thee, fas to one it pleases me, for fault of a

better, to call my friend,) I could be sad, and sad
indeed too.

Poins. Very hardly, upon such a subject.

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think'st me as far in

the devil's book as thou, and Falstaft', for obduracy
and persistency : let the end try the man. But I

tell thee,—my heart bleeds inwardly, that my father

is so sick : and keeping such vile company as thou
art, hath in reason taken from me all ostentation of

Poins. The reason? [sorrow.

P. Hen. What v^ould'st thou think of me, if I

should weep ?
_

[crite.

Poins. I would think thee a most princely hypo-
P Hen. It would be every man's thought: and

thou art a blessed fellow, to think as every man
thinks ; never a man's thought in the world keeps
the road-way better than thine : every man would
think me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites

your most worshipful thought, to think so ?

Poins. W^hy, because you have been so lewd,

and so much engrafted to Falstalf.

P. Hen. And to thee.

Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of, I can
hear it with my own ears : the worst that they can

say of me is, that I am a second brother, and that

I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those two
tilings, I confess, I canuot help. By the mass, here
comes Bardolph.
P. Hen. And the boy that I gave FalstaflF: he had

him from me christian ; and look, if the fat villain

have uot transformed him ape.

Enter Bardolph and Page.

Bard. 'Save your grace !

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph !

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, {to the Page)
ou bashful fool, must you be blushing ? wherelore
lush yon now ? What a maidenly man at arms are

you become ? Is it such a matter, to get a pottle-

pot's maidenhead ?

Page. He called me even now, my lord, through

a red lattice, and I could discern no part of his face

from the window : at last, I spied his eyes ; and,
methonght, he had made two holes in the ale-wife's

new petticoast, and peeped through.

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited ?

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away I

Page. Away, you rascally Althea's dream, away !

P. Hen. Instruct us, boy : What dream, boy ?

Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was
delivered of a fire-brand ; and therefore I call him
her dream.

^'

P. Hen. A crown's worth of good interpretation.

—There it is, boy. [Gives kirn tnoney.)

Poins. O, that this good blossom could be kept
from cankers !—Well, there is sixpence to preserve
thee.

Bard. An yon do not make him be hanged among
you, the gallows shall have wrong.

P. Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph ?

Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace's

coming to town ; there's a letter for you.

Pains. Delivered with good respect.—And how
doth the martiemas, your master?
Bard. In bodily health, sir.

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a physi-

cian : but that moves not him ; though that be sick,

it dies not.

P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar

with me as my dog : and he holds his place ; for,

look you, how he writes.

Poins. [Reads.) John Falstaff, Icnight,—Every
man must know that, as oft as he has occasion to

name himself Even like those, that are kin to the

king ; for they never prick their finger, but they say.

There is some of the king's blood spilt : Hoio
comes that ! says he, that takes upon him not to

conceive : the answer is as ready as a borrower's
cap ; / am the king's poor cousin, sir.

P. Hen. Nay, they will be king to us, or they will

fetch it from Japhet. But the letter:

—

Poins. Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son of
the king, nearest his father, Harry prince of
Wales, greetitig.—Why, this is a certificate.

P. Hen. Peace !

Poins. I will imitate the honourable Roman tw

brevity

:

—he sure means brevity in breath ; short-

winded.—/ commettd me to thee, I commend thee,

and I leave thee. Be not too familiar tvith Poins;
for he misuses thy favours so much, that he
sivears, thou art to marry his sister Nell. Repent
at idle times as thou may'st, and so farewell.

Thine, by yea and no, [ivhich is as
much as to say, as thou iisest him,\
Jack Falstaff, tvith my familiars ;

John, ivith my brothers atidsisters
;

and sir John, ivith all Europe.
My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and make
him eat it.

P. Hen. That's to make him eat twenty of his

words. But do you use me thus, Ned? must I

marry your sister? [but I never said so,

Poins. May the wench have no worse fortune .'

P. Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with the
time ; and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds,

and mock us.—Is your master here in London?
Bard. Yes, my lord.

P. Hen. Where sups he ? doth the old boar foed

in the old frank ?

Bard. At the old place, my lord ; iu Eastcheap.
P. Hen. What company ?

Page. Ephesians, my lord ; of the old church.
P. He?:. Sup any women with him ?

Page. None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly,
and mistress Doll Tear-sheet.
P. He7i. What pagan may that be ?

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kins-

woman of my master's.

P. Hen. Even such kin, as the parish heifers are
to the town bull.—Shall we steal upon them, Ned,
at sujjper? [you.

Poins. I urn your shadow, my lord ; I'll follow

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy,—and Bardolph;—no
word to your master, that I am yet come to town :

'i'liere's for your silence.

Bard. I have no tongue, sir.

Page. And for mine, sir,—I will govern it.

P. Hen. Fare ye well
;
go. [Exeunt Bardolph

and Page.'\—This Doll Tear-sheet should be some
road.

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way
between St. Alban".'; and London.

I
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P. Hen. How might we see FalstafF bestow him-

self to-night in his true colours, aud not ourselves

be seen ?

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons,

and wait upon him at his table as drawers.

P. Hen. From a god to a bull? a heavy descen-
sion ! it was Jove's case. From a prince to a pren-

tice ? a low transformation ! that shall be mine

:

for, in every thing, the purpose must wei^h wi'h
the folly. Follow me, Ned. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.— Warkworth. Before the Castle.

Enter NOETHUMBERLAKD, Lady NORTHUMBER-
LAND, a7id Lady Percy.

North. I pray thee, lovinsj wife, and gentle daugh-
Give even way unto my rough affairs : [ter.

Put not you on the visage of the times.

And be, like them, to Percy troublesome.

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no more :

Do what you will
;
your wisdom be your guide.

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at pawn
;

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it.

Lady P. O, yet, for God's sake go not to these

wars

!

The time was, father, that you broke your word.
When you were more endear'd to it than now

;

When your own Percy, when ray heart's dear Harry,

Threw many a northward look, to see his father

Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain.

Who then persuaded you to stay at liome ?

There were two honours lost
;
yours, and your son's.

For yours,—may heavenly glory brighten it

!

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun

In the grey vault of heaven : and, by his light.

Did all the chivalry of England move
To do brave acts ; he was, indeed, the glass

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves.

He had no legs, that practis'd not his gait

:

And speaking thick, wiiich nature made his blemish.

Became the accents of tlie valiant;

For those, that could speak low, and tardily.

Would turn their own perfection to abuse,

To seem like him : So that, in speech, in gait.

In diet, in affections of delight,

In military rules, humours of blood,

He was the mark and glass, copy and book,

That fashion'd others. And him,—O wondrous him !

O miracle of men !—him did yoi^ leave,

(Second to none, unsecooded by you,)

To look upon the hideous god of war
In disadvantage, to abide a field.

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's name
Did seem defensible :—so you left him :

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong.
To hold j'our honour more precise and nice

W^ith others, than with him; let them alone
;

The marshal, and the archbishop, are strong :

And my sweet Harry had but half their numbers.
Today might I. hanging on Hotspur's neck.
Have talk'd of Monmouth's graven

North. Reshrew yonr heart,

Fair daughter I you do draw my sjiirits from me,
With new lamenting ancient oversights.

But I must go, and meet with danger there ;

Or it will seek me in another place.

And find me worse provided.

Lady N. O, fly to Scotland,
Till that the nobles, and the armed commons,
Hr.ve of their puissance made a little taste.

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the

Then join yon with them, like a rib of steel,

To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves.
First let them try themselves : So did your son ;

He was so suffer'd ; so came I a widow
;

And never shall have length of life enough,
To rain upon remembrance with miue eyes.
That it may grow and sprout as high as'heaven,
I-or recordation to my noble husband. . [mind,

North. Come, come, go in with me : 'lis with my

As with the tide swell'd up unto its height.
That makes a still-stand, raiining neither way.
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop.
But many thousand reasons hold me back :

I will resolve for Scotland; there am I,

Till time and vantage crave my company. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Room in the. Boar's
Head Tavern, in Eaiitcheap.

Enter Two Drawers.

1 Draw. What the devil hast thou brought there ?

appleJouns ? thou know'st, sir John cannot endure
an apple-John.

2 Draw. I\lass, thou sayest true : The brince once
set a dish of apple-Johns before him, and told hin;,

there were five more sir Johns : and, putting off his

hfit, s-aid, / tvill now take my leave of these six dry,
round, old, tcitheredkni()hts.' It augered him to the
heart ; but he hath forgot that.

^
1 Draw. Why then, cover, and set them down:

And see ifthou canst tiud out Sneak's noise ; mistress
Tear-sheet would fain hear some music. Despatch ;

'—The room where they supped, is too hot ; they'll

come in straight.

2 Draxv. Sirrah, here will be the prince, and
master Poins anon : and they will put on two of our
jerkins, and aprons ; aud sir John must not know
of it: Bardolph hath brought word.

I Draw. By the mass, here will be old utis : It

will be an excellent stratagem.

2. Draw. I'll see if I can find out Sneak. [Exit.

Enter Hostess and Doll Tear-sheet.

Host. I'faith, sweet heart, methinks now yon are
in an excellent good teruperality : your pulsidge
beats as extraordinarily as heart would desire ; and
your colour, I warrant you, is as red as any rose :

But, i'faith, you have drunk too much canaries ; and
that's a niarvelloiiS searching wine, and it perfumes
the blood ere one can say,—What's this ? How do
you no^v ?

Doll. Better than I was. Hem.
Host. Why, that's well said: a good heart's worth

gold. Look, here comes sir Jonn.

Enter F^vlstaff, singing.

Fal. When Arthur first incourt—Empty tlie

Jordan.

—

And was a worthy king : [Exit Drauier.]
How now, mistress Doll ?

Host. Sick of a calm : yea, good sooth.

Fal. So is all her sect ; an they be once in a calm,
they are sick. (you give me ?

Doll. You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort
Fal You make fat rascals, mistress Doll.

Doll. I make them ! gluttony and diseases make
them ; I make them not.

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony, you
help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch of you,

Doll, we catch of you; grant that, my poor virtue,

grant that.

Doll. Ay, marry ; our chains and our jewels.

Fal. Your brooches, pearls and owches ;—for to

ser\e bravely, is to come halting off, you know ;

To come off the breach with his pike bent bravely,

and to surgery bravely ; to venture upon the charge

chainbers bravely:

—

[yourself!

Doll. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang
Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion

;
you

two never meet, but you fall to some discord : you
are both, in good troth, as rheumatic as two dry-

toasts . you cannot one bear with another's confirm

-

ities. What the good-year ! one must bear, and that

must be you : [to Doll) yon are tlie weaker vessel,

as they say, the emptier vessel.

Doll. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge
full hogshead ? fhere's a whole merchant's venture

of Bordeaux stuff in him ; you have not seen a hulk

better stuffed in the hold.—Come, I'll be friends

with thee. Jack : thou art going to the vvajs ; aud
z
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whether I shall ever see thee again, or no, there is

nobody cares.

Re-enter Drawer,

Draw. Sir, ancient Pistol's below, and would

speak with you.

Doll. Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let him not

come hither : it is the foul month'dst rogue in Eng-

land.

Host. If he swagger, let him not come here : no.

by my faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours ;

I'll no swaggerers: I am in good name and fame

with the very best:—Shut the door;—there comes

no swaggerers here : I have not lived all this while,

to has e swaggering now :—shut the door, I pray yon.

Fal. Dost thou hear, hostess ?

—

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, sir John ; there

comes no swaggerers^here.

Fal. Dost thon hear ! it is mioe ancient.

Host. Tilly-fally, sir John, never tell me; your

ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was

before master Tisick, the deputy, the other day
;

and, as he said to me,—it was no longer ago than

Wednesday last,

—

Neighbour Quickly, says he ;

—

master Dumb, our minister, was by then ;

—

Neigh-

bour Quickly, says he, receive those that are civil

;

for, saith he, you are in an ill name ;—now he said

so, I can tell whereupon
; for, says he, you are an

honest tcoman and well thought on; therefore take

heed ivhat guests you receive : Receive, says he, no

swaggering companions.—Theae come none here;

—

you would bless you to hear what he said :—no, I'll

no swaggerers.

Fal. He's no swaggerer, hostess ; a t.ime cheater,

he
;
you may stroke him as g'ently as a puppy grey-

honud : he will not swagger with a Barbary hen, il

her feathers turn back in any show of resistance.

—

Call him up, drawer.

Host. Cheater, call you liim? I will bar no ho-

nest man my house, nor no cheater : But I do not

love swaggering: by my troth, I am the worse,

when one says—swagger: feel, masters, how I

shake ; look you, I warrant you.

Doll. So you do, hostess.

Host. Do I ? yea, ic very truth, do I, an 'twere

an aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers.

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page.

Pist. 'Save yoa, sir John !

Fal. Welcome, ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I

charge you with a cup of sack : do you discharge

upon mine hostess.

Pist. I will discharge upon her, sir John, with

two bullets. [offend her.

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir
;
you shall hardly

Host. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullets

:

I'll drink no more than will do me good for no

man's pleasure, I. [charge you.

Pist. Then to yon, mistress Dorothy ; I Avill

Doll. Charge me ? I scorn you, scurvy companion.

What! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-

linen mate ! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! lam
meat for your master.

Pist. I know you, mistress Dorothy.

Doll. Away, you cut-pu;se rascal ! yon filthy

bung, away ! by this wine, I'll thrust my knife in

your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle

with nie. Away, you bottle-ale rascal ! you basket-

hilt stale juggler, you !—Since when, I pray you,

sir?—What, with two points on your shoulder:*

much

!

Pist. I will murder your i uff for tnis.

Fal. No more. Pistol ; I would not have you go

off here: discharge yourself of our company. Pistol.

Host. No, good captain Pistol : not here, sweet

captain.

Doll. Captain ! thou abominable damned cheater,

art thou not ashamed to be called—captain ? If cap-

tains were of my mind, they would truncheon you

out, for taking their names upon you before yon

have earned them. You a captain, you sla\e ! for

what ? tor tearing a poor whore's ruff in a bawdy-
house ?—He a captain I Hang him, rogue ! He lives

upon mouldy stewed prunes, and dried cakes. A
captain ! these villains will make the word captain

as odious as the word occupy : which was an ex-

cellent good word before it ^yas ill sorted: there-

fore captains had need look to it.

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient.

Fal. Hark thee hither, mistress Doll.

Pist. Not I : tell thee what, corporal Bardolph ;

—

I could tear her :—I'll be revenged on het.

Page. Pray thee, go down.
Pist. I'll see her damned first;—to Pinto's

damned lake, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and
tortures vile also. Hold hook and line, say 1.

Down ! down, dogs ! down faitors ! Have we not

Hiren here ?

Host. Good captain Peesel, be quiet ; it is very

late, i'faith: I beseekyou now, aggravate your choler.

Pist. These be good humours, indeed ! Shall

And hollow pamper'd jades of Asia, [pack-horses.

Which cannot go but thirty miles a day.

Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals,

And Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them with

King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar.

Shall we fall foul for toys ?

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter

words.
'

[fi brawl anon.

Bard. Be gone, good ancient : this will grow to

Pist. Die men, like dogs
;
give crowns like pins ;

Have we not Hiren here ?

Host. O' my word, captain, there's none suc.»

here. What the good year ! do yon think, I would

deny her ? For God's sake, be quiet.

Pist. Then, feed and be fat, my iair Calipolis :

Come, give's some sack.

Si fortuna me tormenta, sperato me contentct.—
Fear we broadsides ? no, let the fiend give fire :

Give me some sack;—and, sweetheart, lie thou

there. (
haying down his sword.

)

Come we to full points here ; and are et ceteras

nothing?
Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet.

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif : What ! we
have seen the seven stars.

Doll. Thrust him dov/n stairs; I cannot endure

such a fustian rascal.

Pist. Thrust him down stairs ! know we not Gal-

loway nags ?

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-

groat shilling : nay, if he do nothing but speak no-

thing, he shall be nothing here.

Bard. Come, get you down stairs.

Pist. What! shall we have incision? shall we
imbrue ?

—

{Snatching up his sw^rd.

)

Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful day I

Why then, let grievous, ghastly, gapiiig wounds
Untwine the sisters three ! Come, Atropos, I say !

Host. Here's goodly stutf toward '

Fal. Give me my rapier, boy.

Doll. I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee, do not draw.

Fal. Get you down stairs.

{Drawing and driving Pistol out.)

Host. Here's a goodly tumult! I'll forswear

keeping house afore I'll be iu these tirrits and
frights. So ; murder, I warrant now.—Alas, alas !

put up your naked weapons, put up your naked
weapons. [Exeimt Pistol and Bardolph.

Doll. I pray thee. Jack, be quiet; the rascal is

gone. Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain, you.

Host. Are you not hurt i'the groin? methought,

he made a shrewd thrust at your belly.

Re-enter Bardolph.

Fal. Have you turned him out of doors ?

Bard. Yes, sir. The rascal's drunk ; you have
hurt him, sir, in the shoulder.

Fal. 'A rascal I to brave me !

Doll. Ah, vou sweet little rogue, you ! .\las
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poor ape. Low th6u sweat'st ! Come, let me wipe
thy face;—come on, you whoreson chaps :—Ah,
rogue! i'iaith, I love thee. Thou art as valorous
as Hector of Troy, worth five of Agamemnon, and
ten times better than the nine wortliies. Ah, villain !

Fid. A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogue in a
blanket.

Doll. Do, if thou darest for thy heart : if thou
dost, I'll canvas tliue between a pair of sheets.

Enter Music.

Page. The music is come, sir.

Fal. Let them play ;—Play, sirs.—Sit on my
knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave ! the rogue
fled from me like quicksilver.

Doll. I'iaith, and thou followedst him like a
church. Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew
boar-pig, when wilt thou leave fighting o'days, and
foining o'nights, and begin to patch up thine old
body for heaven?

Enter behind, Prince Henry and PoiNS, disgtcised

like Dratvers.

Fal. Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like a death's

head : do not bid me remember mine end.
Doll. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of?
Fal. A good shallow young fellow : he would

have made a good pantler, he would have chipped
brf-ad well.

Doll. Tiiey say, Poins has a good wit.

Fal. He a good wit ? hang him, baboon .' his wit
is as thick as Tewksbury mustard ; there is no more
conceit in him, than is in a mallet.

Doll. Why does the prince love him so then ?

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness :

and he plays at quoits well; and eats conger and
fennel ; and drinks off candles' ends for fiap-dra-

gons ; and rides the wild mare with the boys ; and
jumps upon joint stools and swears with a good
grace ; and wears his boot very smooth, like unto
the sign of the leg; and breeds no bate with telling

of discveet stories, and such other gambol faculties

he hath, that show a weak mind and an able body,
for the which the prince admits him : for the prince

liiniself ts such another ; the weight of a hair will

turn the scales between their avoirdupois.

P. Hen. Would not this knave of a wheel have
his ears cut ofl"?

Poins. Let's beat him before his whore.
P. Hen. Look, if the withered elder hath not his

poll clawed like a parrot.

Poins. Is it not strange, that desire should so
many years outlive performance ?

Fal. Kiss me, Doll.

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunc-
tion ! what says the almanack to that?

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, his

man, be not lisping to his master's old tables ; his

note-book, his counsel-keeper.
Fal. Thou dost give me flattering busses.
Doll. Nay, truly ; I kiss thee with a most con-

stant heart.

Fal. I am old, I am old.

Doll. I love thee better than I love e'er a scurvy
young bov of them all.

Fal. VVhat stuff wilt have a kittle of? I shall

receive money on Thursday ; thou shalt have a cap
to-morrow. A merry song, come ; it grows late,

we'll to bed. Thou'lt forget me, when I am gone.
Doll. By my troth, thou'lt set me a weeping, an

thou sayest so : prove that ever I dress myself
handsome till thy return.—Well, hearken the end.

Fal. Some sack, Francis.
P. Hen. Poins. Anon, anon, sir. [Advancing.)
Fal. Ha ! a bastard son of the king's ?—And art

not thou Poins his brother ?
P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents,

what a life dost tiiou lead ?
Fal. A better than thou ; I am a gentleman, thou

art a drawer.

P. Hen. Very true, sir; and I come to draw you
out by the ears.

Host. O, the lord preserve (hy good grace ! by
my troth, welcome to London.—^Now the Lord
bless that sweet face of thine ! O Jesuj are you
come from W ales ?

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty,—by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou art
welcome. [Leaiiing hin hand upon Doll.)

Doll. How ! you fat fool, I scorn you.
Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your

revenge, and turn all to a merriment, if yon take
not the heat.

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, hov/
vilely did you speak of me even now, before this

honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman?
Host. 'Blessing o'your good heart ! and so she is,

by my troth.

Fal. Didst thou hear me ?

P. Hen. Y"es ; and you knew me, as you did when
you ran away by Gads-hill : you knew, I was at your
back ; and spoke it on purpose, to try my patience,

' Fal. No, no, no ; not so ; I did not think, ftou
wast within hearing.

P. Hen. I shall drive you then to confess the

wiit'iil abuse; and then I know how to handle you.

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour, no abuse.

P. Hen. Not ! to dispraise me ; and call me

—

pantler, and bread-chipper, and I know not what ?

Fal. No abuse, Hal.
Poins. No abuse

!

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world ; honest Ned,
none. I dispraised him before the wicked, that the

wicked might not fall in love with him :—in which
doing I have done the part of a careful friend, and
a true subject, and thy father is to give me thanks
for it.—No abuse, Hal ;—none, Ned, none ;—no,

boys, none.

P. Hen. See now, whether pure fear, and entire

cowardice, doth not make thee wrong this virtuous

gentlewoman to close with us ? Is she of the wicked ?

Is thine hostess here of the wicked ? Or is the boy
of the wicked ? Or honest Bardolph, whose zeal
burns in his nose, of the wicked ?

Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer.
Fal. The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph ir-

recoverably ; and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen,

where he doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For
the boy,—there is a good angel about him ; but the

devil outbids him too.

P. Hen. For the women,

—

Fal. For one of tliem,—she is in hell already,

and burns, poor soul ! For the other,—I owe her
money ; and whether she be damned for that, I

know not.

Host. No, I warrant you.

Fal. No, I think thou art not; I think, thou art

quit for that : Marry, there is another indictment

upon thee, for suffering flesh to be eaten in thy

house, contrary to the law ; tor the which, I think,

thou wilt hov/1.

Host. All victuallers do so : What's a joint of

mutton or two in a whole Lent?
P. Hen. Yon, gentlewoman,—
Doll. What says your grace ? [against

Fal. His grace says tliat which his flesh rebels

Host. Who knocks so loud at the door ? look to

the door there, Francis.

Enter Peto.

P. Hen. Peto, how now? what news?
Peto. The king your father is at W'estminster;

And there are tweuty weak and wearied posts,

Come from the nortli': and, as I came along,

I met, and overtook, a dozen captains,

I3are-headed, sweating, knocking at tiie taverns.

And asking every one for sir John Falstaff.

P. Hen. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to

So idly to profane the precious time

;

[blam i

When tempest of commotion, like tlie south
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Borne wth black vapour, doth begin to melt.

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads.
Give me my sword and cloak :—Falstaff, good night.

[Exeunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, and
Bardolph.

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the
night, and we must hence, and leave it unjjicked.

[Knocking heard.) More knocking at the door ?

Re-enter Bardolph.
How now ? what's the matter ?

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently
;

a dozen captains stay at door for you.

Fal. Pay the musicians, sirrah/To the Page.)—
Farewell, hostess;—farewell, Doll.— You see, my
pood wenches, how men of merit are sought after

:

the undeserver may sleep, when the man of action
is called on. Farewell, good wenches : If I be not
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go.

Doll. I cannot speak ;—If my heart be not ready
CO burst:—well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself.

Fal. Farewell, Farewell.
[Exeunt Falstaff and Bardolph.

Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee
these twenty-nine years, come peascodtirae ; but
an honester and truer-hearted man,— Well, fare

thee well.

Bard. ( TVithin.) Mistress Tear-sheet,

—

Host. What's the matter ?

Bard.
(
IJ ithin.) Bid mistress Tear-sheet come

to iny master.

Host. O run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Palace.
Enter King Henry in his night-goivn, luith a Page.
K. Hen. Go, call the earls of Surrey and of

Warwick
;

But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these letters.

And well consider of them : Make good speed.

—

[Exit Page.
How many thousand of my poorest subjects

Are at this hour asleep I—Sleep, gentle sleep.

Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee,

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down.
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ?

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs.

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee.

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber
;

Than in the perfura'd chambers of the great.

Under the canopies of costly state.

And luU'd with sounds of sweetest melody?
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile

In loathsome beds ; and leav'st the kingly couch,
A watch-case, or a common 'larum bell

:"

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains
In cradle of the rude imperious surge

;

And in the visitation of the winds.
Who take the ruffian billows by the top.

Curling their monstruous heads, and hanging them
With deafnicg clamours in the slippery clouds.
That, with the burly, death itself awakes ?

Can'st thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose
To the wet sea- boy in an hour so rude

;

And, in the calmest and most stillest night.

With all appliances and means to boot.

Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, lie down!
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.

Enter Warwick and Surrey.
War. Many good morrows to your majesty !

K. Hen. Is it good morrow, lords ?

War. 'Tis one o'clock, and past. [lords.

K. Hen. Why then, good morrow to you all, my
Have you read o'er the letters that I sent you ?

War. We have, my liege. (kingdom
K. Hen. Then you perceive, the body of our

How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow,
Andwith what danger, near the heart of it.

If ar. It is but as a body, yet, distemper'd
;

Which to his former strength may be restor'd,

With good advice, and little medecine .

—

My lord Northumberland will soon be cool'd.

K. Hen. O heaven ! that one might read the book
of fate

;

And see tiie revolution of the times

Make mountains level, and the continent

(Weary of solid firmness,) melt itself

Into the sea ! and, other times, to see

The beachy girdle of the ocean
Too wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock.
And changes fill the cup of alteration

With divers liquors! O, if this were seen,

The happiest youth,—viewing his progress through.

What perils past, what crosses to ensue,

—

Would shut the book, and sit bim down and die.

'Tis not ten years gone,

Since Richard, and Northumberland, great friends.

Did feast together, and, in two years after.

Were they at wars : It is but eight years since

This Percy was the man nearest my soul

;

Who like a brother toii'd in my affairs.

And laid his love and life under my foot

;

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard,
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by,

(You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember,)
(To WarwicJc.)

When Richard,—with his eye brimful! of tears.

Then cheek'd and rated by Northumberland,

—

Did speak these words, now prov'd a pro, hecy ?

Northumberland, thou ladder, by the which
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne ;

—
Though then, heaven knows, I had no such intent;

But that necessity so bow'd the state.

That I and greatness were compelled to kiss :

—

The time shall come, thus did he follow it.

The time ivill come, that foul sin, gathering head.
Shall break into corruption :—so went on.

Foretelling this same time's condition.

And the division of our amity.

War. There is a history in all men's lives.

Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd:

The which observ'd, a man may prophecy.

With a near aim, of the main chance of things

As yet not come to life ; which in their seed's.

And weak beginnings, lie intreasured.

Such things become the hatch and brood of time
;

And, by the necessary form of this,

King Richard might create a perfect guess.

That great Northumberland, then false to him,
Would, of that seed, grow to a greater falseness

;W hich should not find a ground to root upon.
Unless on you.

K. Hen. Are these things then necessities ?

Then let us meet them like necessities :

—

And that same word even now cries out on us;
They say, the bishop and Northumbe»-'aiid
Are fifty thousand strong.

War. It cannot be, my lord
;

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo,
The numbers of the fear'd :—Please it your grace
To go to bed : upon my life, my lord.

The powers that you already have sent forth.

Shall bring this prize in very easily.

To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd
A certain instance, that Glendower is dead.
Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill

;

And these unseason'd hours, perforce, must add
Unto your sickness.

K. Hen. I will take your counsel

;

And, were these inward wars once out of hand.
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Court before Justice Shallow's House
in Gloucestershire.

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting ; Molxdy,
Shadow, Wart, Ieeble, Blll-calf, and
Servants, behind.

Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give m«
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your hand, sir, give me yOur hand, sir: an early

stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my good cousin
Silence ?

Si/. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow.
Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bed-fellow ?

and your fairest daughter, and mine, my god-
daughter Ellen ?

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow.
SAal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say, my cousin

William is become a good scholar : he is at Oxford,
still, is he not?

Sil. Indeed, sir ; to my cost.

Skal. He must then to the inns of court shortly :

I was once of Clement's inn ; where, I think, they
will talk of mad Shallow yet.

Sil. You were called—lusty Shallow, then, cousin.

Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing; and
I would have done any thing, indeed, and roundly
too. There was I, and little John Doit of Stafford-

shire, and black George Bare, and Francis Pick-
hone, and W ill Squele a Cotswold man,—you had
not four such swinge-buckiers in all the inns of
court again : and, I may say to you, we knew where
the bona-robas were ; and had the best of them all

at commandment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now sir

John, a boy ; and page to Thomas Mowbray, duke
of Norfolk. [about soldiers?

Sil. This sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon
Skal. The sa.»p sir John, the very same. I saw

him break Skogan s head at the court gate, when
he was a crack, not thus high : and the very same
day did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruit-

erer, behind Gray's inn. O, the mad days that I have
spent ! and to see how many of mine old acquaint-
ances are dead !

Sil. We shall all follow, cousin.

Shal. Certain, 'tis certain; very sure, very sure:
death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all ; all

shall die.—How good a yoke of bullocks at Stam-
ford fair ?

Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there.

Shal. Death is certain.—Is old Double of your
town living yet ?

. Sil. Dead, sir.

Shal. Dead!—See, see !—he drew a good bow
;

And dead !— he shot a fine shoot :—John of Gaunt
loved him well, and betteJ much money on his head.
Dead I—he would have clapped i the clout at twelve
score ; and carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen

and fourteen and a half, that it would have done a

man's heart good to set.—How a score ofewes now?
Sil. Thereafter as they be: a score of good ewes

may be wortii ten poimds.

Shal. And is old Double dead !

Enter Bardolph, and one ivith him.

Sil. Here come two of sir John Falstalf's men,
as I think.

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentfemen : I be-
seech you, which is justice Shallow ?

Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire
of this county, and one of the king's justices of the
peace : What is your good pleasure with me ?

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you :

my captain, sir Joiin Falstafi': a tall gentleman, by
heaven, and a most gallant leader.

Shal. He greets me well, sir ; I knew him a good
backsword man ; How doth the good knight ? may
I ask, how my lady his wife doth ?

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accommo-
dated, than with a wife.

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is well
said indeed too. Better accommodated !—it is

good; yea, indeed, it is: good phrases are surely,
and ever were, very commendable. Accommodated 1

—it comes from accommodo : very good ; a good
phrase.

Bard. Pardon me, sir: I have heard the word.
Phrase, call you it? By this good day, I know not
the phrase

; but 1 will maintain the word with my
|

sword, to be a soldier-like word and a word of ex-
ceedmg good command Accommodated ; That is,
when a man is, as they say, accommodated: or,
when a man is,—being,—whereby,—he may be
thought to be accommodated; which is an excellent
thing.

Enter Falstaff.
Shal. It is very just :—Look, here comes good

sir John.—Give me your good hand, give me yonr
worship's good hand : By ray troth, you look well,
and bear your years very well : welcome, good sir
John.

Fal. I am glad to see yon well, good master
Robert Shallovv :—Master Sure-card, as I think.

Shal. No, sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in
commission with me.

Fal. Good master Silence, it well befits you
should be of the peace.

Sil. Your good worship is welcome.
Fal. Fy ! this is hot weather.—Gentlemen, have

you provided me here half a dozen sufficient men?
Shal. Mai-ry, have we, sir. Will you sit ?
Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you.
iS/«a/.Where's the roll r where's the roll ? where's

the roll ?—Let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so :

Yea, marry, sir.—Ralph Mouldy :—let them appear
as I call ; let them do so, let them do so.—Let me
see : Where is Mouldy ?

Moid. Here, an't please you.
Shal. What think you, sir John ? a good limbed

fellow : young, strong, and of good friends.
Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ?

Moul. Yea, an't please you.
Fal. 'Tis the more time thou wert used.
Shal. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i' faith ! things,

that are mouldy, lack use : Veiy singular good !

In faith, well said, sir John ; very well said.
Fal. Prick him.

(
To Shallow.]

Moul. I was pricked well enough before, an yo'j
could have let me alone : my old dame will be un-
done now, for one to do her husbandry, and her
drudgery : you need not have pricked me ; there are
other men fitter to go out than I.

Fal. Go to
;
peace. Mouldy, you shall go Mouldy,

it is time j'ou were spent.

Moul. Spent

!

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside ; Know
you where you are ?—For the other, sir Jolin :—let

me see ;—Simon Shadow !

Fal. Ay, marry, let me have him to sit under:
he's like to be a cold soldier.

Shal. Where's Shadow ?

Shcid. Here, sir.

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou?
Shad. My mother's son, sir

Fal. Thy mother's son ! like enough ; and thy
father's shadow : so the son of the female is the
shadow of the male : It is often so, indeed ; but not
much of the father's substance.

Shal. Do you like him, sir John ?

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer,—prick him ;—for we have a number of shadows to fill up the
muster-book.

Shal. Thomas Wart

!

Fal. Where's he ?

Wart. Here, sir.

Fal. Is thy name Wart ?

Wart. Yea, sir.

FaJ. Thou art a very ragged wart.

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir John.

Fal. It were superfluous ; for his apparel is built

upon his back, and the whole frame stands upon
pins : prick him no more.

Shal. Ha, ha, ha I—you can do it, sir; you can do
it ; I commend you well.—Francis Feeble !

Fee. Here sir

Fai. What trade art thou, Feeble ?

Fee. A woman's tailor, sir.

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir?
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Fal. Yon may : but if he had been a man's tai-

lor, he would have pricked you.—Wilt thou make

as many holes in an enemy's battle, as thou hast

done iu a -woman's petticoat? [more.

Fee. I will do my good will, sir
;
you can have no

Fal. Well said, good woman's tailor! well said,

courageous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant as the

wrathful dove, or most magnanimous mouse.—Prick

Ihe woman's tailor well, master Shallow; deep,

master Shallow.

Fee. I would, Wart might have gone, sir.

Fal. I would, thou wert a man's tailor ; that thou

miglit'st mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot

put him to a private soldier, that is the leader of so

many thousands : Let that suffice, most forcible

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. [Feeble.

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble.

—

Who is the next ?

Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green

!

Fal. Yea, mairy, let us see Bull-calf.

Bull. Here, sir.

Fal. 'Fore God, a likely fellow !—Come, prick

me JBull-calf till he roar again.

Bull, O lord ! good my lord captain,

—

i^ff/. VVhat, dost thou roar before thou art pricked ?

Bull. O lord, sir ! 1 am a diseased man.
Fal. What disease hast thou ?

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir ; a cough, sir ; which
I caught with ringing in the king's aflairs, upon his

coronation day, sir.

Fal. Come, ihou shalt go to the wars in a gown :

we will have away thy cold ; and I will take such

order that thy friends shall ring for thee.—Is here
all? '

Shal. Here is two more called than your number

;

you must have but four here, sir;— and so, I pray
you, go in with me to dinner.

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you. but I cannot

tarry dinner. I am glad to see you> in good troth,

master Shallow.

Shal. O, sir John, do you remember since we lay

all night in the windmill in Saint George's fields ?

Fed. No more of that, good master Shallow, no

more of that.

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane

Night- work alive?

Fal. She lives, master Shallow.

Shal. She never could away with me.

Fal. Never, never: she would always say, she

could not abide nia.ster Shallow.

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the heart.

She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own
well ?

Fal. Old, old, master Shallow.

Shal. Nay, she must be old ; she cannot choose

but be old ; certain, she's old : and had Robin
Night-work by old Night-work, before I came to

Clement's inn.

Sil. That's fifty- five years ago.

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen

that, tliat this knight and I have seen !—Ha, sir

John, said I well? [master Shallow.

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight,

Shal That we have, that we have, that we have

;

in faith, sir John, we have ; our watch-word was.
Hem, boys

!

—Come, let's to dinner ; come, let's to

dinner :—O, the days that we have seen !—Come,
come. lExeu7i( Falstaff, Shallow, and Silence.

Bull. Good master corporate Bardolph, stand

my friend ; and here is four Harry ten shillings in

French crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as

lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, for mine own
part, sir, I do not care ; but, rather, because I am
uuwilling, and, for mine own part, have a desire to

stay with my friends ; else, sir, I did not care, for

mine own part, so much.
Bard. Go to ; stand aside.

Moul. And good master corporal captain, for my
old dame's sake, stand my friend : she has nobody to

do any thing about her, when I am gone ; and she

is old, and cannot help herself: you shall have forty,

sir.

Bard. Go io ; stand aside.

Fee. By my troth I care not ;—a man can die but

otice ;—we owe God a death ;—I'll ne'er bear a base

mind :—an't be ray destiny, so ; an't be not, so : No
man's too good to serve his prince ; and, let it go
which way it will, he that dies this year, is quit for

the next.

Bard. Well said ; thon'rt a good fellow.

Fee. 'Faith, I'll bear no base mind.

Re-enter Falstaff, and Justices.

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have ?

Shal. Four of which you please.

Bard. Sir, a word with you :—I have three pound
to itee. Mouldy and Bull-calf.

Fal. Go to ; well.

Shal. Come, sir John, which four will you have ?

Fal. Do you choose for me.
Shal. Marry then,—Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble,

and Shadow.
Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf:—For you. Mouldy,

stay at home still
;
you are past service ;—and, for

yoinpart. Bull-calf,—grow till you come unto it; I

will none of you.

Shal. Sir John, sir John, do not yourself wrong

;

they are your likeliest men, and I would have you
served with the best.

Fal. Will you tell me, master Shallow, how to

choose a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the

stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man ! Give
me the spirit, master Shallow.—Here's W^art ;—you
see what a ragged appearance it is : he shall charge

you and discharge you, with the motion of a
pewterer's hammer; come oft', and on, swifter than

he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. And this

same half-faced fellow. Shadow,—give me this man
;

he presents no mark to the enemy ; the foeman may
with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife :

And, for a retreat,—how swiftly will this Feeble,
the woman's tailor, run off"? O, give me the spare
men, and spare me the great ones.—Put me a cali-

verinto Wart's hand, Bardolph.
Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus.

Fal. Come, manage me your caliver. So : —very
well :—go to :—very good :—exceeding good.—O,
give me always a little lean, old, chapped, bald
shot.—Well said, i'faith. Wart ; thou'rt a good scab

:

hold, there's a tester for thee.

Shad. He is not his craft's- master, he doth not
do it right. I remember at Mile-eiKl green, (when
I lay at Clement's inn,—I was then Sir Dagonet in

Arthur's show,) there was a little quiver fellow, and
'a would manage you his piece thus : and 'a would
about, and about, and come you in, and come lou
in : rah, tah, tah, would 'a say : bounce, would 'a

say ; and away again would 'a go, and again would
'a come :—I shall never see such a feiiow.

Fal. These fellows will do well, master Shallow.
—God keep you, master Silence ; I will not u?e
many WL,rds with you :—Fare you well, gentlemen
both : I thank you ; I must a dozen mile to-night.

—

Bardolph, give the soldiers coats.

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless yon, and prosper
your aftairs, and send us peace ! As you return, visit

my house ; let our old acquaintance be renewed :

peradventure, I will with you to the court.

Fal. I would you would, master Shallow.
Shal. Go to ; I have spoke, at a word. Fare you

well. {Exeunt Shallotv and Silence.
Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. On, Bar-

dolph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bardolph,
Recruits, &c.] As I return, I will fetch off these
justices : I do see the bottom of justice Shallow.
Lord, lord, how subject we old men are to this vice

of lying! This same starved justice hath done
nothing but prate to me of (he wildness of his

youth, and the feats he hath done about Turnbnll-
street ; and every third word a lie, duer paid to the
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nearer than the Turk's tribute. I do remember him
at Clement's inn, like a man made after supper of a
cheese-paring: when he was naked, he was, for all

tiie wurla, like a forked radish, with a head fantasti-

cally carved upon it with a knife : he was so forlorn,

that his dimensions to any thick sight were invisible
;

he was the very Genius of famine
;
yet lecherous as

a monkey, and the whores called him—mandrake :

he came ever in the rear-ward of the fashion ; and
sung those tunes to the over-scutched huswives that

he heard the carmen whistle, and sware—they were
his fancies, or his good-nights. And now is this

Vice's dagger become a squire ; and talks as fami-
liarly of John of Gaunt, as if he had been sworn
brother to him : and TU be sworn he never saw him
but once in the Tilt yard; and then he hurst his

head, for crowding among the marshal's men. I

saw it ; and told John of Gaunt, he beat his own
name : for you might have trussd him, and all his

apparel, into an eel-skin : the case of a treble haut-
boy was a mansion for him, a court; and now has he
land and beeves. Well ; I will be acquainted with
him, if I return : and it shall go hard, but I will make
him a philosopher's two stones to me. If the young
dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no reason, in

the law of nature, but I may snap at him. Let time
shape, and there an end. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Forest in Yorkshire.

Enter the Archbishop o/YoRK, Mowbray,
Hasttngs, and others.

Arch. What is this forest calTd ?

Hast. 'Tis Gualtree forest, an't shall please your
grace. [forth.

Arch. Here stand, my lords ; and send discoverers

To know the numbers of our enemies.

Hast. We ha\e sent forth already.

Arch. ''TIS well done.

My friends, and brethren in these great affairs,

I must acquaint you, that I have receiv'd

New-duted letters from Northumberland

;

Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, thus :

—

Here doth he wish his person, with such powers
As might hold sortance with his quality.

The which he could not levy ; whereupon
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes,

To Scotland : and concludes in lii^arty prayers,

That your attemps may overlive the hazard,
And fearful meeting of their opposite.

Mowb, Thus do the hopes we have in him touch
And dash themselves to pieces. [ground,

Enter a Messenger.

Hast. Now, what news ?

Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile.
In goodly form comes on the enemy :

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand.
Mowb. The just proportion, that we gave them out.

Let us sway on, and lace them in the field.

Enter Westmoreland.
Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here ?

Moivb. I think, it is my lord of Westmoreland.
West. Health and fair greeting from our general.

The prince, lord John and duke of Lancaster.
Arch. Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in peace

;What doth concern yonr coming ?

West. Then, my lord.
Unto your grace do I in chief address
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion
Came like itself, in base and abject routs.
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage.
And oountenanc'd by boys, and beggary

;

I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd. ^

In his true, native, and most proper shape,
> ou, reverend father, and these noble lords.
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form
01 base and bloody insurrection

With your fair honours. Vou, lord ar.^hhishop,—
VVhose see is by a civil peace maintain'd

;

Whose beard the silver hand of peace hathtouch'd
;

Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd
;

Whose white investments figure innocence.
The dove and very blessed spirit of peace.
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself.
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace.
Into the harsh and boist'rons tongue of war '!

Turning your books to graves, your ink to blood.
Your pens to lances; and your tongue divine
To a loud trumpet, and a point of war?
Arch. Wherefore do I this ?—so the question

stands.

Briefly to this end :—We are all diseas'd
;

And, with our surfeiting, and wanton 'nours.

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever.
And we must bleed for it : of which disease
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died.
But, my most noble lord of Westmoreland, •

I take not ou me here as a physician;
Nor do I, as an enemy to peace.
Troop in the throngs of military men :

But, rather, show a while like fearful war.
To diet rank minds, sick of happiness

;

And purge the obstructions, which begin to stop
Our very veins of like. Hear me more plainly.

I have in eqnal balance justly weigh'd
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we

suffer.

And find our griefs heavier than our offences.

We see which way the stream of time doth run^

And are enforc'd from our most quiet sphere
By the rough torrent of occasion :

And have the summary of all our griefs.

When time shall serve, to show in articles

,

Which, long ere this, we offer'd to the king.
And might by no suit gain our audience :

When we are wrong'd, and would unfold oar griefs.
We are denied access unto his person.
Even by those men, that most have done us wrong.
The dangers of the days but newly gone,
(Whose memory is written on the earth
With yet appearing blood,) and tlie examples
Of every minute's instance, (present now,)
Have put us in these ill-beseeming arras :

Not to break peace, or any branch of it:

But to establish here a peace indeed.
Concurring both in name and quality.

West. When ever yet was your appeal denied ?

Wherein have you been galled by the king?
What peer hath been suborn'd to grate on you ?

That you should seal this lawless bloody book
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine.

And consecrate commotion's bitter edge ?

Arch. My brother general, the commonwealth.
To brother born an household cruelty,

I make my quarrel in particular.

West. There is no need of any such redress
;

Or, if there were, it not belongs to you.

Moivb. Why not to him, in part ; and to us all

That feel the bruises of the days before

;

And suffer the condition of these times

To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours ?

West. O my good lord Mowbray,
Construe the times to their necessities.

And you shall say indeed,—it is the time,

And not the king, that doth you injuries.

Yet, for j'our part, it not appears to me.
Either from the king, or in tne present time,

That you should have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on : Were you not restored

To all the duke of Norfolk's signiories.

Your noble and right-well-rememberd father's :

Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my father lost.

That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me?
The king, that lov'd him, as the state stood then
Was, force pertbrce, conpell'd to banish him :

."^ud then, when Harry Boliugbroke, and he,

—
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Being mounted, and both roused in their seats,

Their neighing coursers, daring ofthe spur.

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down.
Their eyes of" fire sparkling through sights of steel.

And the loud trumpet blowing them together

;

Then, then, when there was nothing could have staid

I\Iy father from the breast of Bolingbroke,

O, when the king did throw his warder down.
His own life hung upon the staft'he threw

;

Then threw he do^vn himself; and all their lives,

That, by indictment, and by dint of sword.

Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke.

West. You speak, lord Mowbray, now you know
not what

;

The earl of Hereford was reputed then

In England the most valiant gentleman

:

Who knows, on whom fortune would then have
smil'd?

But if your father had been victor there,

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry :

For all the country, in a general voice.

Cried hate upon him, and all their prayers, and love.

Were set on Hereford, whom they doti-d on.

And bless'd, and grac'd, indeed, more than the king.

But this is mere digression from my purpose.

—

Here come I from our princely general.

To know your griefs ; to tell you from his grace.

That he will give you audience ; and wherein

It shall appear, that your demands are just,

I'ou shall enjoy them : every thing set off.

That might so much as think you enemies.

Mowb. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer
;

And it proceeds from policy, not love.

West. Mowbray, you overvveen to take it so;

This offer comes Irom mercy, not from fear

:

For, lo ! within a ken our army lies

;

Upon mine honour, all too conlident

To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours.

Our men more perfect in the use of arms.

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best

;

'I'hen reason wills, our hearts should be as good :

—

Say you not then, our offer is conipell'd.

Moicb. Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley.

West. That argues but the shame of your offence :

A rotten case abides no handling.

Hast. Hath the prince a full commission.

In very ample virtue of his father.

To hear, and absolutely to determine

Of what conditions we shall stand upon ?

West. That is intended in the general's name :

I muse, you make so slight a question.

Arch. Then take, my lord of Westmoreland, this

schedule

;

For this contains our general grievances :

—

Each several article herein redress'd
;

All members of our cause, both here and hence

That are insinew'd to this action,

Acquitted by a true substantial form;

And present execution of our wills

To us, and to our purposes, consign'd

;

We come within our awful banks again.

And knit our powers to the arm of peace.

West. This will I show the general. Please yoti,

lords,

In sight of both our battles we may meet

:

And either end in peace, which heaven so frame !

Or to the place of difference call the swords
Which must decide it.

Arch. My lor«l. we will do so.

[Exit West.

Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom, tells me.

That no conditions of our peace can stand.

ilas<. Fear you not that: if we can makeourpeace

Upon such large terms, and so absolute,

As our conditions shall consist upon.

Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains.

Mowb. Ay, but our valuaticm shall be such.

That every slight and false-derived cause.

Yes., e\ery idle, nice and wanton reason.

Shall, to the king, taste of this action:

'I'hat, were our royal faiths martyrs in love,

We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind,

That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff.

And good from bad find no partition. [weary

Arch. No, no, my lord ; Note this,—the king is

Of dainty and such picking grievances:

For he hath found,—to end one doubt by death.

Revives two greater in the heirs of life.

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean;

And keep no tell-tale to his memory.
That may repeat and history his loss

To new remembrance : For full well he knows.
He cannot so precisely weed this land.

As his misdoubts present occasion :

His foes are so enrooted with his friends,

l^iiat, plucking to unfix an enemy,
He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend.

S) that this land, like an offensive wife.

That hath enrag'd him on to offer strokes;

As he is striking, holds his infant up.

And hangs resolv'd correction in the arm
That was uprear'd to execution.

Hast. Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods

On late offenders, that he now doth lack

The very instrunients of chastisement

:

So that his power, like to a fangless lion.

May offer, but not hold.

Arch. 'Tis very true ;

—

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord maialial.

If we do now make our atonement well,

Oiir peace will, like a broken limb united,

{Jrow stronger for the breaking.

Moivb. Be it so,

Here is return'd my lord of Westmoreland.

Re-enter Westmoreland.

TFest. The prince is here at hand : Pleaseth your
lordship.

To meet his grace just distance 'tween our armies?
Mowb. Your grace of York, in God's name then

set forward.

Arch. Before, and greet his grace :—my lord, we
come.

. [Exeunt,

Scene \\.—Another Part of the Forest

Etiier,from one side, Movfbray, the Arclibishop,
Hastings, and others; from the other side
Prince John of Lancaster, Westmoreland
Officers, and Attendants.

P. John. You are well encouuter'd here, luy

cousin Mowbray :

—

Good day do you, gentle lord archbishop :

—

And so to you, lord Hastings,—and to all.

—

My lord of York, it better shew'd with you,
When that your flock, assembled by the bell.

Encircled you, to hear with reverence
Vour exposition on the holy text

;

Than now to see you here an iron man.
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum.
Turning the word to sword, and life t 'death.

That inaij, that sits within a monarch's heart.

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour.

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, '

Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach.
In shadow of such greatness I With you, lord bishop
It is even so ;— \v'ho hath not heard it spoken,
How deep you were within the books of God ?

To us, the speaker in his parliament

;

To us, the imagin'd voice of God himself;

The very opener, and intelligencer.

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven.
And our dull workings; O, who shall believe.

But you misuse the reverence of your place
;

Employ the countenance and grace of heaven.
As a false favourite doth his prince's name.
In deeds dishonourable ? You have taken up.

Under the counterfeited zeal of Gi.d,

The subjects of his substitute, my father
;

And, both against the peace of heaven and him,
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Have here up-swarm'd them.
Arch. Good my lord of Lancaster,

I am not here against your father's peace :

But, as I told ray lord of Westmoreland,
The time misorder'd doth, in common sense.

Crowd us, and crush us, to this monstrous form,

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace

The parcels and particulars of our grief ; [court,

The which hath been with scorn sliov'd from the

Whereon this Hydra son of war is born

:

Whose dangerous eyes may well be rharm'd asleep,

With grant of our most just and right desires :

And true obedience, of this madness cur'd
;

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty.

Moivb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes

To the Ictst man.
Hast. And though we here fall down.

We have supplies to second our attempt

;

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them :

And so success of mischief shall be bom ;

And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up,

Whiles England shall have generation.

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much
too shallow.

To sound the bottom of the after-times. [ly,

West. Pleaseth your grace, to answer them direct-

How far-forth you do hke their articles?

P. John. I hke them all, and do allow them well

:

And swear here, by the honour of m)' blood,

My father's purposes have been mistook
;

And some about him have too lavishly

\V rested his meaning and authority.

—

Sly lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress'd

;

Upon my soul tney shall. If this may please you.

Discharge your powers into their several counties.

As we will ours : and here, between the armies.

Let's drink together friendly, and embrace
;

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home,
Of our restored love, and amity. [dresses.

Arch. I take your princely word for these re-

P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my word :

And thereupon I drink unto your grace.

Hast. Go, captain, {to an Officer.) and deliver to

the army
This news of peace ; let them have pay, and part

:

I know, it will well please them ; Hie thee, captain.

^ [Exit Officer.

Arch. To yon, my noble Ic-d of Westmoreland.
West. I pledge your grace : And, if you knew

what pains

I have bestow'd, U breed this present peace,

i ou would drink freely : but my love to you
Shall shew itself more openly hereafter.

Arch. I do not doubt you.

T'Vest. I am glad of it.

—

Healtli to my lord, and gentle consin, Mowbray.
Mowb. You wish me health in very happy season

;

For I am, on the sudden, something ill.

Arch. Against ill chances, men are ever merry ;

But heaviness foreruns the good event.

West. Therefore be merry, coz : since sudden
sorrow

Serves to say thus,—Some good thing comes to-

morrow.
Arch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit.

Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rale be

true. [Shouts within.)

P. John. The word of peace is render'd : Hark,

how they shout

!

Mowb. This had been cheerful, after victory.

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest

;

For then both parties nobly are subdued.
And neither party loser.

P. John.
'

Go, my lord.

And let our army be discharged too.

—

[Exit Westmoreland.
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains

March by us ; that we may peruse the men
We should have cop'd withal.

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings,

And, ere they be dismiss'd, let them march by.

[Exit Hastings
P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-night

together.

—

Re-enter Westmoreland.
Novv, cousin, wherefore stands our army still ?

West. The leaders, having charge from you to
\\ ill not go off until tliey hear you speak. [staud,
P. John. They know their duties.

He-enter HastIiVGS.

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers'd already :

Like youthful steers uuyok'd, they take their courses
East, west, north, suutii ; or, like a school broke up.
Each hurries towards his home, and sporting-place.

West. Good tidings, my lord Hastings; for the
which

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason :

—

And you, lord archbishop,—and you, lord Mowbray,
Of capital treason I attach you both.
Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourable ?
West. Is j'our assembly so ?

Arch. Will you thus break your faith ?
P. John. I pawn'd thee none :

I promis d you redress of these same grievances,
W hereofyou did complain : which, by mine honour,
I will perform with a most christian care.
But, for you, rebels,—look to taste the due
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours.
Most shallowly did you these arms commence.
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence.

—

Strike up our drums, pursue tiie scatter'd stray
;

Heaven, and not we, hath safely fought to-dav.

—

Some guard these traitors to the block of death
;

Treason's true bed, and jielder up of breath.

[Exeunt.

Scene \\\.—Another Part of the Forest.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter F.vlstaff and
CoLEVlLE, meetiny.

Fal. What's your name, sir? of what condition
are you; and of what place, I pray?

Cole. I am a knight, sir; and my name is—Cole-
vile of the dale.

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name ; a knight
is your degree; and your place, the dale : Colevile
shall still be your name

; a traitor j-our degree ; and
the dungeon your place,—a place deep enough ; so
shall you still be Colevile of the dale.

Cole. Are not you sir John Falstaff ?

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am.
Do je yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do
sweat, they are drops of thy lovers, and they weep
for thy death : therefore rouse up fear and trembling,

aud do observance to my mercy.
Cole. I think, you are sir John FalstafF; and, in

that thought, yield me.
Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in this

belly of mine; and not a tongue of them all speaks
any other word but my name. An I had but a belly

of any iudifferency, I were simply the most active

fellow in Europe : My womb, my womb undoes me.
Here comes our general.

Enter PrinceJohn ofLancaster, Westmoreland,
atid others.

P. John. The heat is past, follow no further

now .

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland.—
[Exit West.

Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while ?

When every thing is ended, then you come :

These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life,

One time or other break some gallows' back,

Fal. I would be sori-y, my lor<l, but it should be
thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow,

an arrow, or a bullet ? Have I, in my poor and old

motion, the expedition of thought? I have speeded
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liitber with the very extreniest inch of possibility
;

1 have foundered nine-score and odd posts : and here,

travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and imma-
culate valour, tnken sir John Colevile of the dale, a
most furious knight, and valorous enemy : But what
of that? he saw me, and yielded; that I may justly

say, with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, 1

came, saw, and overcame. [deserving.

P. John. It was more of his conrtesy than your
Fal. I know not; here he is, and here I yield

liim : and I beseech your grace, let it be hooked
with the rest of this day's deeds; or, by the lord,

I will have it in a particular ballad else, with mine
own picture on tlie top of it, Colevile kissing my
foot : To the which course if I be enforced, if you
do not all shew like gilt two-pences to me ; and I, in

the clear sky of fame, o'ershine j'ou as much as the

full moon doth the cinders of the element, which
shew like pins' heads to her ; believe not the word
of the noble : Therefore let me have right, and let

desert mount.
P. John. Thine's too heavy to mount.
Fal. Let it shine then.

P. John. Thine's too thick to shine.

Pal. Let it do sometliing, my good lord, that may
do me good, and call it what you will.

P. John. Is thy name Colevile ?

Cole. It is, my lord.

P. John- A famous rebel art thou, Colevile.

Fal. And a famous true subject took him.
Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are.

That led me hither : had they been rul'd by me.
You should have won them dearer than you'ha^e.
Fal. I know not how they sold themselves ; but

thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away, and I

thank thee for thee.

Re-enter Westmoreland.
P. John. Now, have you left pursuit?

West. Retreat is made, and execution stay'd.

P. John. Send Colevile, with his confederates.

To York, to present execution :

—

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure.

[Exeunt sotne with Colevile.

And now despatch we toward the court, my lords
;

1 hear, the king my father is sore sick

:

Our news shall go before us to his majesty,

—

Which, cousin, you shall bear,—to comfort him

;

And we with sober speed will follow you.

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give nie leave to go
through Glostershire : and when you come to court,

stand my good lord, 'pray, in your good report.

P. John. Fare you well, Falstati': I, in my con-

dition,

Shall better speak of you than you deserve. [Exit.

Fal. I would, you had but the wit ; 'twere better

than "your dukedom.—Good faith, this same young
sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; nor a man
cannot make him laugh ;—but that's no marvel,
he drinks no wine. There's never any of these

demure boys come to any proof : for thin drink
doth so over- cool their blood, and making many
li.sh-meals, that thev fall into a kind of male green-
sickness ; and then, when thty marry, they get

wenches ; they are generally fools and cowards ;

—

which some of us should be too, but for inflam-

mation. A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold opera-
tion in it. It ascends me into the brain : dries me
there all the foolish, and dull, and crudy vapours,
Avhich environ it : makes it apj)rehensive, quick,
ibrgetive, full ofnimble, fiery, and delectable shapes

;

wliich deliver'd o'er to tlie \oice, (the tongue,)

which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The
second property of your excellent sherris is,—the
warming of the blood; which, before cold and
Kettled^ left the liver white and pale, which is the
badge of pusillanimity and cowardice : but tiie

sherris warms it, and makes it course from the in-

v/ards to tlie parts extreme. It illumineth the face ;

\FbJch, as a beacon, gives warning to all the rest of

this little kingdom, man, to arm : and then the vital

commoners, and inland petty spirits, muster me all

to their captain, the heart : who, great, and pufied
up with this retinue, doth any deed of courage;
and this valour comes of sherris : So that skill in

the weapon is nothing without sack ; for that sets

it a-work : and learning, a mere hoard of gold kept
by a devil ; till sack commences it, and sets it in

act and use. Hereof comes it that prince Harry
is valiant ; for the cold blood he did naturally in-

herit of his father, he hath, like lean, steril and bare
land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with excellent
endeavour of drinking good, and good store of fer-

tile sherris ; that he is become very hot, and valiant.

If I had a thousand sons, the first human principle

[ would teach them, should be,—to forswear thia

potations, cind addict themselves to sack.

Enter Bardolph.

How now, Barnolph ?

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone.

Fal. Let them go. I'll through Glostershire : and
there will I visit master Robert Shallow, esquire :

I have him already tempering between my linger

and my thumb, and shortly will I seat with him.

Come away. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Westminster. A Room in the Palace.

Etiter K'mg Henry, Clarence, Prince Humphrey,
Warwick, atid others.

K. Hen. Now, lords, if heaven doth give suc-

cessful end
To this debate, that bleedeth at our doors.

We will our youth lead on to higher fields.

And draw no swords but what are sanctified.

Our navy is address'd, our power collected.

Our substitutes in absence well invested,

And every thing lies level to our wish :

Only, we want a little pf.rsoual strength;

And pause us, till these rebels, not afoot.

Come underneath the yoke of government.
War. Both which, we doubt not but your majesty

Shall soon enjoy.

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gloster,

Where is the prince your brother ?

P Humph. I think, he's gone to hunt, my lors',

at Windsor.
K. Hen. And how accompanied ?

P. Humph. I do not know, my lord.

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence,

with him? [here.

P. Humph. No, ray good lord ; he is in presence
Cla. What would my lord and father V

K. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas o!

Clarence. [brother?
How chance, thou art not with the prince tliy

He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas :

Thou hast a better place in his affectioi..

Than all your brothers : cherish it, my boy
;

And noble offices thou may'st effect

Of mediation, after I am dead,
Between his greatness and thy other brethren :

—

Therefore, omit him not ; blunt not his love :

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace.

By seeming cold, or careless of his will.

For he is gracious, if he be observ'd
;

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand
Open as day for melting charity :

Vet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint

;

As humorous as winter, and as sudden
As flaws congealed in the spring of day.

His temper, therefore, must be well observ'd :

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently.

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth :

But being moody, give him line and scope
;

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground.

Confound tliemselves with working. Learn this,

Thomas,
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends

;

A hoop of gold, to biud thy brothers iu •
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That the uuited vessel of their blood.

Mingled with venom of suggestion,

(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,)

Shall never leak, tbuugh 1 do work, as strong

As aconitum, or rash gunpowder.
Cla. I shall observe him with all care and love.

K. Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor with him,

Thomas ?

Cla. He is not tliere to-day ; he dines in London.
K. Hen. And how accompanied ? canst thou tell

that? [lowers.

Cla. With Poins, and other his continual fol-

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds;
And he, the noble image of my youth.

Is overspread with them : Therefore ray grief

Stretches itself beyond the hour of death
;

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape,

111 forms imaginary, the unguided days.

And rotten times, that you shall look upon
When I am sleeping with ray ancestors.

For W'hen his headstrong riot hath no curb.

When rage and hot blood are his counsellors,

When means and lavish manners meet together,

O, with what wings shall his atfections fly

Towards fronting peril and oppos'd decay !

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond him
The prince but studies his companions, [quite :

Like a strange tongue : wherein, to gain the lan-

guage,
'Tis needful, that the most immodest word
Be look'd upon, and learn'd : which once attain'd,

Vour highness knows, comes to no further use,

But to be known, and hated. So, like gross terms.
The prince will, in the perfectness of time.

Cast off his followers : and their memory
Shall as a pattern or a measure live.

By which his grace must mete the lives of others ;

Turning past evils to advantages. [her comb
K. Hen. 'Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave

In the dead carrion.—Who's here ? Westmoreland '!

Enter Westmoreland.

West. Health to my sovereign ! and new happiness

Added to that, that I am to deliver !

Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace's hand :

Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all.

Are brought to the conection of your law
;

There is not now a rebel's swoid unsbeath'd.

But peace puts forth her olive every vvhere.

The manner how this action hath been borne,

Here at more leisure may your highness read

;

With every course, in his particular. [bird,

K. Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings

The lifting up of day. Look! here's more news.

Enter Harcoukt

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty

;

And, when they stand against you, may they fall

As those that I am come to tell you of I

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph,

With a great power of English, and of Scots,

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown:
1 he manner and true order of the fight.

This packet, please it you, contains at large.

K. Hen. And wherefore should these good news
make me sick?

Will fortune never come with both hands full.

But write her fair words still in ibulest letters ?

She either gives a stomach, and no food,

—

Such are the poor, in health ; or eise a feast.

And takes away the stomacli,—such are the rich

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.

I should rejoice now at this happy news
;

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy:

—

O me ! come near me, now I am mucli ill. (Swoons.)
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty !

Cla. O my royal father !

West. My sovereign lord, cheer iq) yourself, look
up I

War. Be patient, princes
;
you do know, these fits

Are with his liighness very ordinary.
Stand from him, give him air; he'll straight be well.

Cla. No, no ; he cannot long hold out these pangs

;

The incessant care and labour of his mind
Hath wrought the mure, that should confine it in.

So (hin, that !ife looks through, and will break out.
P. Humph. Tlie people fear me; for they do

observe
Unfather'd heirs, and loathly birds of nature:
The seasons change their manners, as the year
Had found some months asleep, and leap'd thi m

over.

Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between

:

And the old folk, time's doting chronicles,
Say, it did so, a little time before
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died.

War. Speak lower princes, for the king recovers.
P. Humph. This apoplex will, certain, be his end.
K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear me

hence
Into some other chamber : softly, pray.

(
They convey the King into an inner part of
the room, a?iclplace him on a bed.)

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends
;

Unless some dull and favourable hand
Will whisper music to my weary spirit.

War. Call for music in the other room.
K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here.
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.
War. Less noise, less noise.

Enter Prince Hexrv.

P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence ?

Cla. I am here, brother, full of heaviness.
P. Hen. How now I rain within doors, and none

How doth the king ? [abroad !

P. Humph. Exceedingly ill.

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet?
Tell it him.
P. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hearing it.

P. Hen. If he be sick

With joy, he will recover without physic.

War. Not so much noise, my lords: — sweet
prince, speak low;

The king your father is dispos'd to sleep.

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room, [us ?

War. Wiirt please your grace to go along with
P. Hen. No ; I will sit and watch here by the

king. [Exeunt all but P. Henry.
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow.
Being so troublesome a bedfellow ?

O polish'd perturbation ! golden care !

That keep'st the ports of slumber open wide
To many a watchful night 1—sleep with it now !

Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet.
As. he, whose brow, with homely biggin bound.
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty !

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit

Like a rich armour, worn in heat of day.

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not

:

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down
Perforce must move.— My gracious lord I my

father!

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep,

That from this golden rigol hath di\orc'd

So many English kings. Thy due, from me,
Is tears, and hea^ y sorrows of the blood

;

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness.

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously

:

My due, from thee, is this imperial crown;
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood,

Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,

—

fPutting it on his head.)
Which heaven shall guard: And put the world's

whole strength

Into one piant arm, it shall not force

This lineal honour from me : This from thee
Will 1 to mice leave, as 'lis left to me. \ExU.
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K. Hen. Warwick ! Gloster ! Clarence

!

Re-enter Warwick, and the rest.

Cla. Doth the king call ?

War. What would your majesty? How fares your

grace ? [lords ?

K. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my
Cla. We lelt the prince my brother here, my

Who undertook to sit and watch by yon. [liege,

K. Hen. The prince of Wales ? Where is he ?

tie is not here. [let me see him

:

War. 'I'bjs door is open ; he is gone this ^vay.

P. Humph. He came not through the chamber
where we stay'd.

K. Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from

my pillow ? [here.

War. When we \vithdrew, my liege, we left it

K. Hen. The prince hath ta'en it hence :—go,

seek Lim out.

Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose
My sleep my death ?

Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide him hither.

\_Exit Warwick.
This part of his conjoins with my disease.

And helps to end me.—.See, sons, what things you

How quickly nature falls into revolt, [are !

When gold becomes her object

!

For this, the foolish over-careful fathers

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains

Their bones witii industry :
[with care.

For this, they have engrossed and pil'd up

The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold;

For this, they have been thoughtful to invest

Their sons with arts, and martial exercises,

When, like tlie bee, tolling from every flower

The virtuous sweets

;

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with honey,

^Ve bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees,

Are murder'd for our paias. Tliis bitter tastaste

Yield his engrossments to the ending father.

—

Re-enter Warwick.

Now, where is he that will not stay so long

Till his friend sickness hatli determiu'd me ?

War. My lord, I found the prince in the next

room.
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks

;

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow.

That tyranny, which never qiiafl"d but blood,

Would, by beholding him, have wash'd his knife

With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

K. Hen. But wherefore did he take away the

crown "?

Re-enter Prince Henry.

Lo, where he comes,—Come hither to me, Harry :

—

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone.

[Exeunt Clarence, Prince Humphrey, Lords, 8)'c.

P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak agaiu.

K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. [thought •

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair.

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours.

Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth !

Thouseek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee.

Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity

Is held from falling with so weak a wind.

That it will quickly drop : my day is dim.

Thou hast stol'n that, which, after some few hours,

Were thine without offence ; and at my death.

Thou hast seal'd up my expectation :

Thy life did manifest, thou lov'dst me not.

And thou wilt have me die assurd of it.

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts
;

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart.

To stab at half an hour of my life.

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ?

Then get thee goue ; and dig my grave thyself;

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear.

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.

Let all the tears, that should bedew my hearse.

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head

:

Only compound me with forgotten dust

;

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms.
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees

;

For now a time is come to mock at form,

Harry the fifth is crown'd :—Up, vanity

!

Down, royal state ! all you sage c(.'unsellors, hence !

And to the English court assemble now.
From every region, apes of idleness!

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum;
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance.
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ?

Be happy, he will trouble you no more

:

England shall double gild his treble guilt

:

England shall give him office, honour, might

:

For the fifty Harry from curb'd license plucks
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent.

my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows '.

When that my care could not withold thy riots.

What \n\\ thou do, when riot is thy care ?

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again,

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants !

P. Hen. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my
tears, {Kneeliny.)

The moist impediments unto my speech,

1 had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke,

Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard
The course of it so far. There is your crown

;

And He, that wears the crown immortally.

Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more.
Than as your honour, and as your renown.
Let me no more from this obedience rise,

(Which my most true and inward-duteous spirit

Teacheth,)this prostrate and exterior bending I

Heaven witness with me, when I here cam: in.

And found no course of breath within your majesty,
How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign,

O, let me in my present wildness die
;

And never live to show the incredulous world
The noble change that I have purposed !

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you wtte,)
1 spake unto the crown, as having sense.

And thus upbraided it : The care o?i thee depending,
Hath fed upon the body of my father

;

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art tvorst of gold.
Other, lessfine in carat, is more precious,
Preserving life in med'ciiie potable :

But thou, mostfine, most honour'd, tnost renoiviid.
Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege,

Accusing it, I put it on my head
;

To try with it,—as with an enemy.
That had before my face murder'd my father,

—

The quarrel of a true inheritor.

But if it did infect my blood with joy,

Or swell my thoughts to any strain oi pride
;

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did, with the least affection of a welcome.
Give entertainment to the.might of it.

Let God for ever keep it from my head !

And make me as the poorest vassal is,

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it I

K. Hen. O, my son

!

Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence.
That thou might'st win the more thy father's iove.

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it.

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed
;

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel.

That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my s. d,

By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd w;)ys,

I met this crown ; and I myself know well.

How troublesome it sat upon my head :

To thee it shall descend with better quiet.

Better opinion, better confirmation
;

For all the soil of the achievement goes
W'ith me into the earth. It seem'd in me.
But as an honour snatch'd with boisterous hand

;
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And 1 had many living, to nphraid
My gain of it by their assistances

;

Which daily grew to quarrel, and fo bloodshed,
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears.

Thou see'st, with peril I have answered :

For all ray reign hath been but as a scene
Acting that argunient ; and now my death
Changes the mode : for what in me was purchas'd.
Palls upon thee in a more fairer sort

;

So thou the garland wear'st successively.
Yet, though thou stand'st more sure than I co'ild do.
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green :

And all thy friends, which thou must make thy
friends,

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta'enout;
By whose fell working I was first advanc'd.
And by whose power I well might lodge a fear
To be again displac'd : which to avoid,
1 cut them off; and had a purpose now
To lead out many to the Holy Land

;

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry,
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds
W ith foreign quarrels ; that action, hence borne out.
May waste the memory of the former days.
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so.

That strength of speech is utterly denied me.
How I came hy the crown, O God. forgive !

4nd grand it may with thee iu true peace live

!

P. Hen. My gracious liege,

You won it, wore it, keep it, gave it me
;

Then plain, and right, must my possession be :

Which F, with more than with a common pain,
'Gainst all the word will rightfully maintain.

Ettter Prince John of Lancaster, Warwick,
Lords, and others.

K. Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of
Lancaster.

P. John. Health, peace, and happiness, to my
royal father ! [son John

;

K. Hen. Thou bring'st me happiness, and peace.
But health, alack, with youthful wings is fiown
From this bare wither'd trunk : upon thy sight,

My worldly business makes a period.

—

Where is my lord of Warwick ?

P. Hen. My lord ofWarwick I

K. Hen. Doth any name pai ticular belong
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon ?

War. 'Tis call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord.

K. Hen. Laud be to God I—even there my life

must end.

It hath beeu nf^ohesied to me many years,
I should not die out in Jerusalem

;

VVIiich vainly I suppos'd, the Holy Land :

—

But, bear me to that chamber; there I'll lie ;

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

GlosteYshire. A Hall in Shallow's
House.

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph atid Page.

Sfial. By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away
to-night.— What, Davy, I say !

Fal. You must excuse me, master Robert Shallow.
Sh^l. I will not excuse you ; you shall not be

excus'd ; excuses shall not be admitted; there is

no excuse shall serve; you shall not be excused.

—

Why, Davy

!

Enter Davy.

Davy. Here, sir.

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy,—let me see, Davy

;

let me see:—yea, marry, VVilliara cook, bid him
come hither.—Sir John, you shall not be excused.
Davy. Marry, sir, thus ;— those precepts cannot

be served ; and, again, sir,—Shall we sow the
head-land vvith wheat ?

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William
ccok ;—Are there no young, pigeons ?

Davy. Yes, sir.— Here is now the smith's note,

for shoeing, and plough-irons.
Shal. Let it be cast, and paid: —sir Jolin, you

shall not be excused.
Davy. Now, sir, a new link io the bucket must

needs be had :—And, sir, do you mean to stfp aiiv

of William's wages, about the sack he lost the other

day at Hinckley fair?

Shal. He shall answer it:—Some pigeons, Davy;
a couple of short-legged hens ; a j )int of mutfon

;

and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William
cook.

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir ?

Shal. Yes, Davy. I will use him well ; A friend

i'the court is better than a penny in purse. Use his

men well, Davy : for they are arrant knaves, and
will backbite.

Davy. No worse than they are back-bitten, sir
;

for they have marvellous foul linen. [Davy.
Shal. W"ell conceited, Davy. About thy business,

Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William
Visor of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hill.

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against

that Visor; that Visor is an arrant knave^ on my
knowledge.
Davy. I grant your worship, that he is a knave,

sir: but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should
have some countenance at his friend's request. An
honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, when
a knave is not. I have served your worship truly,

sir, these eight years ; and if I cannot once or twice
in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest man,
I have but a very little credit with your worship.
The knave is mine honest friend, sir; therefore, I

beseech your worship, let him be countenanced.
Sltal. Go to; I say, he shall have no wrong.

Look about, Davy. \Exit Davy.] Where are you,
sir John ? Come, off with your boots.—Gn e me
yonr hand, master Bardolph.
Bard. I am glad to see your worship.
Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind master

Bardolph:—and welcome, my tall fellow. (To the
Page.) Come, sir John. {Exit Shallow.

Fal. I'll follow you, good master Robert Shallow.
Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt Bardolph
and Page.] If I were sav^ed into quantities, I

should make four dozen of such bearded hermit's-

staves as master Shallow. It is a wonderful thinij,

to see the semblable coherence of his men's spirits

and his: They, by observing him, do bear them-
selves like foolish justices ; he, by conversing with
them, is turned iuto a justice-like serving-man

:

their spirits are so married in conjunction with the

participation of society, that they flock together in

consent, like so many wild-geese. If I had a suit

to master Shallow, I would humour his men, with
the imputation of being near their master: if to his

men, I would curry with master Shallow, that no
man could better command his servants. It is cer-

tain, that either wise bearing, or ignorant carriage,

is caught, as men take diseases, one of another :

therefore, let men take heed of their company. I

will devise matter enough out of this Shallow, to

keep prince Harry in continual laughter, the wear-

ing-out of six fasliions, (which is four terms, or two
actions,) and he shall laugh without intervallums.

O, it is much, that a lie, with a slight oath, and a

jest, with a sad brow, will do with a fellow that

never had the ache in his shoulders ! O, you shall

see him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill

laid up.

Shal. [Within.) Sir John !

Fal. I come, master Shallow; I come, master

Shallow. [Exit Falstaff.

Scene II.

—

JVesttninster. A room in the Palace.

Enter Warwick and the lord Chief Justice

War. How now, my lord chief justice ? whither

away

:
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Cit. Just. How doth the king ? [ended.
War. Exceeding well ; his cares are how all

Ch. Just. I hope, not dead.
War. He's walk'd the way of nature

;

And, to our purposes, he lives no more. [hiiu.

Ch. Just. I would, his majesty had call'd me with
The service that I truly did lis life,

Hath left me open to all injuries. [not.

War. Indeed, I think, the young king loves yon
Ch. Just. I know, he doth not ; and do arm uiy-

To welcome the condition of the time

;

[self.

Which cannot look more hideously upon me
Than I have drawn it in my phantasy.

EnterPrince John, Prmce Humphrey, Clarence,
Westmoreland, and others.

TVar.' Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry ;

O, that the living Harry had the temper
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen !

How many nobles then should'hold their places,

That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort

!

Ch. Just. Alas ! I fear, all will be overturn'd.

P. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick.
P. Humph. Cla. Good morrow, cousin.

P. John. We meet like men that had forgot to

speak.
War. We do remember; but our argument

Is all too heavy to admit much talk.

P. John. Well, peace be with him, that hath

made us heavy

!

Ch. .Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier !

P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a
friend, indeed

:

And I dare swear, you borrow not that face

Of seeming sorrow ; it is, sure, your own.
P. John. Though no man be assur'd what grace

You stand in coldest expectation : [to tiud,

I am the sorrier ; 'would, 'twere otherwise.

Cla. Well, you must now speak sir John FaistafV

fair;

Which swims against your stream of quality.

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in

honour,
Led bj' the impartial conilnct of my soul

;

4nd never shall you see, that I will beg
A ragged and forestall'd remission.

—

If trutn and upright innocency fail me,
I'll to the king my master, tiiat is dead,
A nd tell me who hath sent me alter him.

War. Here comes the prince.

Enter King Henry V.

Ch. Just. Good morrow ; and heaven save your
majesty

!

King. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty.

Sits not so easy on me as you think.

—

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear
;

This is the English, not the Turkish court

;

Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds.
But Harry Harry : Yet be sad, good brothers.

For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you
;

Sorrow so royally in you appears,
That I will deeply put the fashion on,

And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad :

But entertain no more of it, good brothers.

Than a joint burden laid upon us all.

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur'd,

TU be your father and your brother too

;

Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares.

Yet weep, that Harry's dead ; and so will I

:

But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears,

By number, into hours of happiness.

P. John, ^'c.We hope no other from your majesty.

King. You all look strangely on nie ;—and you

most; [To the Chief Justice.)

Yon are, I think, assur'd I love you not.

Ch.Just. lam assur'd, if I be measur'd rightly,

Vour majesty hath no just cause to hate me.
King. No !

How might a prince of my great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon me ?

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughlv send to prison

The immediate heir of England ! Was this easy ?

May this be wash'din Lethe, and forgotten?

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your
father

;

The image of his power lay then in me :

And, in the administration of his law.

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth.
Your highness pleased to forget my place.

The majesty and power of law and justice.

The image of the king, whom I presented.

And struck me in my very seat of judgment;
Whereon, as an oftender to your father,

I gave bold way to my authority.

And did commit you. If the deed were ill.

Be you contented, wearing now the garland,

To have a son set your decrees at nought

;

To pluck down justice from your awful bench
;

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword
That guards the peace and .safety of your person;

Nay, more ; to spurn at your most royal image.

And mock your workings in a second body.

Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours;

Be now the father, and propose a son :

Hear your own dignity so much profan'd.

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted.

Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd
;

And then imagine me taking your part,

And, in your power, soft silencing your sod :

After this cold considerance, sentence me
;

And, as you are a king, speak in your state,

What I have done, that misbecame my place

My person, or my liege's sovereignty.

King. \o\\ are right, justice, and you weigh tills

well;

Therefore still bear the balance, and tYie sword :

And I do wish your honours may increase.

Till you do live to see a son of mine
Oifend you and obey you, as I did.

So shall I live to speak my father's words ;
—

Happy am I, that have a man so bold,

Thai dares do justice on my proper son

:

And not less happy, having such a son.

That would deliver up his greatness so

Into the hands ofjustice.—-You did commit me :

For which, I do commit into your hand
The unstain'd sword that you have us'd to bear

;

'

With this remembrance,—that you use the sacie

With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit.

As you have done 'gainst me. There is my hand ;

You shall be as a fath'er to my youth

:

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear •

And I will stoop and humble my intents

To your well practis'd, wise directions.

—

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ;

—

My father is gone wild into his grave.
For in his tomb lie my affections

;

And with his spirit sadly I survive,

To mock the expectation of the world
;

To frustrate prophecies ; and to raze out
['otten opinion, who hath writ me down
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me
Hath proudly flow'd in vanity^ fill now :

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea
;

Where it shall mingle with the state of Hoods,
And flow henceforth in formal majesty.

Now call we our high court of parliament:

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel,

That the great body of our state may go
In equal rank with the best govern'd nation

;

That war, or peace, or both at once, may be.

As things acquainted and familiar to us ;

—

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand.

—

(To the Lord Chief Justice.

Our coronation done, we will accite,

As I before remember'd, all our state :

. And (God consigning to my good intents,)

I
No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause to say,— >
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Heaven shorten Harry's happy life one day.

(Exeunt.

Scene ML—Glostirshire. The Garden of
Shalloiv's HoH»e.

Enter Falstafp, Shallow, Silence, Bakdolph,
the Page, and Davy.

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard : where,
in an arbour, we will eat a last year's pippin of my
own grafting, with a dish of carraways, ana so forth

;

—came, cousin Silence ;—and then to bed.

Fal. 'Fore God, you have here a goodly dwell-

ing, and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beg-

gars all, sir John:—marry, good air.—Spread,

Davy ; spread, Davy ; well said, Davy.
Fal. 'This Davy serves you for good uses ; he is

your serving-man, and your husbandman.
Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good

varlet, sir John.—By the mass, I have drank too

much sack at supper : A good varlet. Now
sit down, now sit down ;—Come, cousin.

Sil. Ah, sirrah I quoth-a,—we shall {Singiny.)

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer,

And praise heaven for the merry year

;

When flesh is cheap, andfemales dear.

And lusty lads roam here and there.

So merrily.
And ever among so merrily.
Fal. There's a merry heart !—Good master Si-

ence, I'll give you a health for that anon.

Shal. Give master Bardolph some wine, Davy.
Davy. Sweet sir, sit: (seating Bardolph and

the Page at another table.) I'll be with you anon :

—

most sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master
page, sit : proface ! What you want in meat, we'll

nave in drink. But you must bear; The heart's

all. [Exit.

Shal. Be merry, master Bardolph;—and my
little soldier there, be merry.

Sil. Be merry, be merry, myivife's as all;

(Singing.)

For women are shrews, both short and tall:

'Tis merry in hall, when beards wag all,

And welco7ne merry shrove-tiae.

Be merry, be merry, &c.
Fal. I did not think, master Silence had been a

man of ihis mettle. [ere now.

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and once.

Re-enter Davy.

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for you.

{Setting them before Bardolph.)
Shal. Davy,

—

Davy. Your worship ?—I'll be with yon straight.

( To Bard.)—A cnp of wine, sir?

5(7. A cup of wine, that brisk andfine.
And dririk unto the leman mine ; fSinging.)

Aiid a merry heart lives long- a.

Fal. Well said, master Silence.

Sil. And we shall be merry ;—now comes in the

sweet of the night.

Fal. Health and long life to you, mastei* Silence.

Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come ;

Til pledge you a mile to the bottom.
Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome : If thou

wantest any thing, and wit not call, beshrew thy
heart.— Welcome, my little tiny thief ;(^o the Page.)
and welcome, indeed, too.—I'll drink to master
Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes about London.
Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die.

Bard. And I might see you there, Davy,

—

Shal. By the mass, you'll crack a quart together.
Ha ! will you not, master Bardolph ?

Bard. Yes, sir, in a pottle pot.

Shal. I thank thee :—The knave will stick by
thee, I can assure thee that ; he will not out^ he is

true bred.

Bard. And I'll stick to him, sir.

Shal. Why, there spoke a king, liack nothing :

be merry. [Knocking heard.) Look who's at door,
there: Ho! who knocks? • [Exit Davy.

Fal. Why, now you have done me right.

(
To Silence, ivho drinks a bumper.)

Sil. Do me right, {Singing.)
And dub me knight

:

Samingo.
Is't not so?

Fal. 'Tis so.

Sil. Is't so ? Why, then say, an old man can An
somewhat.

Re-enter D\v\.

Davy. An it please your worship, there's one
Pistol come from the court with news.

Fal. From the court, let him come in.

—

Enter Pistol.

How now. Pistol.

Pist. God save you, sir John I

Fal. What wind blew j'ou hither. Pistol ?

Pist. Not the ill wind, which blows no man to
good.—Sweet knight, thou art now one of the
greatest men in the realm.

Sil. By'r lady, I tliink a' be ; but good man Pufl"

Pist. Puir? [ofBarson.
Puffin thy teeth, most recreant coward base; —
Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend,

.\nd helter-skelter have I rode to thee
;

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys.

And golden times, and happy news of price.

Fal. Ipr'ythee now, deliver them like a man of
this world.

Pist. A fontra for the world, and worldlings base !

I speak of Africa, and golden joys.

Fal. O base Assyrian knight, what is thy news ?
Let king Cophetua know the truth thereof

Sel. AndRobin Hood, Scarlet, andJohn.{Sings.)
Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons ?

And shall good news be baffled ?

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' lap,

Shal. Honest gentlema^ I know not your hreed-
Pist. Why then, lament thereof [ing,

Shal. Give me pardon, sir :—If, sir, you come
with news from the court, I take it, there is but
two ways ; either to utter them, or to conceal them.
I am, sir, under the king, in some authority.

Pist. Under which king, Bezonian? speak, or die.

Shal, Under king Harry.
Pist. H arry the fourth ? or fifth ?

Shal. Harry the fourth.

Pist. A foutra for thine office '

—

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king

;

Harry the fifth's the man. I speak the truth :

When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like

The bragging Spaniard.

Fal. Wliat ! is the old king dead ?

Pist. As nail in door : the things I speak are just.

Fal. Away, Bardolph ; saddle my horse.—Master
Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in

the land, 'tis thine.— Pistol, I will double charge
thee v^ith dignities.

Bard. O joyful day I—I would not take a knight-

hood for my fortune.

Pist. What ? I do bring good news?
Fal. Carry master Silence to bed.— Master

Shallow, my lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I

am fortune's steward. Get on thy boots; we'll

ride all night :—O, sweet Pistol :—Away, Bardolph.

[Exit Barc?^]—Come, Pistol, utter more to me ; and,

withal, devise something, to do thyself good.

—

Boot, boot, master Shallow : I know, the young
king is sick for me. Let us take any man s horses;

the laws of England are at my commandment
Happy are they which have been my friends : and
woe to my lord chief justice.

Pist. Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also

Where is the life that late I led, say they :

Why, here it is ; Welcoaie these pleasant days.

[Exeunt-
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Scene IV.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Beadles, dragrjiny in Hostess Quickly, and
Doll Tear-sheet.

Host. No, thou arrant knave ; I wonld I might

die, that I might have thee hanged : thou hast drawn
niv shoulder out of joint.

\ Bead. The constables have delivered \icr over

to me ; and she shall have whipping-cheei* enough,

I warrant her : There hath been a man or two lately

killed about her.

DoU. Nut-hook, nut-hook, yon lie. Come on;

I'll tell thee what, thou damned tripe-yisaged ras-

cal ; an the child I now go with, do miscarry, thou

hadst better thou hadst struck, thy mother, thou

paper-faced-villain.

Host. O the Lord, that sir John were come! he

would make this a bloody day to somebody. But

I prav God the fruit of her womb miscarry !

1 iiead. If it do, yon shall have a dozen of

cushions again ;
you have but eleven now. Come,

I charge you both go with me ; for the man is dead,

that you and Pistol beat among you.

Doll, ril tell thee what, thou thin man in a

censer ! I will have you as soundly swinged for

this, you blue-bottle rogue I you filthy famished

correctioner ; if you be not swinged, I'll forswear

half kirtles.

1 Bead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, come.

Host. O, that right should thus overcome might

!

Well ; of sufferance comes ease. [justice,

Doll. Come, you rogue, come ; bring me to a

Host. Ay ; come, you starv'd blood-hound.

Doll. Goodman death ! goodraan bones !

Host. Thou atomy thou !

Doll. Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal

!

1 Bead. Very well. [Exeunt.

ScGNE V.

—

A public Place near Westminster
Abbey.

Enter ttvo Grooms, streiving rushes.

1 Groom. More ruslite, more rushes.

2 Grootn. The trumpets have sounded twice.

1 Groom. It will be two o'clock ere they come
from the coronation : Despatch, despatch.

[Exeunt Grooms.

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph,
and the Page.

Fal. Stand here by me, master Robert Shallow;

I will make the king do you grace : I will leer upon
him, as 'a comes by ; and do but mark the counte-

nance that he will give me.
Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight.

Fal. Come here. Pistol; stand behind me.—O,
if 1 had had time to have made new liveries, I would
have bestowed the thousand pound I borrowed of

you. [To Shallow.) But 'tis no matter ; this poor

show doth better : this doth infer the zeal I had to

see him.

Shal. It doth so.

Pal. It shews my earnestness of affection.

Shal. It doth so.

Fal. My devotion.

Fal. It doth, it doth, it doth.

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to

deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience

Shal. It is most certain. [to shift me.

Fal. But to stand stain'd with travel, and sweat-

ing with desire to see him ; thinking of nothing else
;

putting all affairs else in oblivion ; as if there were
nothing else to be dime, but to see him

Pist. 'Tis semper idem, for absque hoc nihil est

:

'Tis all in every part.

Shal. 'Tis so, indeed.

Pist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver,

And make thee rage.

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts.

Is in base durance, and contagious prison
;

Ilaul'd thither

By most mechanical and dirty hand :

—

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto's
snake.

For Doll is in ; Pistol speaks nought but truth.

Fal. I will deliver her.

Pist.

{Shouts within, and the trumpets sovmd'.)
There roar'd the sea, and trumpet-claiigor

[juds.

Enter the King and his Train, the Chief Justice
among them.

Fal. God save thy grace, king Hal ! ray royal

Hal !

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most
royal imp of fame !

Fnl. God save thee, my sweet boy !

King. My lord chief justice, speak to that vain
man. ['tis you speak ?

Ch. Just. Have you your wits ? know you what
Fal. My king I my Jove ! I speak to thee, my

heart

!

[prayers ;

King. I know thee not, old man : Fall to thy
How ill white hairs become a fool, and jester !

I have long dream'd of such a kind of man,
So surfeit-swell'd, so old, and so profane;

But, being awake, I db despise my dream.
Make less thy body, hence, and more thy grace

;

Leave gormandizing; know thy grave doth gape
For thee thrice wider than for other men :

—

Reply not to me with a fool-born jest

;

Presume not, that I am the thing I was

:

Fur heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive,

That I have turn'd away my former self;

So wll I those that kept me company.
When thou dost hear I am as I have been.

Approach me ; and thou shalt be as thou wast
The tutor and the feeder of my riots :

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death,

—

As I have done the rest of my misleaders,

—

Not to come near our person by ten mile.

For competence of life, I will allow you
;

That lark of means enforce yon not to evil

:

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves.

We will,—according to your strength, and quali-

ties,

—

[lord.

Give you advancement.—Be it your charge, my
To see perform'd the tenor of our word.

—

Set on. [Exeunt King, and his Trai)i.

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand
pound.

Shal. Ay, marry, sir John ; which I beseech you
to let me have home with me.

Fal. That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do
not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in private

to him : look you, he must seem thus to the v, ^ild.

Fear not your advancement ; I will be the man yet,

that shall make you great.

Shal. I cannot perceive how ; unless yon give me
your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I beseech
you, good sir John, let me have five hundred of aiy

thousand.

i^«/. .Sir, I will be as good a.s my word: this

that you heard, was but a colour. [John.

Shal. A colour, I fear, that yon will die in, .sir

Fal. Fear no colours
;
go with me to dinner.

Come, lieutenant Pi.«,tnl ;—come, Bardolph :—I .shall

be sent for soon at night.

Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice,

Officers, §-c.

Ch. Just. Go, carry sir John Falstaff to the Fleet;

Take all his company along vvitJi him.

Fal. My lord, my lord,

—

Ch. Just. I cannot now speak : I will hear you
Take tliein away. [soon.

Pist. Siforlundme tormenta, sperome contenta.

[Exeunt Fal. Shal. Pist. hard. Page
and Officers.

P. John. I like this fair proceeding of the king's

:
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He hath intent, his wonted followers

Shall all be very well provided for

;

Bat all are baoish'd till their conversations

Appear more wise and modest to the world.

Ch. Just. And so they are. [lord.

P. John. The king hath call'd his parliament, my
CL Just. He hath. [expire,

P. John. I will lay oddsj—that, ere this year

We bear our civil swords, and native fire,

As far as France : I heard a bird so sing.

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas'd the king.

Come, will you hence ? [Exeunt.

Epilogue.—Spoken by a Dancer-.

First, my fear ; then, my court"sy ; last, my
speech. Myfear is, your displeasure ; my court'sy,

7tiy duty ; and my speech, to beg your pardons. If
you look for a good speech now, you undo me : for
what I have to say, is ofmine own making ; and
tohat, indeed, I should say, imll, 1 doubt, prove
mine oivn marritiq. But to the purpose, and so

to the venture.—Be it known to you, fas it is very
well,) Itvas lately here in tlie end ofa displeasing

play, to pray your patiencefor it, and to promise
you a. better. I did mean, indeed, topay you loith

this; which, iflike an ill venture, it comeunluckily

home, I break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose.

Here, Ipromised you, Iwould be, and here Icom-
mit my body to your mercies : bate me some, and
I will pay you some, and, as most debtors do,
promise you infinitely.

If my toTifjue cannot entreat you to acquit me,
tvill yuu command me to use my legs ? and yet
that were but light payment,—to dance out of
your debt. But a good conscience will make any
possible satisfaction, and so will I. All the gen-
tlewomen here have forgiven me; ifthe gentlemen
ivill not, then the gentlemen do not agree with
the gentlewomen, which was never seen before in

such an assembly.
One word more, I beseech you. If you be not

too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble author
will continue the story, ivith Sir John in it., and
make you merry with fair Katharine ofFrance :

where, for any thing I know, Falstaff shall die

of a sweat, unless already he be killed with your
hard opinions ; for Oldcastle died a martyr, and
this is not the man. My tongue is weary ; when
my legs are too, I will bid you good night : and
sp kneel down before you ;—but, indeed, to pray
for tlie queen.

Aa



KING HENRY V.

This play has many scenes of high dignity, and many of easy merriment. The character of the fang w well sup-

ported, except in his courtship, where he has neitlier the vivacity of Hal, nor the grandeur of Henry. The humour

of Pistol is very happily continued : his character has perhaps been the model of all the bullies tnat have yet appeared

'"rh'e^l^el'gi'^en^to'the chorus have many admirers; but the truth is, in.them a little may be praised, and much

must be forgiven; nor can it be easily discovered, why the intelligence given by. the chorus is more necessary in

this play, than in many others where it is omitted. The great defect of this play is, the emptiness and narrowness ot

the last act, which a very little diligence might have easily avoided. Johnson.
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'The Scene, at the beginning of the Play, lies in England; but afterwards wholly in France.

Enter Chorus.

O, for amuse of fire, that would ascend

The brightest heaven of invention !

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act.

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene !

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,

Assume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, [fire,

Leash'd in like hminds, should famine, sword, and

Crouch for employment. Bnt pardon, gentles all.

The flat unraised spirit, that hath dar'd.

On this unworthy scaffold, to bring forth

So great an object : Can this cockpit hold

Tlie vasty fields of France ? or may we cram

Within this wooden O, the very casques.

That did affright tiie air at Agiucourt?

O, pardon ! since a crooked figure may
Attest, in little place, a million

;

And let us , ciphers to this great accompt.

On your imaginary forces work

:

Suppose, within the girdle of these walls

Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies.

Whose high upreared and abutting fronts

The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder.

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts
;

Into a thousand parts divide one man,

And make imaginary pnis.sance :

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them

Printing their proud hoofs i'the receiving earth :

For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings.

Carry tiiem here and there : jumping o'er times
;

Turning the accomplishment of many years

Into an hour-glass : For the which supply.

Admit me chorus to this history
;

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray,

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. An Ante-chamber in the

King's Palace.

Enter the ArcliLishop o/ Canterbury, and
Bishop of Ely.

Cont. JVly lord, I'll tell you,—that .self bill isurg'd.

Which, in the eleventh year o' the last king's reign

Was like, and had indeed against us pass'd.

But that the scambling and unquiet time

Did push it out of further question.

Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now?
Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against u8.

We lose the better half of our possession :

For all the temporal lands, which men devout

By testament have given to the church,

Would they strip from us ; being valued thus,

—

As much as would maintain, to the king's honour.

Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights
;

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires
;

And, to relief of lazars, and weak age.

Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil,

A hundred alms-houses, right well supplied

;

And to the coffers of the king beside,

A thousand pounds by the year : Thus runs the bill.

Ely. This would drink deep.

Cmit. Twould drink the cup and all.

Ely. But what prevention ?

Cant. The king is full of grace, and fair regard.

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church.

Cant. The courses of his youth promis'd it not.

The breath no sooner left his father's body.

But that his wildness, mortified in him,

Seem'd to die too : yea, at that very moment.
Consideration like an angel came,
And whipp'd the offending Adam out oi" him

;

Leaving his body as a paradise.

To envelop and contain celestial spin's.

Never whs such a sudden scholar made :

Never came reformation in a flood.

With such a heady current, scouring faults;

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness

So soon did lose his seat, and all at once.
As in this king.

Ely. We are blessed in the change.
Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity.

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish
You would desire, the king were made a prelate :

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs,

You would say,—it hath been all-in-all his study :

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear
A fearful battle render'd you in music :

Turn him to any cause of policy,

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose.

Familiar as his garter; that, when he,speaks.

The air, a charter'd libertine, is still.

And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears.
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To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences

So that the art and practic part of life

Must be the mistress to this theoric :

Which is a wonder, how his grace should glean it.

Since his addiction was to courses vain

;

His companies unletter'd, rude, and shallow;

His hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, sports

;

And never noted in him any study.

Any retirement, any sequestration.

Prom open haunts and popularity.

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle
;

And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best,

Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality :

And so the prince obscur'd his contemplation

Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt.

Grew like the summer-grass, fastest by night.

Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty.

Cant. It must be so : for miracles are ceas'd
;

And therefore we must needs admit tlie means,
How things are perfected.

Ely. But, ray good lord.

How now for mitigation of this bill

Urg'd by the commons ? Doth his majesty
Incline to it, or no ?

Cant. He seems indilTerent

;

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part.

Than cherishing the exhibiters against us :

For I have made an ofler to his majesty,

—

Upon our spiritual convocation

;

And in regard of causes now in hand.
Which I have open'd to his grace at large.

As touching France,—to give a greater sum
Than ever at one time the clergy yet
Did to his predecessors part withal.

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv'd, my lord ?

Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty
;

Save, that there was not time enough to hear
(As, I perceiv'd, his grace would tain have done,)

The severals, and unhidden passages,

Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms;
And, generally, to the crown and seat of France,
Deriv'd from Edward, his great grandfather.

Ely, W^hat was the impediment that broke this off?

Cant. The French ambassador, upon that instant,

Crav'd audience ; and the hour, 1 think, is come.
To give him hearing : Is it four o'clock ?

Ely.
_

It is.

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embassy

;

Which I could, with a ready guess, declare.

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it.

Ely. I'll wait upon you ; and I long to hear it.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room of State in the
same.

Enter King Henby, Gloster, Bedford, Exeter,
Warwick, Westmoreland, and Attendants.

K. Hen. Where is ray gracious Lord of Canter-
Exe. Not here in presence. fbuiy ?

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle.

ff^est. Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege ?

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin; we would be re-
solv'd.

Before we hear him, of some things of weight,
That task our thoughts, concerning us and Prance.

Enter the Archbishop o/ Canterbury wwc? Bishop
of Ely.

Cant. God, and his angels, guard your sacred
And make you long become it

!

[throne,

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you.
My learned lord, we pray you to proceed

;

And justly and religiously unfold.
Why the law Saliqne, that they have in France,
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim.
And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord,
1 hat you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading.
Or nicely charge your uuderstanding soul
With opening titles miscreate, whose right
oiuts not in native colour with the truth

;

For God doth know, how many, now in health.
Shall drop their blood in approbation
Of what your reverence shall incite us to ;

'

Therefore take heed how you impawn our person.
How you awake the sleeping sword of war

;

We charge you in the name of God, fake heed
For never two such kingdoms did contend,
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint,
'Gainst him, whose wrongs give edge unto the

swords
That make such waste in brief mortality.
Under this conjuration, speak, ray lord :

And we will hear, note, and believe in heart.
That what you speak is in your conscience wash'd
As pure as sin with baptism. [you peers.

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign,—and
That owe your lives, your faith, and services,
To this imperial throne ;—There is no bar
To make against your highness' claim to France,
But this, which they produce from Pharamond,—
In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant.
No woman shall succeed in Salique land

:

Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze.
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond
The founder of this law and female bar.
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, J
That the land Salique lies in Germany,

'

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe :

Where Charles the great, having subdued the
Saxons,

There left behind and settled certain French,
Who, holding in disdain the German women,
For some dishonest manners of their life,

Establisli'd there this law,—to wit, no femal
Should be inheritrix in Salique land

;

Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sala,
la at this day in Germany call'd—Meisen.
Thus doth it well appear, the Salique law
Was not devised for the realm of France :

Nor did the French possess the Salique land
Until four hundred one and twenty years
After defunction of king Pharamond,
Idly suppos'd the founder of this law;
Who died within the year of our redemption
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the Great
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French
Beyond the river Sala, in the year
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say.
King Pepin, which deposed Childerick,
Did, as heir general, being descended
Of Blithild, which was daughter to king Clothair,
Make claim and title to the crown of France.
Hugh Capet also,—that usurji'd the crown
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, sole heir male
Of the true line and stock of Charles the great,

—

To fine his title with some show of truth,

(Though, in pure truth, it.was corrupt and naught,)
Convey'd himself as heir to the lady Lingare,
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son
Of Charles the great. Also king Lewis the tenth.
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet,
Could not keep quiet in his conscience.

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied

That fair queen Isabel, his grandmother.
Was lineal of the lady Ermengare,
Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorain
By the which marriage, the line of Charles the great
Was re-united to the crown of France.
So that, as clear as is the summer's sun.

King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim,

King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear
To hold in right and title of the female :

So do the kings of France unto this day

;

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law.
To bar your highness claiming from the female.
And rather choose to liide them in a net.

Than amply to imbare their crooked titles,

Usorp'd from you and your progenitors.

Aa*
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K Hen. May I, with right and conscience, make
this claim ?

Cant. The sin upon ray head, dread sovereign!

For in the book of Numbers is it writ,

—

NV'hen the son dies, let the inheritance

Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord.

Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag;

Look back unto your mighty ancestors :

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsire's tomb.

From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit.

And your great uncle's, Edward the black prince
;

Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy,

Making defeat on the full power of France;

VVhiles his most mighty father on a lull

Stood smiling, to behold his lion's whelp
Forage in blood of French nobility.

O noble English, that could entertain

With half their forces the full pride of France
;

And let another half stand laughing by.

All out of work, and cold for action !

Ell/. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead,

And with your puissant arm renew their feats :

You are their heir, you sit upon their throne
;

The blood and courage, that renowned them,

Runs in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege

Is in the very May-morn of his youth,

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises.

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth

Do all expect that you should rouse yourself,

A^ did the former lions of your blood.

West. They know, your grace hath cause, and
means, and might

;

So hath your highness ; never king of England
Had nobles richer, and more loyal subjects

;

Whose hearts have left their bodies here in England,

And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France.

Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege.

With blood, and sword, and fire, to win your right

:

In aid whereof, we of the spiritualty

Will raise your highness such a mighty *m.
As never did the clergy at one time

Bring in to any of your ancestors. [French
;

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the

But lay down our proportions to defend

.^gainst the Scot, who will make road upon us

With all advantages.

Cant. They of those marches, gracious sovereign,

Shall be a wall sufficient to defend

Our inland from the pilfering borderers. [only,

K. Hen. We do not mean the coursing snatchers

But fear the main intendment of the Scot,

Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us :

For you shall read, that my great grandfather

Never went with his forces into France,

But that the Scot on his unfurnish'd kingdom

Came pouring, like the tide into a breach.

With ample and brim fulness of his force
;

Galling the gleaned land with hot essays
;

Girding, with grievous siege, castles and towns
;

That England, being empty of defence,

Hath shook, and trembled at the ill-neighbourhood.

Ca7it. She hath been then more fear'd than

harm'd, my liege :

Forbear her but exampled by herself,

—

When all her chivalry hath 'oeen in France,

And she a mourning widow of her nobles.

She hath herself not only well defended.

But taken, and impounded as a stray,.

The king of Slots ; whom she did send to France,

To fill king E Jvvard's fame with prisoner kings

;

And make yo;ir chronicle as rich with praise.

As is the 00Z5 and bottom of the sea

With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.

West. But there's a saying, very old and true,—

If that you will France win,

Then with Scotlandfirst be<jin :

For ouce the eagle England being in prey.

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot

Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs

;

Playing the mouse, in absence of the cat,

To spoil and havock more tlian she can eat.

Exe. It follows then, t'he cat-must stay at heme :

Yet that is but a curs'd necessity
;

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries,

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves.

While that the armed hand doth tight abroad,

The advised head defends itself at home :

For government, though high, and low, and lower.

Put into part, doth keep in one concent

;

Congruing in a full and natural close,

Like music.

Cant. True : therefore doth heaven divide

The state of man in divers functions.

Setting endeavour in continual motion
;

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt.

Obedience : for so work the honey bees .

Creatures, that, by rule in nature, teach

The act of order to a peopled kingdom.
They have a king, and officers of sorts :

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home;
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad

;

Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings,

Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds
;

Which pillage they with merry march bring home
To the tent-royal of their emperor

:

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys

The singing masons building roofs ofgold
;

The civil citizens kneading up the honey;
The poor mechanic porters crowding in

Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate

;

The sad-ey'd justice, with his surly num.
Delivering o'er to executors pale

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer,

—

That many things, having full reference

To one concent, may work contrariously

:

As many arrows, loosed several ways.

Fly to one mark
;

As many several ways meet in one town

;

As many fresh streams run in one self sea;

As many lines close in the dial's centre
;

So may a thousand actions, once afoot.

End in one purpose, and be all well borne

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege.

Divide your happy England into four
;

Whereof take you one quarter into France,

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake.

If we, with thrice that power left at home,
Cannot defend our own door from the dog.

Let us be worried ; and our nation lose

The name of hardiness, and policy. [Diuphin.

K. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from the

[Exit an Attendant. The King ascends his

throne.
Now are we well resolv'd : and,—by God's help

;

And yours, the noble sinews of our power,

—

France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe.
Or break it all to pieces : Or there we'll sit.

Ruling, in large and ample erapery,

O'er France, and all her almost kingly dukedoms
;

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn.

Tombleits, with no rf membrance over them :

Either our history shall, with full month,
Speak freely of our acts; or else our grave.

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless month.
Not worship'd with a waxen epitaph.

—

Enter Ambassadors of France.

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleasure

Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for, we hear.

Your greeting is from him, not from the king.

Ami). May it please your majesty, to give us leave

Freely to render what we have in charge
;

Or shall we sparingly show you far off

The Dauphin's meaning, and our embassy ?

K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian king

;

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject.

As are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons :

Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainness.

Tell us the Dauphin's mind.

Am'j. Thus then, in few.
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Your highuess, lately sending into France,

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right

Of your great predecessor; king Edward the third.

In answer of which claim, the prijice our master

Says,—that you savour too much of your youth;

And bids you be advis'd, there's nought in France
That can be with a nimble galliard won

;

You cannot re^ el into dukedoms there :

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit,

This tun of treasure : and, in lieu of this.

Desires you, let the dukedoms, that you claim,

Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks.

K. Hen. What treasure, uncle ?

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege.

K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant

with us
;

His present, and your pains we thank you for

:

Wlien we have match'd our rackets to these balls.

We will, iu France, by God's grace, play a set.

Shall strike his father's crovpn into the hazard :

Tell him, he hath made a match with such a wrangler,

That all the courts of France will be disturb'd

With chaces. And we understand him well.

How he comes o'er ns ^vith our wilder days.

Not measuring what use we made of them.

We never valued this poor seat of England
;

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself

To barbarous license ; As 'tis ever common.
That men are merriest when they are from home.
But tell the Dauphin,—I will keep my state

;

He like a king, and show my sail of greatness.

When I do rouss me in my throne of France :

For that I have laid by my majesty,

And plodded like a man for working-days
j

But I will rise there with so full a glory,

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France,

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on ns.

And tell the pleasant prince,—this mock of his

Hath tum'd his balls to gun-stones ; and his soul

Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance

That shall fly with them : for many a thousand

widows [bands

;

Shall this his mock mock out of their dear hus-

Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down
;

And some are yet ungotten, and unborn.

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin's scorn.

But this lies all within the will of God,
To whom I do appeal ; And in whose name.
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on.

To venge me as I may, and to put forth

My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cause.

So, get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin,
His jest will savour but of shallow wit.

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it.

—

Convey them with safe conduct.—Fare you well.

[Exeunt Ambassadors.
Exe. This was a merry message.

K. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush at it.

{Descends from kis throne.)

Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour.

That may give furtherance to our expedition

:

For we have now no thought in us but France
Save those to God, that run before our business
Therefore, let our proportions for these wars
Be soon collected ; and all things thought upon.
That may, with reasonable switness, add
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before.
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door.
Therefore, let every man now task his thought,
That this fair action may on foot be brought.

\Exeunt.

ACT II.

Enter Chorus.

Chor Now all the youth of England are on fire,

-And silken dalliance iu the wardrobe lies ;

Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought
Ueigns solely in the breast of every man :

They sell the pasture now, to buy the horse
;

Following the mirror of all Christian kings
With winged heels, as English Mercuries.
For now sits Expectation in the air

;

And hides a sword, irom hilts unto the point,

With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets,
Promis'd to Harry', and his follow-ers.

The French, advis'd by good intelligence
Of this most dreadful preparation,
Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy
Seek to divert the English purposes.
O En^gland !—model to thy inward greatness.
Like little body with a mighty heart,

—

VVliat might'st thou do, that honour would thee do.
Were all thy children kind and natural

!

But see thy fault ! France hath in thee found out
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills [men,

—

With treacherous crowns : and three corrupted
One, Richard earl of Cambridge ; and the second,
Henry lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third.

Sir Thomas Grey knight of Northumberland,

—

Have, for the gilt of France, (O guilt, indeed I)

Confirm'd conspiracy with fearful France
;

And by their hands this grace ofkings must die,

(If hell and treason hold their promises,)

Ere he take ship for France, and in Southampton.
Linger yonr patience on ; and well digest

The abuse of distance, while we force a play
The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed

;

The king is set from London ; and the scene
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton:
There is the playhouse now, there must yon sit

:

And thence to France shall we convey you safe

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas

To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may.
We'll not offend one stomach with our play.

But, till the king come forth, and not till then.
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. [Exit.

Scene I.— The same. Eastcheap.

Enter Nym and Bardolph.
Bard. Well met, corporal Nym.
Nym. Good morrow, lieutenant Bardolph. [yet?
Bard. What, are ancient Pistol and you friends
Nym. For my part, I care not : I say little ; but

when time shall ser\e, there shall be smiles ;—but
that shall be as it may. I dare not fight; but I

will wink, and hold out mine iron : It is a simple
one ; but what though 'f It will toast cheese ; and
it will endure cold as another man's sword will

:

and there's the humour of it.

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast, to make you
friends; and we'll be all three sworn brothers" to

France ; let it be so, go )d corporal Nym.
Nym. 'Faith, I will live so long as I may, that's

the certain of it ; and when I cannot live any longer.

I will do as I may : that is my rest, that is the ren-
dezvous of it.

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married
to Nell Quickly : and, certainly, she did you wrong

;

for you were troth-plight to her.

Nym. I cannot tell ; things must be as they may :

men may sleep, and they may have their throats

about them at that time; and, some say, knives
have edges. It must be as it may : though patience

be a tired mare, yet she will plod. There must be
conclusions. Well, I cannot tell.

Enter Pistol and Mrs. Quickly.

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his wife ;

—

good corporal, be patient here.—How now, mine
host Pistol ?

Pist. Base tike, call'st thou me—host ?

Now, by this hand I swear, I scorn the term
;

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers.

Quick. No, by my troth, not long : for we can-
not lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentle-

women, that live honestly by the prick of their

needles, but it will be thought we keep a bawdy-
house straiglit. {Nym draws his sword?) O well a-

day. Lady, if he be not drawn now ! O Lord ! here's
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corporal Nym's—now shall we have wilful adultery

and murder committed. Good lieutenant Bardolph,

— good corporal, offer nothing here.

Ni/m. Pish !

Pisi. Pish for thee, Iceland dog! thou prick-

eared cur of Iceland.

Quick. Good corporal Nym, show the valour of

a man, and put np' thy sword.

Ni/m. Will you shog oft'! I would have yon solus.

[Sheathing his sword.)

Pist. Solus, egregious dog ! O viper vile !

fThe solus in thy most marvellous face

:

The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat.

And in tby hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy;

And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth

!

I do retort the solus in thy bowels

:

For I can take, and Pistol's cock is up.

And flashing fire will follow.

Ny7n I am not Barbason : you cannot conjure me.

I have an humour to knock you indiflferently well

:

If you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will scour you

with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : ifyou would

walk otf, I would prick your guts a little, in good

terms, as I may; and that's the humour of it.

Pist. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight

!

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near

;

Therefore eihale. [Pistol andNym draiv.)

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say:—he that

strikes the first stroke, I'll run him up to the hilts,

as I am a soldier. [Draws.) [abate.

Pist. An oath of mickle might; and fury shall

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give
;

Thy spirits are most tall.

Nym. I will cut thy throat, one time or other, in

fair terms ; that is the humour of it.

Pist. Coupe la gorge, that's the word?—I thee

defy again.

P hound of Crete, think'st thou my spouse to get ?

No : to the spital go.

And from the powdering tub of infamy

Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid's kmd,

Doll Tear-sheet she by name, and, her espouse :

I have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly

For the only she ; and—P«mc«, there's enough. -=>

Enter the Boy.

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to my
master,—and you, hostess ;—he is very sick, and

would to bed.—Good Bardolph, put thy nose be-

tween his sheets, and do the oflBce of a warming-

pan: 'faith, he's very ill.

Bard. Away, you rogue.

Quick. By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pud-

ding one of these days : the ki:ig has killed his

heart.—Good husband, come home presently.

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy.

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends" We
must to France together: Why, the devil, should

we keep knives to cut one another's throats ?

Pist Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food

howl on !
[yo" at betting ?

Nym. You'll pay me the eight shillings I won of

Pis^. Base is the slave that pays. [of it.

Nym. That now I will have ; that's the humour

Pist. As manhood shall compound ;
push home.

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first

thrust, I'll kill him ; by this sword, I will.

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have theu-

course. /• • j l
Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be fnends, be

friends ; an thou wilt not, why then be enemies with

me too. Pr'ythee, put up. (you at betting f

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings, 1 won of

Pist. A noble shalt thou have, and present pay
;

And liquor likewise will I give to thee.

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood :

I'll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me ;—
Is not this just ?—for I shall sutler be

Unto the camp, and profits will accrue.

Give me thy hand.

Nym. I shall have my honle ?

Pist. In cash most justly paid.

Nym. Well then, that's the humour of it

Re-enter Mrs. QuiCEi y.

Quick. As ever you came of women, come in

quickly to Sir John : Ah, poor heart ! he issoshaked
of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is most la-

mentable to behold. Sweet men, come to him.

Nym. The king hath rnn bad humours on the

knight, that's the even of it.

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right;

His heart is fracted, and corroborate.

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be as

it may ; he passes some humours, and careers.

Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lambkins,

we will live. [Exeunt

Scene II.

—

Southampton. A Council-chainber.

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland.
Bed. 'Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these

traitors.

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by.

West. How smooth and even they do bear them-
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat, [selves.

Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty.

Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend.

By interception, which they dream not of.

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow.

Whom he hath cloy'd and giac'd with princely

favours.

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell

His sovereign's life to death and treachery

!

Trumpet sounds. Enter King Henry, Scroop,

Cambridge, Grey, Lords, and Attendants

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will

aboard. [sham,—
My lord of Cambridge,—and my kind lord of Ma-
And you, my gentle knight,—give me your thoughts :

Think you not, that the powers we bear with us.

Will cut their passage through the force of France
;

Doing the execution, and the act.

For which we have in head assembled them ?

Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his

best. [suaded,

K. Hen. I dc ubt not that : since we are well per-

We carry not a heart with us from hence.

That grows not in a fair consent with ours

;

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish
Success and conquest to attend on us.

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd, and lov'd.

Than is your majesty'; there's not, I think, a subject.

That sits in heart-arief and uneasiness

Under the sweet shade of your government, [mies.

Grey. Even those, that were your father's fue-

Have steep'd their galls in honey ; and do serve you
With hearts create of duty and of zea'.

K. Hen. We therefore have great cause ofthank-
And shall forget the office of our hand, [fulness

;

Sooner than quittance of desert and merit.

According to the weight and worthiness.

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil

;

And labour shall refresh itself with hope.

To do your grace incessant services.

K. Hen. We judge no less.—Uncle of Exeter,

Enlarge the man committed yesterday.

That rail'd against our person ; we consider.

It was excess of wine that set him on

;

And, on his more advice, we pardon him.

Scroop. That's mercy, but too much security :

Let him be punish'd, sovereign ; lest exa-mple

Breed, by his sutt'erance, more of such a kind.

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful.

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too.

Grey. Sir, you show great niercy, if you give

After the taste of much correction. [him life,

K. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care of me
Are heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wretch.

If little faults uroceeding on distemper.
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Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye.

When capital crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and di-

gested.

Appear before us ?—We'll yet enlarge that man.
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey,—in their

dear care.

And tender preservation of our person.

Would have him punish'd. Ana now to our French
Who are the late commissioners ? [causes

;

Cam. I one, my lord
;

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day.

Scroop. So did you me, my liege.

Qrey. And me, my royal sovereign.

K. Hen. Then, Richard, earl ofCambridge, there

is yours ;

—

[knight

;

There yours, lord Scroop of Masham;—and, sir

Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours:

—

Read them : and know, I know your worthiness.

—

My lord of Westmoreland,—and uncle Exeter,

—

We will aboard to-night.—Why, how now, gentle-

What see you in those papers, that you lose [men ?

So much complexion ?—look ye, how they change !

Their cheeks are paper.—Why, what read you there,

That hath so cowarded and chas'd your blood
Out of appearance ?

Cam. I do confess my fault

;

And do submit me to your highness' mercy.
Grey. Scroop. To which we all appeal.

K. Hen. 'I'hc mercy, that was quick in us but late.

By your own counsel is suppress'd and kill'd :

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ;

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms.
As dogs upon their masters, worrying them.

—

See you, my princes, and my noble peers,

These English monsters ! My lord of Cambridge
here,

—

You know, how apt our love was, to accord

To furnish him with all appertineuts

Belonging to his honour : and this man
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd.

And sworn unto the practices of France,
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which.
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us

Than Cambridge is,—hath likewise sworn.—But O !

What shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ; thou cruel,

Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature !

Thou, that did'st bear the key of all my counsels,

That knew'st the very bottom of my soul.

That almost might'st have coin'd me into gold?
W^ould'st thou have practis'd on me for thy use ?

May it be possible, that foreign hire

Could out of thee extract one spark of evil.

That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis so strange.

That, though the truth of it stands off as gross

As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason, and murder, ever kept together

As two yoke-devils sworn to cither's purpose,
VVorking so grossly in a natural cause,

That admiration did not whoop at them

:

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in

Wonder, to wait on treason, and on murder ;

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was.
That wrought upon thee so preposterously,
H'ath got the voice in hell for excellence :

And other devils, that suggest by treasons,
Do botch and bungle up damnation
With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch'd

From glistering semblances of piety
j

But he, that temper'd thee, bade thee stand up,

Gave thee no instance why thou should'st do treason.

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor.

If that same demon, that hath guU'd thee thus.

Should with his lion geiit walk the whole world.
He might return to vasty Tartar back.
And tell the legions— I can never win
A soul so easy as that Englishman's.
O, how hast thou with jealousy infected
The sweetness of alliance ? Show men dutiful ?

Wll>, so didst thou ; Seem they grave and learned ?

Why, 80 didst thou : Come they of noble family ?

Why, so didst thou: Seem they religious ?

Why, so didst thou : Or are they spare in diet;

Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger;
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood;
Garnish'd and deck'd in modest complement

;

Not working w ith the eye, without the ear.

And, but in purged judgment, trusting neither'
Such, and so finely holed, didst thou seem:
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot.

To mark the full-fraught man, and best endueiJ,

With some suspicion. I will weep for thee
;

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like

Another fall of man.—Thefc- faults are open.
Arrest them to the ansv.'er of the law ;

—

And God acquit them of their practices !

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of
Richard earl of Cambridge.

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of
Henry lord Scroop of Masham.

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland.

Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath discoverd
;

And I repent my fault, more than my death
;

Which I beseech your highness to forgive,

Although ray body pay the price of it. [duce
;

Cam. For me,—the gold of France did not se-

Althongh I did admit it as a motive.

The sooner to effect what I intended :

But God he thanked for prevention
;

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice,

Beseeching God, and you, to pardon me.
Grey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice

At the discovery of most dangerous treason.

Than I do at this hour joy o'er raj'self,

Prevented from a damned enterprize :

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign.

K. Hen. God quit you in nis mercy ? Hear your
sentence.

You have conspir'd against our royal person,
Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his cof-

Receiv'd the golden earnest of our death
;

[*er9

Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter,

His princes and his peers to servitude.

His subjects to oppression and contempt.
And his whole kingdom unto desolation.

Touching our person, seek we no revenge
;

But we our kingdom's safety must so tender.

Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence.

Poor miserable wretches, to your death :

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give you
Patience to endure, and true repentance
Of all your dear offences !—Bear them hence.

[Exeunt Conspirators, guarded.
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof
Shall be to yon, as us, like glorious.

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war

;

Since God so graciously hath brought to light

This dangerous treason, lurking in our way.

To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now.

But every rub is smoothed on our way.

Then, forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver

Our puissance into the band of God,
Putting it straight in expedition.

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance
;

No king of England, if not king of France. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

London. Mrs. Quickly's House in

Eastcheap.

Enter Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Nym, B.a.rdolph,

and Boy.

Quick. Pr'ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me
bring thee to Staines.

Pist. No ; for my manly heart doth yearn.

—

Bardolph, be blithe ;—Nym, rouse thy vaunting

veins

;

. j j
Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead.

And we must yearn therefore.

Bard. 'Would, I were with him, wheresome'er

he is, either in heaven, or in hell!
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Quick. Nay, sure, he's not iu hell; he's in Ar-
thur's bosom, if ever mau went to Arthur's bosom.
'A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been
any christom child ; 'a darted even just between
twelve and one, e'en at turning o'the tide : for after

I saw him fumble wth the sheets, and play with
flowers, and smile upon his fingers' ends, I knew
there was but one way ; for his nose was as sharp as

a pen, and 'a babbled of green fields. How now,
sir John ? quoth I : what, mau ! be of good cheer.

So 'a cried out—God. God, God ! three or four

times : now I, to comfort him, bid him, 'a should
not think of God ; I hoped there was no need to

trouble himself with any such thoughts yet : So, 'a

bade me lay more clothes on his feet : I put ray hand
into the bed, and felt them, and they were as cold as

any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and so upward,
and upward, and all was as cold as any stone.

Nym. They say, he cried out sank.

Quick. Ay, that 'a did.

Bard. And of women.
Quick. Nay, that 'a did not. [incarnate.

Boi/. Yes, that 'a did; and said, they were devils

Quick. 'A could never abide carnation; 'twas a
colour he never liked. [about women.
Boy. 'A said once, the devil would have him
Quick. 'A did in some sort, indeed, haudle wo-

men : but then he was rheumatic ; and talked of the

whore of Babylon.
Boy. Do you not remember, 'a saw a flea stick

upon Bardolph's nose, and 'a said, it was a black
soul burning in hell-fire ?

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone, that maintained
that fire ; tliat's all the riches I got in his service.

Nym. Shall we shog off? the king will he gone
from Southampton. [lips.

Pist. Come, let's away.—My love, give me thy

Look to my chattels, and my moveables :

Let senses rule ; the word is. Pitch andpay ;

Trust none
;

For oaths are straws, men's faiths are wafer-cakes,

And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck
;

Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor.

Go, clear thy crystals.—Yoke-fellows in arms.

Let us to France ! like horse-leeches, my boys
;

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck !

Boy. And that is but unwholesome food, they say.

Pist. Touch her soft mouth, and march.

Bard. Farewell, hostess. {Kissing her.)

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it

;

but adieu. [command.
i Pist. Let housewifery appear : keep close, I thee

Quick. Farewell; adieu. [Exeutit.

Scene IV.

—

France. A Room in the French King's
Palace.

Enter the French King attended; the Dauphin,
the Duke of Burgundy, the Cotislable, and
others.

Fr. King. Thus come the English with full power
And more than carefully it us concerns, [upon us

;

To answer royally in our defences.

Therefore the dukes of Berry, and of Bretagne,

Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth,

—

And you, prince Dauphin,—with all swift despatch,

To line, and new repair, our towns of war,

With men of courage, and with means defendant

:

For England his approaches makes as fierce

As waters to the sucking of a gulf.

It fits us then, to be as provident

As fear may teach us, out of late examples.

Left by the fatal and neglected English

Upon our fields.

Dau. My most redoubted father.

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe :

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom,
(Though war, nor no known quarrel, were in que.s-

But that defences, musters, preparations, [tion,)

Should be maintain'd, as.sembled, and collected.

As were a war in exoectatioi

Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth;

To view the sick and feeble parts of France :

.\nd let us do it with no shew of fear :

No, with no more, than if we hear that England
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance

For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd.

Her sceptre so fantastically borne

By a vain, shallow, humorous youth.

That fear attends her not.

Con. O peace, prince Dauphin I

You are too much mistaken in this king:
Question your grace the late ambassadors,

—

With what great state he heard their embassy.
How well supplied with noble counsellors.

How modest in exception, and, withal,

How terrible in constant resolution,

—

And you shall find, his vanities fore-spent

Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus,
Covering discretion with a coat of folly

;

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots,

That shall first spring, and be most delicate.

Dau. Well, 'tis not so, my lord high constable,

But though we think it so, it is no matter

:

In cases of defence, 'tis best to weigh
The enemy more mighty than he seems.
So the proportions of defence are fiU'd

;

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection.

Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, with scanting

A little cloth.

Fr. King. Think we king Harry strong

;

And, princes, look, you strongly arm to meet him
The kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us;

And he is bred out of that bloody strain.

That haunted us in our familiar paths :

Witness our too much memorable shame.
When Cressy battle fatally was struck.

And all our princes captiv'd, by the hand *

Of that black name, Edward, black prince of Wales
Whiles that his mountain sire,— on mountain

standing.

Up in the air, crown'd with the golden sun,—
Saw his heroical seed, and smil'd to see him
Mangle the work of nature, and deface
The patterns, that by God and by French fathers

Had twenty years been made. This is a stem
Of that victorious stock ; and let ns fear

The native mightiness and fate of him.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Ambassadors from Henry King of England
Do crave admittance to your majesty.

Fr. King. We'll give them present audience.
Go and bring them.

[Exeunt Mess, and certain Lords.
You see, this chase is hotly foUow'd, friends.

Dau. Turn head, and stop pursuit : for coward
dogs [threaten.

Most spend their mouths, when what tney seem to

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign.

Take up the English short; and let them know
Of what a Monarchy you are the head :

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin

As self-neglecting.

Re-enter Lords, with Exeter and Train.

Fr, King. From our brother Englanc* ?

Exe. From him ; and thus he greets your majesty.

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty,
That you divest yourself, and lay apart

The borrow'd glories, that, by gift of heaven.
By laws of nature, and of nations, 'long

To him, and to his heirs ; namely, the crown.
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain.

By custom and the ordinance of times.

Unto the crown of France. That you may know,
'Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim,

Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days,

Nor fl'om the dust of old oblivion rak'd.

He sends voii tl)is most memorable line,

[Gives a paper.
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In every branch truly demonstrative

;

Willing yon, overlook this pedigree :

And, when you find him evenly deriv'd

From his most fam'd of famous ancestora,

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign

Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held

F'rom him the native and true challenger.

Fr. King. Or else what follows ?

Exe. Bloody constrain; for if you hide the crown
Even in your hearts, there wilUbe rake for it

:

And therefore in fierce tempests is he coming.

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove

;

( That, if requiring fail, he will compel
;

)

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord,
Deliver up the crown ; and to take mercy
On the poor souls, for whom this hungry war
Opens his vasty jaws : and on your head
Turns he the widows' tears, the orphans' cries.

The dead men's blood, the pining maidens' groans.
For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers,

That shall be swallowed in this controversy.
This is his claim, his threat'ning, and my message

;

Unless the Dauphin be in presence here.
To whom expressly I bring greeting too.

Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this further :

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent

Back to our brother England.
Dau. For the Dauphin,

I stand here for him ; What to him from England ?

Exe. Scorn, and defiance : slight regard, contempt.
And any thing, that may not misbecome
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at.

Thus says my king : and, if your father's highness
Do not, in grant of all demands at large.

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty.
He'll call you to so hot an answer for it.

That caves and womby vaultages of France
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock
In second accent of his ordnance.
Dau. Say, if my father render fair reply.

It is against my will : for I desire

Nothing but odds with England ; to that end.
As matching to his youth and vanity,

did present him with those Paris balls.

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre shake for it,

Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe :

And, be assur'd, you'll find a difference,

(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,)

Between the promise of his greener days.
And these he masters now; now he weighs time.
Even to the utmost grain ; which you shall read
In your own losses, if he stay in France.
Fr. King. To-morrow shall you know our mind

at full.
•

[king
Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our

Come here himself to question our delay

;

For he is footed in this land already. [conditions :

Fr. King. You shall be soon despatch'd, with fair

A night is but small breath, and little pause
To answer matters of this consequence. [Exeunt.

ACT in.

Enter Chorus

Cho. Thus with imagin'd wing our swift scene flies.

In motion of no less celerity

Than that of thought. Suppose, that yon have setn
"The well-appointed king at Hampton pier
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet

With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning.
Play with your fancies; and in them behold.
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing:
Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order give
To sounds confus'd : behold the threaden sails.

Home with the invisible and creeping wind,
r>ra-,v the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea,
Hieasting the lofty surge : O, do but think,
Vou stand upon the rivage, and behold
A city on the inconstant billows dancing

;

V'of so appears this fleet ma-jestical,

Holding due course to Harflenr. Follow, follow.
Grapple your minds to sterna^e of this navy

;

And leave your England, as dead midnight, still.

Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women.
Either past, or not arrived to, pith and puissance :

For who is he, whose chin is but eurich'd
With one appearing hair, that-wili not follow
These cuird and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ?
Work, work, your thoughts, and therein see a siege

:

Behold the ordnance on their carriages.
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur.
Suppose, the ambassador from the French comes
Tells Harry—that the king doth offer him [Back

;

Katharine his daughter; and with her, to dowry.
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms.
The offer likes not : and the nimble gunner
With hnstock now the devilish cannon touches,

[Alarum ; and chnmbers go off".)

And down goes all before them. Still be kind,
And eke out our performance with your mind. [Exit.

Scene I. The same. Before Harfleur.

'Alarums. Enter King Henry, Exeter. Bedford,
Gloster, and Soldiers, with scaling ladders.

K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear fiiends,

once more

;

Or close the wall up with onr English dead !

In peace, there's nothing so becomes a man.
As modest stillness, and humility :

But when the blast of war blows in our ears.

Then imitate the action of the tiger

;

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,

Disguise fair nature with hard favour'd rage :

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect

;

Let it pry through the portage of the head.
Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o'erwhelm it.

As fearfully, as doth a galled rock
O'erhang and jutty his confounded base,
Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean.
Now set the teeth, and stretclfthe nostril wide

;

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height !—On, on, you noblest English,
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof

!

Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders,
Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought,

And sheat'h'd their swords for lack of argument.
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest.

That those, whom you call'd fathers, did beget you!
Be copy now to men of grosser blood.

And teach them how to war !—and you, good
yeomen.

Whose limbs were made in England, show us here
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear
rhat you are worth your breeding : which I doubt
For there is none of you so mean and base, [not

;

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips.

Straining upon the start. The game's afoot

;

Follow your spirit : and, upon this charge,

Cry—God for Harrj' ! England ! and Saint George !

[Exeunt. Alarum, and chambers go off.

Scene If.

—

The same.

Forcespass over ; then enter Nyji, Cardolph,
Pistol, and Boy.

Bard. On, on, on, on ! to the breach, to the

breach I

Nym, 'Pray thee, corporal, stay • thee knocks are

too hot ; and, for mine own part, 1 have not a ease

of lives : the humour of it is too hot, that is the very

plain-song of it. ldo abound
;

Pist. The plain-song is most just ; for humours
Knocks go and come ; Gods vassals drop and die

;

And sword and sliield.

In bloody field.

Doth win immortal fame.

Boy. 'Would I were in an alehouse in London ! 1

would give all my fame for a pot ofale, and safety.

Pist. And I

:

If wbhes would pre^ail with me,

.
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My purpose should not fail with me,
cut thither would I hie.

Boy. Aa duly, but not as truly, as bird do*h song
on boagh.

Enter Fluellen

Flu. Got's plood !—Up to the preaches, and
rascals ! will you not up to the preaches ?

{Driving them foward.)
Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of mould !

Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage !

Abate thy rage, great duke

!

[chuck !

Good bawcook, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet
Ni/m. These be good humours !—your honour

wins bad humours.
[Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph,

followed by Fluellen.

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these

three swashers. I am boy to them all three : but

all they three, though they would serve me, could

not be man to me ; for, indeed, three such antics

do not amount to a man. For Bardolph,—he is

white-liver'd, and red-faced ; by the means whereof,

'a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol,—he hath

a killing tongue, and a quiet sword ; by the means
whereof, 'a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons.
For Nym,—he hath heard, that men of few words
are the best men ; and therefore he scorns to say

his prayers, lest 'a should be thought a coward ; but

his few bad words are match'd with as few good
deeds ; for 'a never broke any man's head but his

own ; and that was against a post, when he was
drunk. They will steal any thing, and call it,

—

purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case ; bore it

twelve leagues, and sold it for three halfpence. Nym,
and Bardolph, are sworn brothers in filching : and
in Calais they stole a fire-shovel : I knew, by that

piece of service, the men would carry coals. They
would have me as familiar with men's pockets,

as their gloves or thA" handkerchiefs : which makes
much against my manhood, if I should take from

another's pocket, to put into mine ; for it is plain

pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them, and

seek some better service : their villainy goes against

my weak stomach, and therefore I must cast it up.

[Exit Boy.

Re-enter Fluellen, Gowek following.

Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently

to the mines ; the duke of Gloster would speak

with you.

Flu. To the mines! tell you the duke, it is not

so goot to come to the mines : For, look you, the

mines is not according to the disciplines of the war

;

the concavities of it is not sufficient; for, look you,

th' athversary (you may discuss unto the duke, look

you,) is dight himself four yards under the counter-

mines : by Cheshu, I think, 'a will plow up all, if

there is not better directions.

Gow. The duke of Gloster, to whom the order

of the siege is given, is altogether directed by an

Irishman ; a very valiant gentleman, i'faith.

Flu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not ?

Gow. I think, it be.

Flu. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the 'orld

:

I will verify as much in his peard : he has no more
directions in the true disciplines of the wars, look

you, of the Roman disciplines, than is a puppy-dog.

Enter Macmorris and JAmy, at a distance.

Dow. Here 'a comes ; and the Scots captain, cap-

tain Jamy, with him.

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gen-

tleman., that is certain ; and of great expedition,

and knowledge in the ancient wars, upon my par-

ticular knowledge of his directions : By Cheshu, he

will maintain his argument as well as 'any military

man in the 'orld, in the disciplines of the pristine

wars of the Romans.
Jamy, I say, gud-day, captain Flutllen.

Flu. God-den to yonr worship, goot captain Jamy.
Gotv. How now, captain Macmorris V have you

quit the mines? have the pioneers given o'er?

JMac. By Chrish la, tish ill done : the work ish

give over, the tromnet sound the retreat. By my
hand, I swear, and by my fathers soul, the work
ish ill done ; it ish give over : I would have blowed
up the town, so Chrish save me, la, in an hour.

O, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my hand, tish i!l

done

!

•

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will

you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputatious with
you, as partly touching or concerning the disciplines

of the war, the Roman wars, in the way ofargument,
look you, and friendly communication

;
partly, to

satisfy my opinion, and partly, for the satisfaction,

look you, of my mind, as touching the direction of

the military discipline ; that is the point.

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud captains

bath : and I sail quit you with gud leve, as I may
pick occasion ; that sail I, marry.
Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save

me, the day is hot, aud the weather, and the wars,
and the king, and the dukes; it is no time to dis-

course. The town is beseeched, and the trumpet
calls us to the breach ; and we talk, and, by Chrish,

do nothing ; 'tis shame for us all : so God sa' me,
'tis shame to stand still ; it is shame, by my hand

:

and there is throats to be cut, and works to be done;
and there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa' me, la.

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take

themselves to slumber, aile do gude service, or aile

ligge i'the grund for it; ay, or go to death; and aile

pay it as valorously as I may, that sail 1 surely do,

that is the breft" and the long : Marry, I wad full

fain heard some question 'tween you 'tway.

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, un-

der your correction, there is not many of your na-

tion

Mac. Of my nation ? What ish my nation ? ish

a villain, and a bastard, and a knave, and a rascal ?

What ish my nation ? Who talks ofmy nation ?

Flu. Look you, if yon take the matter otherwise
than is meant, captain Macmorris, peradventure, 1

shall think you do not use me with that affability as

in discretion you ought to use me, look you ; being

as goot a man as yourself, both in the disciplines of

wars, and in the derivation of my birth, ancl in other

particularities.

Mac. I do not know you so good a man as myself:

so Chrish save me, I will cutoff your head.
Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each

other.

Jamy. Au ! that's a fbul fault. [A parley sounded.)
Gow. The town sounds a parley.

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more
oetter opportunity to be required, look you, I will

be so bold as to tell you, I know the disciplines of

war ; and tliere is an end. [Exetuit,

Scene HI.— The same. Before the Gates of
Harfleur.

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls

;

and English Forces below. Enter King Henry
and his Train.

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of the

This is the latest parle we will admit

:

[town ?

Therefore to our best mercy give yourselves

;

Or, like to men proud of destruction.

Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier,

(A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me best,)

If I begin the battery once again,

I will not kave the half-achieved Harfleur,

Till in her ashes she lie buried.

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up;

And the flesh'd soldier,—rough and hard of heart,

—

In liberty of bloody hand, shall range

With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass

Your fresh-fair virgins, and your flowering infants.

What is it then to me, if impious war,—

I
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Array'd in flames, like to the prince of fiends,

—

Do, with his sinirch'd complexion, all fell feats

Enlink'd to waste and desolation ?

What is't to me, when you yourselves are cause,

If your pure maidens fall into the hand
Of hot and forcing violation ?

What rein can hold licentious wickedness.

When down the hill he holds his fierce career ?

We may as bootless spend our vain command
Upon the enrHged soldiers in their spoil.

As send precepts to the Leviathan
To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur,

Take pity of your town, and of your people,

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command

;

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace

O'erblows the filthy and contagious clouds

Of deadly murder, spoil, and villainy.

If not, why, in a moment, look to see

The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters ;

Your fathers taken by the silver beards.

And their most reverend heads dash'd to the walls
;

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes
;

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confus'd

Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen.
What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid?
Or, guilty ill defence, be thus destroy'd ?

Gow. Our expectation hath this day an end

:

The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated.
Returns us—that his powers are not yet ready
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dread king,
VVe yield our town, and lives, to thy soft mercy :

Enter our gates ; dispose of us, and ours

;

For we no longer are defensible

;

K. Hen. Open your gates.—Come, uncle Exeter,

Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain.

And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French :

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle,

—

The winter coming on, and sickness growing
Upon our soldiers,— we'll retire to Calais.

To-night in Harfleur will we be yonr guest;

To-moriow for the march are we addrest.

[Flourish. The King, §fc. enter the Town.

Scene I V.

—

Roiien. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Katilvrine and Alice.

Kath. Alice, tu as este en Angleterre, et tu
paries bien le langage.

Alice. Vn peu, mndatne.
Kath. Je te prie, m'enseignez ; il faut que

j'apprenne a parler. Comment appellez vous la
main, en Anglois ?

Alice. La m,ainl elle est appellee, de hand.

Kath. De hand. Et les doigts ?

Alice. Les doigts? mafoy.je oublie les doigts

;

mais je m,e souviendray. Les doigts ! je pense,
qu'ils sont appelles de tingres ; ouy, de fingres.

Kath. La main, de hand ; les doigts, de fingres.

Je pense, que je siiis le ban escolier. Ta.i gagne
deux mots d'Anglois vistement. C&mment ap-
pellez vous les ongles ?

Alice. Les ongles ? les appellons, de nails.

Kath. De nails. Escoutes ; dites moi, si je
parte bien ; de hand, de fingres, de nails.

Alice. C'est bien dit, madame ; il est fort ban
Anglois.

Kath. Dites may en Anglois, le bras.
Alice. De arm, ?nadame.
Kath. Et le coude.
Alice. De elbow.
Kath. De elbow. Je m,'en faitz la repetition

de tous les mots, que vous m'avez appris des a
present.

Alice. II est trap difficile, madame, comme je
pense.

Kath. Excuses moy, Alice ; escoutes : De hand,
de fingre, de nails, de arm, de bilbow.
A lice. De elbow, madame.
Kath. O Seigneur DieuJ je m'en oublie; De

elbow. Comment appellez vous le col?
Alice. De neck, madame.
Kath. De neck . Et le menton ?

Alice. De chin.

Kath. De sin. Le col, de neck : le menton, de
sin.

Alice. Ouy. Sauf vostre hormeur : en verite,

vous prononcez les mots aussi droici que les

natifs d'Angleterre.
Kath. Je ne doute point dapprendre par la

graee de Dieu ; et en peu de temps.
Alie. N'avez vous pas deja oublie ce que je

vous ay enseignee ?

Kath. Non, je reciteray a vous promptement.
De hand, de fingre, de mails,

—

Alice. De nails, madame.
Kath. De nails, de arrae, de ilbow.

Alice. Sauf vostre honneur,Ae eVoovf.

Kath. Ainsi dis je ; de elbow, de neck, et de
sin ; Com7nent appellez vous le pied et la robe ?

Alice. De foot, madame; et de con.

Kath. De foot, et de con ? Seigneur Dieu

;

ces sont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, grosse,

et impudique, et non pour les dames d'honneur
d'user. Je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant
les seigneurs de France, pour tout le monde. II

faut de foot, et de con, neant-moins. Je reciterai

line autre fois ma leg.on ensemble : De hand, de
fingre, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de neck, de sin,

de foot, de con.

Alice. Excellent, madame.
Kath. C'est assez pour unefois ; allons nous a

disner. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. Anotner Room in the same.

Enter the French King, the Dacphin, Duke of
Bourbon, the Constable ofFrance, and others.

Fr. King. 'Tis certain, he hath pass'd the river

Somrae.
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord,

het us not live in France ; let us quit all.

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people.

Dau. Dieu vivant ! shall a few sprays of us,

—

The emptying of our fathers' luxury,

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock.

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds,

And overlook their grafters ? [bastards

!

Bour. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman
Morf de ma vie ! if they march along

Unfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom,
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. [mettle ?

Con. Dieu de battailes ! where have they this

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ?

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale.

Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water,

A drench for sur-rein'd jades, their barley broth.

Decoct their cold blood to such valiant iieat ?.

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine.

Seem frosty ? O, for honour of our land.

Let us not hang like roping icicles [people

Upon our houses' thatch, whiles a more frosty

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields
;

Poor—we may call them, in their native lords.

Dau. By faith and honour.

Our madams mock at us : and plainly say.

Our mettle is bred out ; and they will give

Their bodies to the lust of English youth.

To new-store France with bastard warriors.

, Bour. They bid us—to the English dancing-

schools.

And teach lavoltas high, and swift corantos;

Saying, our grace is only in our heels.

And that we are most lofty runaways.

Fr. King. Where is Montjoy, the herald ? speed

him hence

;

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance.

—

Up, princes ; and with spirit of honour edg'd,

iVlore sharper than your swords, hie to the field :

Charles De la-bret, high constable of France

;
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Yoa dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry,

Alencon, Brabaut, Bar, and Burgundy :

Jaques Chatillon, Ranibiires, Vaudemont,
Beaiimont, Graudpre, Roiissi, and Fauconberg,
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois;

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and
knigiits,.

For your great seats, now quit you ofgreat shames.
Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur :

Rush on his liost, as doth the melted snow
Upon the valleys ; whose low vassal seat

The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon :

Go down upon him,—you have power enough,—
And in a captive chariot into Roiien
Bring him our prisoner.

Con. This becomes the great
Sorry am I, his numbers are so few,

His soldiers sick, and famish'd in their march
;

For, 1 am sure, when he shall see our army,
He'li droop his heart into the sink of fear.

And, for achievement, ofter us his ransome.
Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on

Montjoy
;

And let him say to England, that we send
To know what willing ransome he will give.

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Roiien.

Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty
Fr. King. Be patient, for yon shall remain with

Now, forth, lord constable, and princes all ; [us.

—

And quickly bring us word of England's fall.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

The English Camp in Picardy.

Enter Gower and Fluellen.

Gow. How now, captain Fluellen "^ come you
from the bridge ?

Flu. I assure you, there is verj' excellent service

committed at the pridge ?

Goto. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ?

Flu. The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as

Agamemnon : and a man, that I love and honour
with my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my
life, and my livings, and my uttermost powers : he
is not (God be praised, and plessed !) anylmrtin
tiie 'orld ; but keeps the pridge most valiantly, with

excellent discipline. There is an ensign there at

the pridge,—I think, in my very conscience, he is

as valiant as Mark Antony; and he is a man of no
estimation in the 'orld : but I did see him do gallant

service.

Gow. What do you call him ?

Flu. He is called—ancient Pistol.

Goiv. I know him not.

Enter Pistol.

Flu. Do you not know him ? Here comes the man.
Pist. Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours:

The duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

Flu. Ay, I praise Got ; and I have merited some
love at his hands.

Pist. Bardolph,a soldier, firm and sound of heart.

Of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fats

And giddy fortune's fickle wheel,
That goddess blind.

That stands upon the rolling restless stone,

—

Flu. By your patience, ancient Pistol. Fortune is

painted plind, with a muffler belbre her eyes, to

signify to you, that fortune is plind. And she is

painted also with a wheel : to signify to you, which
is the moral of it, that she is turning, and inconstant,

and variations, and mutabilities : and her foot, look
you, is fixed ujion a spherical stone, which rolls,

and rolls, and rolls;— In good truth, the poet is

make a most excellent description of fortune : for
tune, look you, is an excellent moral. [him

;

Pist. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on
For he hath stol'n a pix, and hanged must 'a be.

A damned death

!

Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free

And let not Lenap his wind-pipe suffocate :

But Exeter hath given the doom of death,
For pix of little price.

Therefore, go speak, the duke will hear thy voice

;

And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut

With edge of penny cord, and vile reproach ;

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite.

Flu. Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand your
meaning.

Pist. Why then rejoice therefore.

Flu. Certainly, ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice

at : for if, look you, he were my brother, I would
desire the duke to use his goot pleasure, and put
him to executions ; for disciplines ought to be used.

Pist. Die and be damn'd; andjigo for thy friend-

Flu. It is well. [ship I

Pist. The fig of Spain ! [Exit Pistol.

Flu. Very goot.

Goiv. Why this is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; I

remember him now ; a bawd ; a cutpurse.

Flu. I'll assure you, 'a utter'd as prave 'ords at

the pridge, as you shall see in a summer's day : But
it is very well ; what he has spoke to me, that is

well, I warrant you, when time is serve.

Gow. Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogue ; that now
and then goes to the wars, to grace himself, at his

return into London, under the form of a soldier.

And such fellows are perfect in great commanders'
names : and they will learn you by rote, where ser-

vices were done ;—at such and such a sconce, at

such a breach, at such a convoy; who came off

bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms

the enemy stood on ; and this they con perfectly in

the phrase of war, which they trick up with new-
tuned oaths : And what a beard of the general's cut,

and a horiid suit of the camp, will do among foam-
ing bottles, and ale-washed wits, is wonderful to

be thought on ! But you must learn to know such
slanders of the age, or else you may be marvellous
mistook.

Flu. I tell you what, captain Gower;—I do per-

ceive, he is not the man that he would gladly make
show to the 'orld he is ; if I find a hole in his coat,

I will tell him my mind. (Drutn /leard.) Hark you,
the king is coming ; and I must speak with him
from the pridge.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers.

Flu. Got pless your majesty !

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen ? earnest thou ironi

the bridge ?

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The duke of

Exeter has very gallantly maintained the pridge :

the French is gone otl", look you ; and there is gal-

lant and most prave passages : Marry, th' athversary
was have possession of the pridge ; but he is en-

forced to retire, and the duke of Exeter is master
of the pridge : I can tell your majesty ihe duke is

a prave man.
K. H^n. What men have you lost, F'uellen ?

Flu. Thf* perdition of th' athversary hath been
very great, ^ery reasonable great: marry, for my
part, I think the duke hath lost never a man, but
one that is like to be executed for robbing a church,
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man : his

face is all bubuckiKS, and whelks, and knobs, and
flames of fire ; and his lips plows at his nose, and it

is like a coal of fire, sometimes pine, and sometimes
red ; but his nose is executed, and his fire's out.

K. Hen. We would have all such offenders so
cutoff:—and we give express charge, that, in our
marches through the country, there be nothing com-
pelled from the villages, nothing taken but paid
for; none of the French upbraided, or abused in

disdainful language ; For when lenity and cruelty

play for a kingdom, the gentler gamester is the
soonest winner.

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy.

Mont. You know me by my habit.

I
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K. lien. Well then, I know thee ; What shall 1

Mont. My master's mind. [know of thee ?

K. Ren. Unfold it.

Mont. Thus says my king :—Say thou to Harry

of England, Though we seemed dead, we did but

sleep; Advantage is a better soldier, than rashness.

Tell him, we could have rebuked him at Harfleur;

but that we thought not good to bruise an injury,

till it were full ripe :—now we speak upon our cue,

and our voice is imperial : England shall repent

his folly, see his weakness, and admire our suffer-

ance. Bid him, therefore, consider of his ransome
;

which must proportion the losses we have borne,

the subjects we have lost, the disgrace we have

digested; which, in weight to re-answer, his petti-

ness would bow under. For our losses, his exche-

quer is too poor ; for the effusion of our blood, tlie

muster of his kingdom too faint a number; and for

our disgrace, his own person, kneeling at our feet,

but a weak and worthless satisfaction. To this

add—defiance : and tell him, for conclusion, he hath

betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is

pronounced^ So far my king and master ; so much
my office.

^
K. Hen. What is thy name ? 1 know thy quality.

Mont. Montjoy. [back,

K. Hen. 'I'hou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee

4nd tell thy king,—I do not seek him now
;

But could be willing to march on to Calais

Without empeachment : for, to say the sooth,

(Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,)

Aly people are with sickness much enfeebled
;

My numbers lessen'd ; and those few I have.
Almost no better than so many French

;

Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald,
I thought, upon one pair of English legs

Did match three Frenchmen.—Yet, forgive me God,
That I do brag thus !—this your air of France
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent.

Go, therefore, tell thy master, here I am
;

My ransome, is this frail and worthless trunk :

My array, but a weak and sickly guard

;

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on,

Though France himself, and such another neighbour.
Stand in our ways. There's for thy labour, Moutjoy.
Go, bid thy army well advise himself:

If we may pass, we wiil ; if we be hinder'd.
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood
Discolour : and so, Montjoy, fare you well.

The sum of all our answer is but this :

We would not seek a battle, as we are
;

Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shun it :

So tell your master.
Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your high-

ness. [Exit Montjoy.
Glo. I hope, they will not come upon us now.
K. Hen. We are in God's hand, brothers, not in

theirs.

March to the bridge ; itnow dravrs towards night :

—

Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves
;

And on to-morrow bid them march away. [Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

The French Camp, near Ayincourt.

Enter the Constable of France the Lord Rxy^-
BURES, the Duke of Orleans, the Dauphin, a?id
others.

Con. Tut! I have the best armour of the world.
'Would it were day !

Orl. You have an excellent armour ; but let my
horse have his due.

Con. It is the best horse of Europe.
Orl. Will it never be morning ?

Dait. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high
Constable, you talk of horse and armour,

—

Orl. You are as well provided of both, as any
pnnce in the world.
Dau. What a long night is this ! 1 will not

change my horse with any that treads but on four
,)asterns. Ca, ha '. He bounds from the earth, as if

his entrails were hairs : le cheval volant, the Pega-
sus, qiti a les narines de feu! When I bestride him,
I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the air ; the earth
sings, when he touches it; the basest horn of his

hoof is more musical than the pipe of Hermes.
Orl. He's of the colour of the nutmeg.
Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a

beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and the
dull elements 'of earth and water never appear in

him, but only in patient stillness, while his rider
mounts him : he is, indeed, a horse ; and all other
jades you may call—beasts.

Con. Indeed, my lord, it i» a most absolute and
excellent horse.

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is

like the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance
enforces homage.

Orl. No more, cousin.

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit, that caimot,
from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the
lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is a
theme as fluent as the sea; turn the sands into elo
quent tongues, and my horse is argument for them
all : 'tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and
for a sovereign's sovereign to ride on ; and for the
world, (familiar to ns, and unknown,) to lay apart
their particular functions, and wonder at him. I

once writ a sonnet in his praise, and began thus :

Wonder of nature. [mistress.

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one's
Dau. Then did they imitate that which I com-

posed to my courser ; for my horse is my mistress.
Orl. Your mistress bears well.

Dau. Me well ; which is the prescript praise and
perfection of a good and particular mistress.

Co7i. Ma. fou ! the other day, methought, youi
mistress shrewdly shook your back.
Dau. So, perhaps, did yours.
Con. Mine was not bridled.
Dau. O: then, belike, she was old and gentle-

and you rode, like a Kerne of Ireland, your Frencli
hose off, and in your strait trossers.

Con. \ ou have good judgment in horsemanship.
Dau. Be warned by me then : they that ride so,

and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs ; I had ra-
ther have my horse to my mistress.

Con. I had as lief have my mistress a jade.
Dau. I tell thee, constable, n>y mistress wears

her own hair.

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I
had a sow to my mistress.
Dau. Le chien est retourne a scmpropre vomis-

sement, et la truie lavee au bourbier : thou rnaicst
use of any thing.

Con. Yet I do not use my horse for my mistress
;

or any such proverb, so little kin to the purpose.
Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I saw

in your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, upon it ?
Con. Stars, my Lord.
Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope.
Con. And yet my sky shall not want.
Dau. That may be, for you bear a many sapcr-

fliiously ; and 'twere more honour, some were av.'ay
Con. Even as your horse bears youi praises

vvho would trot as well, were some of your brags
dismounted.
Dau. 'Would I were able to load him with his

desert! Will it never be day ? I will trot to-mor-
row a mile, and my way shall be paved with
English faces.

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be faced
out of my way : But I would it were morning, for
I would fain be about the ears of the English.
Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty

English prisoners ? [you have them".
Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere
Dau. 'Tis midnight, Til go arm myself. \Exit.
Orl. The Daupliin longs for morning.
Ram. He longs to eat the English.
Con. I think, he will eat all he kills.
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Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he's a gallant

prince. the oath.

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread out

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman of

France. [doing

Co7i. Doing is activity : and he will still be
Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of
Con. Nor will do none to-morrow; he will keep

that good name still.

Orl. I know him to be valiant.

Con. I was told that, by one that knows him
Orl. What's he? [better than you.

Con. Marry, he told me so himself: and he said,

he cared not who knew it.

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him.

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is; never any body
saw it, but his lackey : 'tis a hooded valour ; ancl,

when it appears, it will bate.

Orl. Ill will never said well.

Con. I will cap that proverb with
—

^There is flat-

tery in friendship. [his due.

'Orl. And I will take np that with—Give the devil

Con. Well placed ; there stands your friend for

the devil : have at the very eye of that proverb,

with—a pox of the devil.

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how much
A fool's bolt is soon shot.

Con. You have shot over.

Orl. 'Tis not the first time you were overshot.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord high constable, the English Ue
within fifteen hundred paces of your tent.

Con. Who hath measured the ground ?

Mess. The lord Grandpre.
Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman.

—

Would it were day !—Alas, poor H arry of England

!

he longs not for the dawning, as we do.

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is this

king of England, to mope with his fat-braiued fol-

lowers so far out of his knowledge !

Con. If the English had any apprehension, they

would run away.
Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any

intellectual armour, they could never wear such

heavy head-pieces.

Ram. That island of England.breeds very valiant

creatures ; their_ mastiffs are of unmatchable cou-

rage.

Orl. Foolish curs ! that run winking into the

mouth of a Russian bear, and have their heads
crushed like rotten apples : .You may as well say,

—

that's a valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast on
the lip of a lion.

Con. Just, just; and the men do sympathize with
the mastifls, in robustious and rough coming on,

leaving their wits with their wives : and then give

them great meals of beef, and iron and steel, they

will eat like wolves, and fight like devils.

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of

beef.

Con. Then we shall find to -morrow—they have
only stomachs to eat, and none tofight. Now is it

time to arm : Come, shall we about it? [ten,

Orl. It is now two o'clock : but let me see,—by
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter Chorus.

Cho. Now entertain conjecture of a time.

When creeping murmur, and the poring dark.

Fills the wide vessel of the universe.

From camp to oamp, through the foul womb ofnight.

The hum of .either army stilly sounds.

That the fix'd sentinels almost receive

The secret whispers of each other's watch :

Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames

Each battle sees the other's umber'd face :

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs,

Piercing the night's dull ear ; and from the tents.

The armourers, accomplishing the knights.
With busy hammers closing rivets up,
Give dreadful note of preparation.

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll.

And the third hour of drowsy morning name.
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul,

The confident and over-lusty French
Do the low-rated English play at dice

;

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night.

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp

So tediously away. The poor condemned English,
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate
The morning's danger ; and their gesture sad,

In\esting lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats,

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon
So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold
The royal captain of this ruin'd band.
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent,

Let him cry— Praise and glory on his head !

For forth he goes, and visits all his host

;

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile ;

And calls them—brothers, friends, and countrvmen.
Upon his royal face there is no note,

How dread an army hath enrounded him

;

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour
Unto the weary and all-watched night

:

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint,

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty

;

That every wretch, pining and pale before,

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks :

A largess universal, like the sun.

His liberal eye doth give to every one.

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all,

Behold, as may unworthiness define,

A little touch of Harry in the night

:

And so our scene must to the battle fly ;

Where, (O for pity !) we shall much disgrace

—

With four or five most vile and ragged foils.

Right ill disposed, in brawl ridiculous,

—

The name of Agincourt : Yet, sit and see ;

Minding true things by what their mockeries be.

[Exit.

Scene I.

—

The English Camp at Agincourt.

Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Gloster.

K. Hen. Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in great

danger;
The greater therefore should our courage be.

—

Good-morrow, brother Bedford.—God Almighty .'

There is some soul of goodness in things evil,

Would men observingly distill it out;
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers.

Which is both healthful, and good husbandry :

Besides, they are our outward consciences.

And preachers to us all ; admonishing.
That we should dress us fairly for our end.
Thus may we gather honey from the weed.
And make a moral of the devil himself.

Enter Erpingham.

Good-morrow, old sir Thomas Erpingham :

A good soft pillow for that good white head
Were better than a churlish turf of France.
Erp. Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes me bet-

Since I may say—now lie I like a king. [ter,

K. Hen. 'Tis good for men to love their present

Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : [pains.

And, when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt.

The organs, though defunct and dead before.

Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move
With casted slough and fresh legerity.

Lend me thy cloak, sir Thomas.— Biothers both.

Commend me to the princes in our camp ;

Do my good-morrow to them : and, anon,

Desire them all to my pavilion.

Qlo. We shall, my liege. [Exeunt Glos.andBedf.
Erp. Shall I attend your grace ?

K, Hen. No, my good knight;
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Go with my brothers to my lords of England :

I and my bosom must debate a while.

And then I would no other company.
Erp. The lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harrv !

[Exit.

K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart ! thou speakest

cheerfully.

Enter Pistol.

Ptst. Quivala?
K. He7i. A friend

Pist. Discuss unto me ; art thou officer ?

Or art thou base, common and popular ?

K. Hen. I am a gentleman of a company.
Pist. Trailest thou the puissant pike ?

K. Hen. Even so : What are you ?

Pist. As good a gentleman as the emperor.

K. Hen. Then you are better than the king.

Pist. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold,

A lad of life, an imp of fame
;

Of parents good, oi list most valiant:

I kiss his dirty shoes, and from my heart-strings

I love the lovely bully. What's thy name ?

K. Hen. Harry le Roy.
Pist. Le Roy ! a Cornish name : art thoa of

Cornish crew?
K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman.
Pist. Knowest thou Fluellen ?

K. Hen. Yes.
Pist. Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pate,

Upon St. Davy's day.

K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your
cap that day, lest he knock that about yours.

Pist. Art thou his friend ?

K. Hen. And his kinsman too.

Pist. The Jit/o for thee then !

K. Hen. I thank you : God be with yon

!

Pist. My name is Pistol called. [Exit.

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness.

Enter Fluellen and Govver, severally.

Gow. Captain Fluellen

!

Flu. So ! in the name of Cheshu Christ, speaK
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the univer-

sal 'old, when the true and auncient prerogatifes

and laws of the wars i^ not kept : if yon would take
the pains but to examine the wars of Pompey the
Great, you shall find, I warrant you, that there is

no tiddle taddle, or pibble pabble, in Pompey's
camp; I warrant you, you shall fi ,d the ceremonies
of the wars, and the cares of it, and the forms of it,

and the sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be
otherwise. [all night.

Gow. Why, the enemy is loud
; you heard him

Flu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool, and a
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we
should also, look you, be an ass, and a fool, and a
prating coxcomb ; in your own conscience now ?

Goiv. I will speak lower.

Flu. I pray you, and beseech you, that you will.

{Exeunt Gower and Fluellen.
K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of fashion.

There is much care and valour in this Welshman.

Enter Bates, Court, and Willlvms.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morn-
ing, which breaks yonder?

Bates. I think it be : but we have no great cause
to desire the approach of day.

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the day,
but. I think, we shall never see the end of it.

—

Who goes there ?

K. Hen. A friend.

Will. Under what captain serve you .

K. Hen. Under sir Thomas Erpingham.
Will. A good old commander, and a most kind

gentleman : I pray you what thinks he of our estate V

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that
look to be washed off the next tide.

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king ?
K. Hen. No ; nor it is not meet he should. Fo.',

though I speak it to you, I think, the king is but a
man, as I am : the violet smells to him, as it doth
to me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me

;

all his senses have but human conditions : his cere-
monies laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a
man ; and though his affections are higher mounted
than ours, yet, when they stoop, tliey stoop with the
like wing ; therefore, when he sees reason of fears,

as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same
relish as ours are : Yet, in reason, no man should
possess him with any appearance of fear, lest he,

by showing it, should dishearten his army.
Bates. He may show what outward courage he

will; but, I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could
wish himself in the Thames up to the neck ; and so

I would he were, and I by mm, at all adventures,

so we were quit here.

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience
of the king ; I think, he would not wish himself
any where but where he is.

Bates. Then,'wouId he were here alone ; so should
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men's
lives saved.

K. Hen. I dare say, you love him not so ill, to wish
him nere alone

;
howsoever you s, eak this, to feel

other men's mmds : Methinks, I could not die any
where so contented, as in the king's company; his

cause being just, and his quarrel honourable.

Will. That's more than we know.
Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after

;

for we know ^ough, if we know we are the king's

subjects ; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to

the king wipes the crime of it out of us.

Will. But, if the cause be not good, the king him-
self hath a heavy reckoning to make ; when all those

legs, and arms, and hands, chopped ofl" in a battle,

shall join together at the latter day, and cry all

—

We died at such place; some, swearing; some,
crying for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives left

poor behind them ; some, upon the debts they owe
;

some, upon their children rawly left. I am afeard
there are few die well, that die in battle ; for how
can they charitably dispose of any thing, when blood
is their argument? Now, if these men do not die

well, it will be a black matter for the king, that led

them to it; whom to disobey, were against all pro-

portion of subjection.

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent

about merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the

sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your rules,

should be imposed upon his father, that sent him
;

or if a servant, under his master's command, trans-

porting a sum ofmoney, be assailed by robbers, and
die in many irreconciled iniquities, yon may call the

business of the master the author of the servant's

damnation :—But this is not so : the king is not bound
to answer the particular endings of his soldiers, the

father of his son, nor the master of his servant; for

they purpose not their death, when they purpose

their services. Besides, there is no king, be his

cause never so spotless, if it come to the arbitrement

of swords, can try it out with all unspotted soldiers.

Some, peradventure, have on them the guilt of pre-

medited and contrived murders ; some, of beguiling

virgins with the broken seals of perjury ; some, mak-
ing the wars their bulwark, that have before gored
the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and robbery
Now, if these men have defeated the law, and outrun

native punishment, though they can outstrip men,
they have no wings to fly from God : war is his

beadle, war is his vengeance ; so that here men are

punished, for before-breach of the king's laws, in now
the king's quarrel : where they feared the death, they
have borne Ufe away ; and, where they would be
safe, they perish. Then if they die unprovided, no
more is the king guilty of their damnation, than he
was before guilty of those impieties for the which
they are now visited. Every subject's duty is the

king's ; but every subject's soul is his own. There-
fore should every soldier in the wars do as every sick
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man in his bed, wash every mote ont of his con-

science : and dying so, death is to him advantage
;

or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, wiieiein

such preparation was gained : and in him that es-

capes, it were not sin to think, that n-.aking God so

free an ofler, he let him outlive that d;.y to see his

greatness, and to teach others how they should

prepare.

Will. "Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the

ill is upon his own head, the king is net to answer
for it.

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for me
;

and yet I determine to fight lustily for him.

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say, he would
not be ransomed.

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully":

but, when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed,

and we ne'er the wiser. [word alter.

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I will never trust his

Will. ' Mass, you'll pay him then ! That's a peril-

ous shot out of an elder gun, a poor and private

displeasure can do against a monarch ! you may as

well go about to turn the sun to ice, with fanning in

his face with a peacock's feather. You'll never

trust his word after ! come, tis a foolish saying.

K. Hen. Your reproof is something too round

;

I should be angry with you, if the time were con-

venient.

Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live.

K. Hen. I embrace it. ,

Will. How shall I know thee again ?

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will

wear it in ray bonnet : then, if ever thou darest ac-

knowledge it, I will make it my quarrel.

Will. Here's my glove
;
give me another of thine.

K. Hen. There.

Will. This will I also wear in my cap ; if ever

thou come to me and say, after to-morrow. This is

my glove, by tliis hand, I will take thee a box on

the ear.

K. Hen. Ifever I live to see it, I \n\\ challenge it.

Will. Thou darest as well be hanged.

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I take thee in

the king's company.
Will. Keep thy word . fare thee well.

Bates. Be friends, you English fools, be friends ;

we have French quarrels enough, if you could tell

how to reckon.

K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty

French crowns to one, they will beat us ; for they

bear them on their shoulders : But it is no English

treason, to cut French crowns ; and, to-moiTOW, the

king himself wU be a clipper. [Exeunt Soldiers.

Upon the king ! let ns our lives, our souls.

Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and

Our sins, lay on the king ;—we must bear all.

O hard condition ! twin-born with greatness.

Subjected to the breath of every fool,

Whose sense no more can feci but his own wringing!

What infinite heart's ease must kings neglect.

That private men enjoy ?

And what have kings, that privates have not too.

Save ceremony, save general ceremony ?

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ?

What kind of god art thou, tl:at sutler'st more

Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ?

What are thy rents ? what are tliy coinings-in ?

O ceremony, show me but thy worth !

What is the soul of adoration ?

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form.

Creating awe and fear in other men?
Wherein thou art less happy, being fear'd

Than they in fearing.

What driuk'st thou oft, instead of homage sweet.

But poison'd flattery ? O, be sick, great greatness,

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure !

Tliiiik'st thou, the fiery fever will go out

With titles blown from adulation ?

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ?

Canst thou, when thou commaiid'st the beggar s knee.

Command the health of it? No, thou proud d renin,

That piay'st so subtly with a king's repose ;

I am a kmg, that find thee ; and I know,
'Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball.

The sword, the mace, the erown imperial,

The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl.

The fareed title running 'fore the king.

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp
That beats upon the high shore of this world.
No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony,
Not all these, laid in bed majestical.

Can s4eep so soundly as the wretched slave;

Who with a body fill'd, and vacant mind.
Gels him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread ;

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell :

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set,

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night

Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn.
Doth rise, and help Hyperion to his horse .

And follows so the ever-running year
With profitable labour, to his grave :

And, but for ceremony, such a wnetch,
Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep.

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.

The slave, a member of the country's peace.
Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots.
What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace.

Whose hours the peasant best advantages.

Etiter ErpinciiaiM.

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your ab
Seek through your camp to find you. [sence,

K. Hen. Good old knight.

Collect them all together at my tent

:

I'll be before thee.

Erp. I shall do't, my lord. [Exit.

K. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers"

hearts .'

Possess them not with fear ; take from them now
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts from them .'—Not to-day, O Lord,

not to day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown

!

1 Richard's body have interred new
;

And on it have bestow'd mort contrite tears.

Than from it issued forced drops of blood.

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay.

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon blood ; and I have built

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests

Sing still for Richard's souL More will I do ;

Though all that I can do, is nothing worth

;

Since that my penitence comes after all,

Imploring pardon.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. My liege

!

K. Hen. My brother Gloster's voice ?—Ay ;

I know thy errand, I will go with thee :

—

The day, my friends, and all things stay for me.

[ Exeunt.

Scene II.—The French Camp.

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and others.

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my
lords.

*

[quay ! ha

!

Dau. Montez a cheval

:

—My horse ! valet ! lac-

Orl. O brave spirit

!

Dau. Via ! les eaux et la terre— '

Orl. Bien puis '! Voir et le feu—
Dau. del ! cousin Orleans.

—

Enter Constable.

Now, my lord Constable !

. Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service

neigh.
. . _

[hides;

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in theif

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes.

And dout them with superiluous courage : Ha

!

k

in
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Ram- What, will you have them weep oar
horses' blood ?

How shall we then behold their natural tears?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The English are embattled, yon French
peers. [horse!

Con. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to

Do but behold you poor and starved band.
And your fair show shall suck away their souls.

Leaving them but the shales and husks of men.
There is not work enough for ail our hands

;

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins,

To give each naked curtle-ax a stain.

That onr French gallants shall to-day draw out,

And sheath for lack of sport : let us but blow on
them.

The vapour of our valour will o'ertum them.
' Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords.

That our superfluous lackeys, and onr peasants,

—

Who, in unnecessary action, swarm
About our scjuares of battle,—were enough
To purge this field of such a hilding foe

;

Though we, upon this mountain's basis by.
Took stand for idle speculation :

But that our honours must not. What's to say V

A very little little let us do,
And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound
The tucket-sonnance, and the note to mount

:

For our approach shall so much dare the field,

That England shall couch down in fear, and yield.

Enter Or^ndpre.

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of
France ?

Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones,
I'll favour'dly become the morning field :

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose.

And our air shakes them passing scornfully.

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd host.

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps.
Their horsemen sit hke fixed candlesticks,
W ith torch-staves in their hand ; and their poorjades
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips ;

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes

;

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit

Lies foul with chewed grass, still and motionless;
And their executors, the knavish crows.
Fly o'er them all, impatient for their hour.
Description cannot suit itself in words.
To demonstrate the life of such a battle
In life so lifeless as it shows itself.

Con. They have said their prayers^ and they stay
for death. [suits,

Dmi. Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh
And give their fasting horses provender.
And after fight with them ?

Con. I stay but for my guard ; On, to the field :

I will the banner from a trumpet take.
And use it for my haste. Come, come away !

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt.

Scene III.— T//e English Camp.
Enter the Enqlish Host; Gloster, Bedfokd,
Exeter, Salisbury, and Westmoreland.
Glo. Where is the king ?

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their bat-
tie. [thousand.

West. Of fighting men they have full threescore
Exe. There's five to one ; besides, they all are

fresh.

Sal. God's arm strike with us ! 'tis a fearful odds.
God be wi' you, princes all ; I'll to my charge

;M we no more meet, till we meet in heaven,
1 hen, joyfully,—my noble lord of Bedford,— .

My dear lord Gloster,—and my good lord Exeter,—
And my kind kinsman,—warriors all, adieu !

Bed. Farevyell, good Salisbury ; and good luck
go with thee.

Exe. Farevrell, kind lord ; fight valiantly to-day

:

And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it.

For thou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour,

[Exit Salisbury,
Bed. He is as full of valour, as of kindness :

Pnncely in both.
West. O that we now had here

Enter King Henry.
But one ten thousand of those men in England,
1 hat do no work to-day !

K. Hen. What's he that wishes so ?My cousm Westmoreland ?—No, my fair cousin :

Jt we are marked to die, we are enough
To do our country loss ; and if to live.
The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's will

! I pray thee, wish not one man more
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold

;Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost

;

It yearns me not, if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires:
But, if it be a sin to covet honour,
I am the most offending soul alive.
Np "faith, my coz, wish not a man from England :

God's peace ! I would not lose so great an honour.
As one man more, methiuks. would share from me.
For the best hope I ha^e O do not -^vish one

more :

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host
1 hat he, who hath no stomach to this fight,

'

Let him depart ; his passport shall be made.
And crowns for convoy put into his purse :We would not die in that man's company.
That fears his fellowship to die with us.
This day is call'd—the feast of Crispiau :

He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home.
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd.
And rouse him at the name of Ciispian.
He, that shall live this day, and see old a^-e
Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends,

" '

And sa)'—to-morrow is Saint Crispian :

Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars
And say, these wounds I had on Crispian's day'
Old men forget

; yet all shall be forgot.
But he'll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day : Then shall our names,
Famihar in their mouths as household words,
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,-
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd :

This story shall the good man teach his son
;And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world.
But we in it shall be remember'd :

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers
;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition :

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed.
Shall think themselves accurs'd, they were not

here;
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speak,
That fought with us upon Saint Crispian's day.

Enter Salisbury.

Sat. 3ry sovereign lord, bestow yourself with
speed

:

The French are bravely in their battles set.

And will with all expedience charge on us.

K. Hen. All things are ready, if our minds be so.
West. Perish the man, whose mind is backward

now ! [England, cousin ?'

K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from
West. God's will, ray liege, would you and J

alone.

Without more help, might fight this battle out

!

K. Hen. Why, now thou hast nnvvish'd five
thousand men

;

WTiich likes me better, than to wish ns one.
You know your places : God be with you all

'

B b
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Tucket. Enter Montjoy.

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, king
Harry,

If for thy rausome thou wilt now compound,
Before thy most assured overthrow :

For, certainly, thou art so near the gulf.

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy.
The Constable desires thee—thou wilt mind
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls

May make a peaceful and a sweet retire

From off these fields, where (wretches) their poor
Must lie and fester. [bodies

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now ?

Mont. The Constable of France. [back
;

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer
Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones.

Good God ! why should they mock poor fellows

The man, that once did sell the lion's skin [thus ?

While the beast liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him.
A many of onr bodies shall, no doubt.
Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust,

Stiall witness live in brass of this day's work :

And those, that leave their valiant bones in France,
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills.

They shall be fam'd ; for there tlie sun shall greet
them.

And ilraw their honours reeking np to heaven
;

Leaving tlieir earthly parts to choke your clime.

The smell whereof shall breed a plague in France.
]\Iark then a bounding valour in our English

;

That, being dead, like to the bullet's grazing.
Break out into a second (/ourse of mischief.
Killing in relapse of mortality.

Let me speak proudly ;—Tell the Constable,
\Vt are but warriors for the working-day :

Our gayness, and our gilt, are all besmirch'd
VV^itii rainy marching in the painful field

;

"

There's not a piece of feather in our host,

(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,)

And time hath worn us into slovenry :

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim :

And my poor soldiers tell me—yet ere night
They'll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck
The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers' heads,,

And turn them out of service. If they do this,

(As, ifGod please, they shall,) my ransome then
VVill soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour

;

Come thou no more for ransome, gentle herald
;

They shall have none, I swear, but these my joints :

Which if they have as I will leave 'em to them.
Shall yield them little, tell the Constable.
Mont. I shall, king Harry. And so fare thee well

:

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit.
K. Hen. I fear, thou'lt ouce more come again for

ransome.

Enter the Duke of York.

York. My lord, most humbly on ray knee I beg
The leading of the vaward.

K. Hen. Take it, brave York.—Now, soldiers,

march away :

—

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day

!

[Exeu7it.

Scene IV.—TAe Field ofBattle.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter French Soldier,
Pistol, a7id Boy.

Pist. Yield, cur.

Fr. Sol. Je pense, que vous estes le yentdhomme
de bonne qualite.

' Pist. Quality, call yon me?—Construe me, art

thou a gentleman ? What is thy name ? discuss.

Fr. Sol. seigneur Dieu !

Pist. O signieur Dew should be a gentleman :

—

Perpend my words, O signieur Dew, and mark ;

—

O signieur Dew, thou dieston point of fox.

Except, O signieur, thou d6 give to me
Egregious ransome. [moy !

Fr. Sol. O, prenez misericorde ! ayez p'ltie de

Pist. Moy shall not serve, I will have fortymoys :

—

For I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat.

In drops of crimson blood. \de ton bras ?

Fr. Sol. Est il imi)ossible d'eschapper la force
Pist. Brass, cur !

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat,

Otter'st me brass ?

Fr. Sol. pardonnez moy

.

Pist. Say'st thou me so? is that a ton of moys ?

Come hither, boy ; Ask me this slave in French,
What is his name.
Boy. Escoutez : Comment estes vous appelle f

Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer.
Boy. He says, his name is—master Fer.
Pist. Master Fer! I'll fer him, and firk him,

and ferret him :—discuss the same in French unto
him. [and firk.

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret,

Pist. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat.

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur ?

Boy. II me commande de vous dire que vous
faites vous prest ; car ce soldat icy est dispose
tout a cette neure de couper vostre gorge.

Pist. Ouy, couper gorge, par ma foy, pesant.

Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns
;

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sworA
Fr. Sol. 0, je vous supplie pour Vamour de

Dieu, me pdrdonnerl Je siiis gentilhomme de
bonne maison; gardez ma vie, et je vous donnerae
deux cents ecus.

Pist. What are his words ?

Boy. He prays you to save his life : he is a gen-

tleman of a good house; and, lor his ransome, he
wll give you two hundred crowns.

Pist. Tell him,—my fury shall abate, and I
The crowns will take.

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il ?

Boy. Encore qu'll est contre son jurement, de
pardonner aucun prisonnier ; neantmoins, pour
les escus que vous I'avez promis, il est content de
vous donner la liberie, le franchisement.
Fr Sold. Sur mes genoux, je vous domie mille

remerciemens : et je ni'estime heureux queje suis
tombe entre les mctins d'un chevalier, je pense, le

plus brave, valiant, et tres distingue seigneur
d'Angleterre.

Pist. Expound unto me, boy.

Boy. He gives you, upon his kness, a thousand
thanks ; and he esteems himself happy that he hath
fallen into the hands of (as he thinks) the most brave,
valorous, and trice-worthy signieur of England.

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show.

—

Follow me, cur [Exit Pistol.

Boy. Suivez vous le grand capitaine.

[Exit French Soldier.
I did never know so full a voice issue from so
empty a heart : but the saying is true,—The empty
vessel makes the greatest sound. Bardolph, ana
Nym, had ten times more valour than this roaring
devil i'the old play, that every one may pare his

nails with a wooden dagger; and they are both
hanged , and so would this be, if he durst steal any
thing adventurously. I must stay with the lackeys,
with the luggage of our camp: the French might
have a good prey of us, if he knew of it; for there is

none to guard it, but boys. [Exit.

Scene V.—Another Part ofthe Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon,
Constable, Rambures, and others.

Con. diable ! [perdu !

Orl. seigneur!—le jour est perdu, tout est

Date. Mort de ma vie I all is conlbunded, all

!

Reproach and everlasting shame
Sits mocking in our plumes.

—

meschantefortune I

Do not run away. (A short alarum.)
Con. Why, all our ranks are broke.

Dau. O perdurable shame !—let's stab ourselves.

Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice for ?

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his ransome ?

I
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Bour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but

shame !

Let OS die instant : Once more back again ;

And he that will not follow Bourbon now.

Let him go hence, and, witli his cap in hand,

Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door.

Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog.

His fairest daughter is contaminate.

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil'd us, friend ns now

!

Let us, in heaps, go offer up our lives

Unto these English, or else die with fame.

Orl. We are enough, yet living in the field.

To smother up the English in our throngs.

If any order might be thought upon. [throng
;

Bour. The devil take order now ! I'll to the

Let life be short; else, shame will be too long.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Another Part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter King Henry and Forces ; Exe-
ter, and others.

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice-valiant

countrymen :

But all's not done, yet keep the French the field.

Exe. The duke of York, commends him to your

majesty. [this hour,

K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle ? thrice, within

I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting

;

From helmet to the spur, all blood he was.
Exe. In which array, (brave soldier,) doth he lie,

Larding the plain : and by his bloody side,

(Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,)
The noble earl of Suffolk also lies.

Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over,

Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep'd.

And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes.

That bloodily did yawn upon his face
;

And cries aloud,

—

Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk !

My soul shall thine keep company to heaven :

Tarry, swtet soul, far mine, then fly, a-breast :

As. in this glorious and ivell-fouyhten field,

TVe kept together in our chivalry !

Upon these words I came, and cheer'd him up .

He smil'd me in the face, raught me his hand.

And, with a feeble gripe, says

—

Dear 7ny lord.

Commend my service to my sovereign '.

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck
He threw his wounded aim and kiss'd his lips

;

And so, espous'd to death, with biood he seal'd

A testament of noble-ending \o\ e.

The pretty and svvc'et manner of it forc'd

Those waters from me, which I would have stopp'd
;

But I had not so much of man in me.
But all my mother came into my eyes,

And gave me up to tears.

K. Hen. I blame you not

;

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too.

—

[Alarum.)
But, hark ! what new alarum is this same V

—

The French have reinforc'd their scatter'd men :

—

Then every soldier kill his prisoners
;

Give the word through. [Exeunt.

Scene W\.—Another Part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter Fluellen and Gower.
Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage ! 'tis expressly

against the law of arms : 'tis as arrant a piece of
knavery, mark you now, as can be offered in the
'orld : In your conscience now, is it not?

Goiv. 'Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive

:

and the cowardly rascals, that ran from the battle,
iiave done this slaughter: besides, they have burned
and carried away all tiiat was in the king's tent

;

wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused
every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, tis a
gallant king !

Flu- Ay, he was porn at Monlmouth, captain
tj-ower: What call you the town's name, where
Alexander the pig was porn ?

Goto. Alexander the great. •

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great? The
pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the
magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save the
phrase is a little variations.

Goiv. I think, Alexander the great was bom in

Macedon ; his father was called "Philip of Macedon,
as I take it.

Flu. I think, it is in Macedon, where Alexander
is porn. I tell you, captaii:,—If yon look in the
maps of the 'orld, I warrant, you shall find, in the
comparisons between Macedon and Monmouth, that
the situations, look you, is botii alike. There is a
river in Macedon ; and there is also moreover a river
at Monmouth : it is called Wye, at Monmouth ; but
it is out of my prains, what is the name of the other
river : but 'tis all one, 'tis so like as my fingers is to

my fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you
mark Alexander's life well, Harry of Monmouth's life

is come after it indifferent well ; for there is figures
in all things. Alexander (God knows, and you
know,) in his rages, and his furies, and his wraths,
and his cholers, and his moods, and his displeasures,
and his indignations, and also being a little intoxi-

cates in his prains, did, in his ales and his angers,
look you, kill his pest friend, Clytus.

Gow. Our king is not like him in that ; he never
killed any of his friends.

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end and
finished. I speak but in the figures and compari-
sons of it : As Alexander is kill his friend Clytus,
being in his ales and his cups ; so also Harry Mon-
mouth, being in his right wits and his goot judg-
ments, is turn away the fat knight with the great
pelly-doublet : he was full of jests, and gipes, and
knaveries, and mocks ; 1 am forget his name.

Goiu. Sir John Falstaff.

Fla. That is he : I can tell yon, there is goot men
porn at Monmouth. ^

Gow. Here comes his majesty.

Alarum. Enter King Henry with a part of the
English Forces; Warwick, Gloster, Exeter,
and others.

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France,
Until this instant.—Take a trumpet, herald;
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yon hill

;

If they will fight with us, bid them come down,
Or void the field ; they do offend our sight

:

If they'll do neither, we will come to them
;

-And make them skirr away, as swift as stones
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings :

Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we have
;

And not a man of them, that we shall take.

Shall taste our mercy :—Go, and tell them so.

Enter Montjoy.

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my
liege.

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they iis'd to be.

K. Hen. How now ! what means this, herald ?

know'st thou not,

That I liave fin'd these bones of mine for ransorae ?

Com'st thou again for ransome ?

Mont. _
No, great king :

I come to thee for charitable license.

That we may wander o'er this bloody field,

To book our dead, and then to bury them ;

To sort out nobles from our common men ;

For many of our princes (woe the while!)

Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood
;

(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs

In biood of princes;) and their wounded steeds

Fret fetlock deep in gore, and, with wild rage,

Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters.

Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king,

To view the field in salety, and dispose

Of their dead bodies.

K. Hen. I tell thee trulj-, herald

I know not if the day be ours, or no :

Bb »
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For yet a many of your horsemen peer,

And gallop o'er the field.

Mont. The day is yoars. (for it !

—

K. Hen. Praised be God, and not our strength.

What is this castle call'd, that stands hard by?
Mont They call it—Agincourt.

K. Hen. Then call we this—the field of Agin-

Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. [court.

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memorj', an't

please your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward
the plack prince of Wales, as I have read in the

chronicles, fought a most prave pattle here in

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. [France.

Fht. Y'our majesty says very true : if your ma-
jesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen did goot

service in a garden where leeks did grow, wearing
leeks in their Monmouth caps; which, your majesty
knows, to this hour is an honourable padge of the

service; and, I do believe, your majesty takes no
scorn to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy's day.

K. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour :

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman.
F/u. All the water in Wye cannot wash your

majesty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell

you that : Got pless it and preserve it, as long as it

pleases his grace, and his majesty too!

K. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman.
Flu. By Chesn, I am your majesty's countryman,

I care not who know it ; I will confess it to all the

orld : I need not to be ashamed of your majesty,

praised be God, so long as your majesty is an ho-

nest man. [him

;

K. Hen. God keep me so !—Our heralds go witli

Bring me just notice of the numbers dead
On both our parts.—Call yonder fellow hither.

[Points to Williams. Exeunt Montjoy
and others.

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king.

K. Hen. Soldier, why wear'st thou that glove in

thy cap ?

Will. An't please your majesty, 'tis the gage of

one that I should fight withal, if he be alive.

K. Hen. An Englishman ?

Will. An't please your majesty, a rascal, that

swaggered with me last night : who, if 'a live, and
ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn to

take him a box o'the ear : or, if I can see my glove

in his cap, (which he swore, as he was a soldier, he

would wear, if alive), I will strike it out soundly.

K. Hen. What think you, captain Fluellen ? is it

fit this soldier keep his oath ?

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an't please

your majesty, in my conscience.

K. lien. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of

great sort, quite from the answer of his degree.

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the tevil

is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is neces-

sary, look your grace, that he keep his vow and his

oath : if he be perjured, see you now, his reputation

is as arrant a villain, and a Jack-sauce, as ever his

plack shoe trod upon Got's ground and his earth, in

my conscience, la.

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thon

meet'st the fellow.

Will. So I will, my liege, a.s I live.

K. Hen. Who servest thou under?
Will. Under captain Gower, my liege.

Flu. Gower is a goot captain ; and is goot know-
ledge and literature m the wars.

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier.

Will. I will, my liege. [Exit.

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen ; wear thon this favour

for me, and stick it in thy cap : When Alencon and
myself were down together, I plucked this glove

from his helm : if any man challenge this, he is a

friend to Alencon and an enemy to our person ; if

thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an thou

dost love me.
Flu. Your grace does me as great honours as can

be desired in the hearts of his subjects : I would

fain sue the man, that has but two legs, that shall

find himself aggriefed at this glove, that is all; but
I would fain see it once ; an please Got of his grace,
that I might see it.

K. Hen. Knowest thon Gower ?

Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you.
K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring him

to my tent.

Flu. I will fetch him. [Exit.
K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, and my brother

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels : [Gloster,

The glove, which I have given him for a favour.

May, haply, purchase him a box o'the ear;
It is the soldier's ; I, by bargain, should
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick :

If that the soldier strike him, (as, I judge
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word,)
Some sudden mischief may arise of it;

For I do know Fluellen valiant,

And, tonch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder.
And quickly will return an injury :

Follow, and see there be no harm between them.—
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt,

Scene VIII.

—

Before King Henry's Pavilion.

Enter Gower and Williams.

Will. I warrant, it is to knight you, captain.

Enter FlI'ELLEN.

Flu. Got's will and his pleasure, captain, I pe-
seech you now, come apace io the king : there is

more goot toward you, peradventure, than is in

your knowledge to dream of.

Will. Sir, know you tliis glove ? [glove.

Fhi. Know the glove ? I know, the glove is a
Will. I know this ; and thus I challenge it.

{Strikes him.)
Flu. 'Sblud, an arrant traitor, as any's in the uni-

versal 'orld, or in France, or in England.
Goto. How now, sir? you villain ?

Will. Do you tliink I'll be forsworn?
Flu. Stand away, captain Gower; I will give

treason his payment into plows, I warrant you.

Will. I am no traitor.

Flu. That's a lie in thj' throat.—I charge you in

his majesty's name, apprehend him ; he's a friend of
the duke Alencon's.

Enter Warwick and Gloster.

War. How now, how now ! what's the matter ?
Flu. My lord of Warwick, here is (praised- be

Got for it!) a most contagious treason come to light,

look you, as you shall desire in a summer's day.
Here is his majesty.

Enter King Henry ana Exeter.

K. Hen. How now! what's the matter?
Flu. My liege, here is a villain, and a traitor, that,

look your grace, has struck the glove, which your
majesty is take out of the helmet of Alencon.

Will. My liege, this was my glove ; here is thf"

fellow of It : and he, that I gave it to in change, pro-

mised to wear it in his cap ; I promised to strike him,
if he did : I met this man with my glove in his cap.

and I have been as good as my word.

Flu. Your majesty hear now, (saving yonr ma-
jesty's manhood,) what an arrant, rascally, beg-

garly, lousy knave it is : I hope, your majesty is pear
me testimony, and witness, and avouchments, that

this is the glove of Alencon, that your majesty is

give me, in your conscience now.
K. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier ; Look, here

is the fellow of it. 'Twas I, indeed, thou promised'st

to strike ; and thou hast given me most bitter terms.

Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck answer

for it, if there is any martial law in the 'orld.

K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction ?

Will. All offences, my liege, come from the hear!

:

never came any from mine, that might offend your

majesty.
*
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K. Hen. It was ourself thoa didst abuse.

Will. Your majesty came not like yourself: yon

appeared to me but as a common man : witness the

night, your garments, your lowliness ;
and what your

highness suftered under tliat shape, I beseech you,

take it for your own fault, and not mine : for had you

been as I took you for, I made no offence ; therefore,

I beseech your highness, pardon me.
K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with

crowns.
And give it to this fellow.—Keep it, fellow ;

And wear it for an honour in thy cap.

Till I do challenge it.—Give him the crowns :

—

And, captain, you must needs be friends with him.

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has

mettle enough in his pelly :—Hold, there is twelve
pence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and keep
you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, and
dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the petter for

Will. I will none of your money. [you.

Flu. It is \vith a goot will ; 1 can tell you, it will

serve you to mend your shoes: Come, wherefore
should you be so pashful ? your shoes is not so goot

:

'tis a goot silling, I warrant you, or 1 will change it.

Enter an English Herald.
K. Hen. Now, herald ; are the dead number'd ?

Her. Here is the number of the slaughter'd

Frenuh. [Delivers a paper.)
K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken,

» uncle ?

Exe. Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the king

;

John duke of Bourbon, and lord Rouciqualt :

Of other lords, and barons, knights, ana sqpiires.

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. [French,
K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thousand

That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number,
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead
One hundred twenty -six : added to these.

Of knights, esquires and gallant gentlemen.
Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which.
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights :

So that, in these ten thousand they have lost.

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries
;

The rest are— princes, barons, lords, knights.

And gentlemen of blood and quality. [ 'squires,

The names of those their nobles that lie dead,

—

Charles De-la-bret, hi^h constable of France
;

Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France
;

The master of the cross-bows, lord Rambures

;

Great-master of France, the brave sir Guischard
Dauphin

;

John duke of Alencon ; Antony duke of Brabant,
The brother to the duke of Burgundy;
And Edward duke of Bar : of lusty earls,

Grandpre, and Roussi, Faucomberg, and Foix,
Beaumont, and Marie, Vaudemont, and Lestrale.
Here was a royal fellowship of death !

—

Where is the number of our English dead?
[Herald presents another paper.)

Edward the duke of Y'ork, the earl of Suffolk,

Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam, esquire :

None else of name ; and of all other men,
But five and twenty. O God, thy arm was here,
And not to us, but to thy arm alone,
Ascribe we all.—When, without stratagem,
But in plain shock, and even play of battle,

Was ever known so great and little los",

On one part and on th' other ?—Take it, God,
For it is only thine

!

Exe. 'Tis wonderful

!

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the village :

And be it death proclaimed through our host,
To boast of this, or take that praise from God,
Which is his only.

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, to
tell how many is killed t [ledgment,
K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknow-

J hat God fought for ns.
F/m. Yes, ray conscience, he did us great goot.
A. Hen. Do we all holy rites

;

Let there he sung 2fow nobis, and Te Denim
The dead with charity enclos'd in clay.

We'll then to Calais ; and to England then

;

Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.
Enter Chorus. [story,

Cho. Vouchsafe to those, that have not read the
That I may prompt them : and of such as have,
I humbly pray them to admit the excuse
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things,

Which cannot in their huge and proper life

Be here presented. Now we bear the king
Towards Calais : grant him there ; there seen.

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts.

Athwart the sea : Behold, the English beach
Pales in the flood with men, with wves, and boys,

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth'd
Which, like a mighty whiffler 'fore the king, [sea.

Seems to prepare his way : so let him land.

And solemnly, see him set on to London.
So swift a pace hath thought, that even now
You may imagine him upoa Blackheath :

Where that his lords desire him, to have borne

His bruised helmet, and his bended sword.

Before him, through the city : he forbids it.

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride.

Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent.

Quite from himself, to God. But now behold.

In the quick forge and working-house of thought,

How London doth pour out her citizens !

The mayor, and all iiis brethren, in best sort,

—

Like to the senators of the antique Rome,
With the plebeians swarming at their heels,

—

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Cfesar in :

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood.

Were now the general of our gracious empress
(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland coming,
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword,
How many would the peaceful city quit.

To welcome him ? much more, and much more cause,

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him
;

(As yet the lamentation of the French
Invites the king of England's stay at home :

The emperor's coming in behalf of France,

To order peace between them ;) and omit

All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd.

Till Harry's back-return again to France
;

There must we bring him ; and myself have play'd

The interim, by remembering you
—

'tis past.

Then brook abridgment ; and your eyes advance
After your thoughts, straight back again to France

[Exit.

Scene I.

—

France. An English Court of Guard.

Enter Fluellen and Govver.

Gow. Nay, that's right ; but why wear yon your

leek to-day? Saint Davy's day is past.

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and

wherefore in all things : I will tell you as my friend,

captain Gower; The rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy,

pragging knave. Pistol,—which you and yourself,

and all the 'orld, know to be no petter than a fellow,

look you now, of no merits,—he is come to me,

and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look you,

and bid me eat my leek : it was in a place where I

could not breed no contentions with him; but 1

will be so pold as to wear it in my cap, till I see him

once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of

my desires.

Enter Pistol.

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a tar-

kev cook.

'Flu. 'Tis no matter for his swelhngs, nor his

turkey-cocks.— Got pless you, ancient Pistol ! you

scurvy, lousy knave. Got pless you !

Pist. Ha '.art thou Beldam? Dost than thirst, base

To have me fold up Parca's fatal web ? [Trojan.

Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek.

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave.
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ut nif desires, ana my requests, aud my petitions,

to eat, look you, tliis leek; because, look you, you
do not love it, nor your affections, and your appe-
tites, and your digestions, does not agree with it, I

would desire you to eat it.

Pist. Not for Cadwallader, and all his goats.

Flu. There is one goat for you. ( Strikes him.)

vVill you be so goot, scald knave, as eat it?

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die.

Flu. You say very true, scald kuave, when Got's

will is : I will desire you to live in the mean time,

I'.nd eat your victuals ; come, there is sauce for it.

( Striking him again.) You called me yesterday,

mountain-squire ; but I will make you to-day a squire

of low degree. I pray you, fall to; if you can mock
a leek, you can eat a leek.

Gow. Enough, captain
;
you have astonished him.

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of my
leek, or I will peat his pate four days :—Pite, I pray
you ; it is goot for your green wound, and your

Pist. Mast I bite ? [ploody coxcomb.
Fli(. Yes, certainly ; and out of doubt, and out

of questions too, and ambiguities.

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly revenge
;

I eat, and eke I swear

—

Flu. Eat, I pray you : Will you have some more
sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to

swear by.

Pist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see, I eat.

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily.

Nay, 'pray you, throw none away ; the skin is goot

for your proken coxcomb. When you take occa-

sions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, mock at

Pist. Good. [them ; that is all.

Flu. Ay, leeks is goot :—Hold you, there is a

Pist. Me a groat

!

[groat to heal your pate.

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you shall take it ; or

I have another leek in my pocket, which you shall eat.

Pirst. I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge.

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in

cudgels
;
you shall be a woodmonger, and buy no-

thing ofme but cudgels. God be wi' you, and keep
you, and heal your pate.

_
[Exit.

Pist. All hell shall stir for this.

Gow. Go, go
;
you are a counterfeit cowardly

knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition,—be-

gun upon an honourable respect, and worn as a me-
morable trophy of predeceased valour, and dare

not avouch in your deeds any of your words? I

have seen you gleeking and galling at this gentle-

man twice or thrice. You thought, because he

could not speak English in the native garb, he
could not therefore handle au English cudgel : you
find it otherwise ; and, henceforth, let a Welsh
correction teach you a good EngUsh condition. Fare
ye well.

_

[Exit.

Pist. Doth fortune play the huswife with me now ?

News have 1, that my Nell is dead i' the spital

Of malady of France ;

And there my rendezvous is quite cut off.

Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs

Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn,

Aud something lean to cutpurse of quick hand.

To England will I steal, and there I'll steal

:

And patches will I get unto these scars,

Aud swear, I got them in the Gallia wars. [^Exit.

ScENE.II.

—

Troyes in Champagne. An Apartment
in the French King's Palace.

Enter at one door, King Henry, Bedford, Glos-
TER, Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland,
and other Lords ; at another, the French King,
Queen Isabel, t'he Princess Katharine, Lords,
Ladies, §fc. the Duke of Burgundy, and his

Train.

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are

met I

Unto our brother France,—and to our sister.

Health and fhir time of day :—joy and good wishes
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine

;

And (as a branch and member of this royalty.

By whom this g^eat assembly is contriv'd,)

We do salute you, duke of Burgundy ;

—

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all I

Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your face,

Most worthy brother England ; fairly met :

—

So are you, princes English, every one.

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England,
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting.

As we are now glad to behold your eyes

;

Your eye."*, which hitherto have borne in them
Against the French, that met them in their bent,

The fatal balls of murdering basilisks :

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope,

Have lost their qu ality ; and that this flay

Shall change all griefs, and quarrels, into love.

K. Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we appear.

Q. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute you.

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love.

Great kings of France and England ! That I have
labour'd

With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours.

To bring your most imperial majesties

Unto this bar and royal interview.

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness.

Since then my ofBce hath so far prevail'd.

That, face to face, and royal eye to eye.

You have congreeted : let it not disgrace me.

If I demand, before this royal view,

What rub, or what impediment, there is.

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace.

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births.

Should not, in this best garden of the world,

Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ?

Alas ! she hath from France too long been chas'd

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps
Corrupting in its own fertility.

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,

Unpruned dies ; her hedges even-pleached,

—

Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair.

Put forth disorder'd twigs : her fallow leas

The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory.

Doth root upon ; while that the coulter rusts.

That should deracinate such savagery :

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth

The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover.

Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank.

Conceives by idleness ; and nothing teems,
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs.

Losing both beauty and utility.

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges.
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness

;

Even so our houses, and ourselves, and children.

Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time,

The sciences that should become our country

;

But grow, like savages,—as soldiers will.

That nothing do but meditate on blood,

—

To swearing, and stern looks, diffus'rl attire.

And every thing that seems unnatural.

Which to reduce into our former favour.

You are assembled : and my speech entreats.

That I may know the let, why gentle peace
Should not expel these inconveniences.
And bless us with her former quahties. [peace,
K. Hen. If, duke of Burgundy, you would the

Whose want gives growth to the imperfections
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace
With full accord to all our just demands

;

Whose tenours and particular effects

You have, enschedui'd briefly, in your hands.

Bur. The king hath heard them ; to the which.
There is no answer made. [as yet,

K. Hen. Well then, the peace.

Which you before so urg'd, lies in his answer.
Fr. King. I have but with a cursorary eye

O'er-glanc'd the articles
;
pleaseth your grace

To appoint some of your council presently

To sit with us once more, with hetter heed
To re-survey them, we will, suddenly,

,

Pass our accept, and peremptory answer.

i'
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K. Hen. Brother, we shall.—Go, uncle Exeter,—
And brother Clarence,—and you, brother Gloster,

—

Warwick,—and Huntingdon :—go with the king.

And take with you free power, to ratify.

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best

Shall see advantageable for our dignity.

Any thing in, or out of, our demands
;

And we'll consign thereto.—Will you, fair sister

Go with the princes, or stay here with us?

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go with them;
Haply, a woman's voice may do some good.

When articles, too nicely urg'd, be stood on.

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here with

She is our capital demand, compris'd [us;

Within the fore-rank of our articles.

Q. Isa. She hath good leave.

[Exeunt all but Henry, Katharine,
and her Gentlewoman.

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair !

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms.

Such as will enter at a lady's ear.

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart?
Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I cannot

speak your England.
K. Hen, O fair Katharine, if you will love me

soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to

hear you confess it brokenly with your English
tong-ue. Do you like me, Kate ? [me.
Kath. Pardonnez-mo]) , I cannot tell vat is—like

K. Hen. An angel is hke you, Kate ; and you are
like an ange'. » [angesl
Kath. Que ditiH que je sitis semblable a leg

Alice. Ouy, vrayment, (suufvostre grace) ainsi
dit-il.

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharina ; and I must
not blush to affirm it. [pleines de tromperies.
Kath. bon Dieu ! les lungues des hommes sont
K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the

tougiies of men are full of deceits?

Alice. Ouy ; dat de tongues of de mans is be full

of deceits : dat is de princess.

K. Hen. The princess is the better English-wo-
man. I'faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy under-
standing : I am glad, thou canst speak no better

English ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst find me
such a plain king, that thou wouldst think 1 had
sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no ways
to mince it in love, but directly to say—I love you ;

then, if you urge me further than to say—Do you in

faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me your answer;
i'faith, do ; and so clap hands and a bargain : How
say you, lady?
Kath. Saufvostre honneur. me understand well.

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses,

or to dance for your sake, Kate, why yon undid me : ,

for the one, I have neither words nor measure ; and
for the other, I have no strength in measure, yet a
reasonable measure in strength. If I could win a
lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle
with my armour on ray back, under the correction
of bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap into

a wife. Or, if I might buffet for ray love, or bound
my horse for her favours, I could lay on like a but-
cher, and sit like a jackanapes, never off : but, be-
fore God, I cannot look greenly, nor gasp out my
eloquence, nor I have no cunning in protestation

;

only downright oaths, which I never use till urged,
nor never break for urging. If thou canst love a
fellow of this temper, Kate, whose face is not worth
sun-burning, that never looks in his glass for love
of any thing he sees there, let thine eye be thy cook.
I speak to thee plain soldier : If thou canst love me
lor this, take me : if not to say to thee—that I shall
die, is tnie ; but—for thy love, by the lord, no ; yet
I love thee too. And while thou livest , dear Kate,
take a fellow of plain and uncoined constancy ; for
he perforce must do thee right, because he hath not
the gift to woo in other places ; for these fellows of
jafinite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into
ladies' favours,—thoydiJ always reason themselves

out again. What ! a speaker is but a prater ; n
rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall ; a
straight back will stoop ; a black beard will turn
white ; a curled pate will grow bald ; a fair face will
wither ; a full eye will wax hollow : but a good heart,
Kate, IS the sun and moon; or, rather, the sun,
and not the moon ; for it shines bright, and never
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou would
have such a one, take me: And take me, take a
soldier; take a soldier, take a king: And what
sayest thou then to my love ? speak, my fair, and
fairly, I pray thee. [France

''

Kath. Is it possible dat I should love de enemy of
K. Hen. No; it is not possible, you should love

the enemy of France, Kate : but, in loving me, you
should love the friend of France ; for I love France
so well, that I will not part with a village of it; I

will have it all mine : and, Kate, when France is

mine, and I am yours, then yours is France, and
Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat. [vou are mine.
K. Hen. No, Kate ? I will tell thee in French

;

which, I am sure, will hang upon my tongue like a
n«w-married wife about her husband's neck, hardly
to be shook of Quand fay la possession de
France, et quand vans avez la possession de nioy,

(let me see, what then ? Saint Dennis be my speed !)—do7ic vostre est France, et vous estes mienne.
It is as easy for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom,
as to speak so much more French : I shall never
move tnee in French, unless it be to laugh at me.
Kath. Sauf vostre honneur, le Frangois que

vous parlez, est meilleur que I'Anglois lequel je
parle.

K. Hen. No, 'faith, 'tis not, Kate : but thy speak-

ing of my tongue, and I thine, most truly falsely

must needs be granted to me much at one. But,
Kate, dost thou understand thus much English ?

Canst thou love me ?

Kath. I cannot tell.

K Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ?

I'll ask them. Come, 1 know, thou lovest me

:

and at night when you come into your closet, you'll

question this gentlewoman about me ; and I know,
Kate, you will, to her, dispraise those parts in me,
that you love with your heart : but, good Kate, mock
me mercifully ; the rather, gentle princess, because
I love thee cruelly. If ever thou be'st mine, Kate,
(as I have a saving faith within me, tells me,—thou

shalt,) I get thee with scambling, and thou must
therefore needs prove a good soldier-breeder : Shall

not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and Saint

George, compound a boy, half French, half English,

that shall go to Constantinople, and take the Turk by
the beard ? shall we not ? what sayest thou, my fair

Kath. I do not know dat. fflower-de-luce ?

K. Hen. No ; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to

promise : do but now promise, Kate, you will en-

deavour for your French part of such a boy ; and

for my English moiety, take the word of a king, and

a bachelor. How answer you, la plus belle Ka-
tharine du monde, mon tres chere et divine deesse f

Kath. Your tnajeste 'avefausseFrt^nch enough

to deceive de most sage damoiselle dat is en

France.
K. Hen. Now, fy upon my false French ! By mine

honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by which

honour I dare not swear, thou lovest me
;
yet my

blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, notwith-

standing the poor and untempering effect of my
visage. Now beshrew my father's ambition ! he was
thinking of civil wars when he got me ; therefore was

1 created with a stubborn outside, with an aspect

of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies, I fright

them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, the bet-

ter I shall appear : my confort is, that old age, that

ill layer-up of beauty, can do no more spoil upon

my face ; thou hast nie, if thou hast me, at the worst

:

and thou shalt wear me, if thou wear me, better and
better: And therefore tell me, most fair Katharine,

will you have me? Put off your maiden blushes.
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avoach the thoughts of your heart with the looks of

an empress ; take me by the hand, and say—Harry
of England, I am thine : which word thou shalt no
sooner bless mine ear withal, but I will tell thee

aloud—England is thine, Ireland is thine, France
is thine, and Henry Plantageuet is thine ; who,
though I speak it before his face, if he be not fellow

with the best king, thou shalt find the best king of

good fellows. Come, your answer in broken music
;

ior thy voice is music, and thy English broken:
therefore, queen of all, Katharine, break thy mind
to me in broken English, Wilt thou have me ?

Kath. Dat is, as it shall please de roy monpere.
K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate ; it

shall please him, Kate.
Kath. Den it shall also content me.

, K. Hen. Upon that I will kiss your hand, and I

call you—my queen.
Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissez

:

tnafoi/,je ne veux point que vous abbaissez vostre

grandeur, en baisant la main dune vostre indigne
serviteure ; excusezmoy,je vous supplie, mon tres

puissant seigneur.

K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate.
Kath. Les dames, et demoiselles, pour estre

baisees devant leurs nopces, il n'est pas le coutume
de France.
K. Hen. Madame, my interpreter, what says she ?

Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les ladies

ofFrance,—I cannot tell what is, baiser, en English.

K. Hen. To kiss.

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moy.
K. Hen. It is not the fashion for the maids in

France to kiss before they are married, would she

say?
Alice. Ouy, vraymetit.

K. Hen. (), Kate, nice customs curt'sy to great

king.s. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confined

within the weak list of a country's fashion : we are

the makers of manners, Kate ; and the liberty that

follows our places, stops the mouths of all find-

faults ; as I will do yours, for upholding the nice

fashion of your country, in denying me a kiss ; there-

fore, patiently and yielding. (Kissing her.) You
have witchcraft in your lips, Kate : there is more
eloquence in a sugar touch of them, than in the

tongues of the French council ; and they should

sooner persuade Harry of England, than a general

petition of monarchs. Here comes your father.

Bnter the French King and Queen, Burgundy,
Bedford, Oldster, Exeter, Westmoreland,
and other French and English Lords.

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal cousin,

teach you our princess English :

K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair cousin,

how perfectly I love her, and that is good English.
Bur. Is she not apt?
K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz ; and my con-

dition is not smooth : so that, having neither the

voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I cannot so

conjure up the spirit of love in her, that he will ap-

pear in his true likeness.

Bur. Pardon the frankne.ss of my mirth, if I an-

swer you for that. If you would conjure in her, you
must make a circle : if conjure up love in her in his

true likeness, he must appear naked, and blind : Can
you blame her then, being a maid yet rosed over

with the virgin crimson of modesty, if she deny the

appearance of a naked blind boy in her naked seeing

self ? It were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid
to consign to. [blind, and enforces.

K. Hen. Yet they do wink, and yield ; as love is

Bur. They are then excused, my lord, when they

see not what they do.

K. Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your cousin to

consent to winking.
Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if

yon will teach her to knov/ my meaning : for maids,
well summered and warm kept, are like flies at Bar-
tholomew-tide, blind, though they have their eyes

;

and then they will endure handUng, which before
would not abide looking on.

K. Hen. This moral ties me over to time, and a
hot summer; and so I will catch the fly, your cousin,
in the latter end, and she must be blind too.

Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves.

K. Hen. It is so : and you may, some of you,
thank love for my blindness ; who cannot see many
a fair French city, for one fair French maid, that
stands in my way.
Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them perspec-

tively, the cities turned into a maid ; for they are
all girdled with maiden walls, that war hath never

K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife ? [entered.
Fr. King. So please you.

K. Hen. I am content ; so the maiden cities you
talk of may wait on her : so the maid, that stood in

the way ofmy wish, shall show me the way to my
will. [son.

Fr. King.We have consented to all terms of rea-

K. Hen. Is't so, my lords of England?
West. The king hath granted every article :

His daughter, first; and then, in sequel, all.

According to their firm proposed natures.

Exe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed this :

—

Where your majesty demands,—That the king of
France, having any occasion to write for matter of

grant, shall name your highness in this form, and
with this addition, in French,

—

Notre ires cherfilz
Henry roy d'Angleterre, heretier de France ; and
thus in Latin,

—

Prceclarissimus Jilivi^ noster Hen-
ricus, rex AnglieB, et hares Francice.

Fr. Kitig. Nor this I have not, brother, so denied.

But your request shall make me let it pass.

K. Hen. 1 pray you then, in love and dear alliance.

Let that one article rank with the rest:

And, thereupon, give me your daughter, [raise up
Fr. King. Take her, fair son ; and from her blood

Issue to me : that the contending kingdoms
Of France and England, whose very snores look pale

With envy of each other's happiness.
May cease their hatred : and this dear conjunction
Plant neighbourhood and christian-like accord
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance
His bleeding sword 'twist England and fair France.

All. Amen

!

[ness all,

K. Hen. Now welcome, Kate :—and bear me wit-

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen.
{^Flourish.

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of all marrirges.

Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one !

As man and wife, being two, are one in love.

So be there t'wixt your kingdoms such a spousal.

That never may ill office, or fell jealousy.

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage.
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdon^^.

To make divorce of their incorporate league

;

That English may as French, French Englishmen,
Receive each other !—God speak tliis Amen !

All. Amen. (day,

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage :—on whioli
My lora of Burgundy, we'll take your oath,

And all the peers, for surety of our leagues.

Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ;

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be !

[Exeunt.
Enter Chorus.

Thus far, with rough, and all unable pen,

Our bending author hath pursu'd the story

;

In little room confining mighty men.
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory.

Small time, but, in that small, most greatly liv'd

This star of England : fortune made his sword
;

By which the world's best garden he achiev'd.

And ot it left his son imperial lord.

Henry the sixth, in swaddling bands crown'd king

Of France and England, did this king succeed :

Whose state so many had the managing, [bleed :

That they lost France, and made hia England
Which oft our stape has shown ; and, for their sake,

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. [Exit.^
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HENRY BEAUFORT, great Uncle to the King, Bishop

of Winchester, ami afterwards Cardinal.
JOHN BEAUFORT, Earl of Somerset, afterwards Duke.
RICHARD PLANTAGENET, eldest Sun of Richard late

Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke of York.
EARL OP WARWICK.
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JOHN TALBOT, his Son.
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COUNTESS OF AUVERGNE.
JOAN LA PUCELLE, commonly called Joan of Arc.

Fiends appearing to La Pucelle, Lords, Warders of
the Toiver, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Messengers,
and several Attendants both on the English and
French.

Scene,—Partly in England, arid partly in France.

ACT I.

Scene 1.

—

Westminster Abbey.

Dead march. Corpse of King Henry the Fifth
discovered, lying in state ; attended on by the

Dukes o/Beufopd, Gloster, and Exeter ; the

Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of Winchester,
Heralds, etc.

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day
to night

!

Comets, importing change of times and states.

Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky
;

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars.

That have consented unto Henry's death !

Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long !

England ne'er lost a king of so much worth.

Glo. England ne'er had a king until his time.

Virtue he had, deserving to command
;

His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams
;

His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings
;

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire,

More dazzled and drove back his enemies,
Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces.

What should I say ? his deeds esceed all speech :

He ne'er lift up his hand but conquered.
Exe. We mourn in black ; Why mourn we not in

Henry is dead, and never shall revive : [blood ?

Upon a wooden coffin we attend

;

And death's dishonourable victory
We with our stately presence glorify,

Like captives bound to a triumphant car.

What ? shall we curse the planets of mishap,
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ?
Or shall we think the subtle witted French
Conjurors and sorcerers, that, afraid of bim,

By magic verses have contrived his end ?

Win. He was a king, blessed of the King of kings.
Unto the French the dreadful judgment day
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight.

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought

:

The church's prayers made him so prosperous.
Glo. The church ! where is it ? Had not church-

men pray'd,

His thread of life had not so soon decay'd

:

None do you like but an effeminate prince.

Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe.
Win. Gloster, whate'er we like, thou art protector;

And lookest to command the prince, and realm.

Thy wife is proud : she holdeth thee in awe.
More than God, or religious churchmen, may.

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'st the flesh
,

And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'st

Except it be to pray against thy foes. [in peace !

Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds
Let's to the altar :• Heralds, wait on us :

—

Instead of gold, we'll oifer up our arms
;

Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead.

—

Posterity, await for wretched years,

When at their mothers' moist eyes babes shall sack

;

Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears.

And none but womeo left to wail the dead.

—

Henry the fifth ! thy ghost I invocate
;

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils !

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens !

A far more glorious star thy soul will make.
Than Julius Csesar, or bright

—

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all

!

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture:
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OuieuDe, Chatnpaigne, Reims, Orleans,

Paris, Giiysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost.

Bed. VV hat say'st thou, man, betore dead Henry's
corse ?

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death.

Glo. Is Paris lost ? is Roiien yielded up ?

If Henry were recall'd to life again.

These news would cause him once more yield the
ghost. [us'd?

Exe. How were they lost ? what treachery was
Mess. No treachery , but want of men and money.

Among the soldiers this is muttered,

—

That here you maintain several factions
;

And, whilst a field should be despatch'd and fought.

You are disputing of your generals.

One would have ling'ring wars with little cost

;

Another would fly swift but wanteth wings
;

A third man thinks, without expense at all.

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd.

Awake, awake, English nobility !

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot

:

Cropp'd are the flower-de-luces in your arms
;

Of England's coat one half is cut away.
Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral.

These tidings would call forth her flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of France :

—

Give me my steeled coat, I'll fight for France.

—

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes !

Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes.

To weep their intermissive miseries.

Enter another Messenger,

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad
mischance,

France is revolted from the English quite
;

Except some petty towns of no import:

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Reims;
The bastard of Orleans with him isjoin'd

;

Reignier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part;

The duke of Alen9on flieth to his side.

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him

!

O, whither shall we fly from this reproach ?

Glo.We will not fly, but to our enemies' throats :

—

Bedford, if thou be slack, I'll fight it out. [ness ?

Bed. Gloster, why doubt'.st thou of my forward-
An army have I muster'd in my thoughts.

Wherewith already France is over-run.

Enter a third Messenger.

3 Mess. My gracious lords,—to add to your la-

ments.
Wherewith you now bedew king Henry's hearse,

—

I must inform you of a dismal tight.

Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French.
Win. What ! wherein Talbot overcame ? is't so ?

3 Mess. O, no ; wherein Lord Talbot was o'er-

thrown

:

The circumstance I'll tell you more at large.

The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord,

Retiring from the siege of Orleans,

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop.

By three and twenty thousand of the French
Was round encompassed and set upon :

No'leisure had he to enrank his men
;

tie wanted pikes to set before his archers

;

Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges.

They pitched in the ground confusedly.

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued
;

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought.

Enacted wonders with his sword and lance.

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him
;

Here, there, and every where, enrag'd he slew :

The French exclaim'd, The devil was in arms;
M\ the .whole army stood agaz'd on him :

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit,

A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain.
And rush'd into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seal'd up,

If sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward

;

He, being in the vaward, (plac'd behind.
With purpose to relieve and follow them,)
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke.

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre
;

Enclosed were they with their enemies

:

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace>
Thrast Talbot with a spear into the back

;

Whom all France, with their chief assembled
strength.

Durst not presume to look once in the face.

Bed. Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself.
For living idly here, in pomp and ease.

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid.

Unto his dastard foe-men is betray'd.

3 Mess. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner.

And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford :

Most of the rest slaughter'd, or took, likewise.

Bed. His ransome there is none but 1 shall pay:
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne.
His crown shall be the ransome of my friend

;

Four of their lords I'll change for one of ours.

—

Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I

;

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make.
To keep our great Saint George's feast withal

:

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take,

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake.

3 Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans is besieg'd

;

The English army is grown weak and faint

:

The earl of Salisbury craveth supply.

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny,

Since they, so few, watch such a multitude.

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly.

Or brin^ him in obedience to your yoke.

Bed. I do remember it ; and here take leave.

To go about my preparation. [Exit,

Glo. I'll to the Tower, with all the haste I can.

To view the artillery and munition
;

And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Exit.
Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is.

Being ordain'd his special governor
;

And for his safety there I'll best devise. [Exit
Win. Each hath his place and function to attend :

I am left out; for me nothing remains.
But long I will not be Jack-out-o<-office

;

The king from Eltham I intend to send.
And sit at chiefest stern of public weal.

[Exit. Scene closes.

Scene II.

—

France, Before Orleans.

Enter Charles, with his Forces; AiiENCON,
Reignier, and others.

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the hea-

So in the earth, to this day is not known : [vens.

Late did he shine upon the English side
;

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles.

What towns of any moment, but we have ;

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans
;

Otherwhiles, the famish'd English, like pale ghosts,

Faintly besi :ge us one hour in a month.
Alen. They want their porridge, and their fat

bull-beeves

:

Either they must be dieted like mules.

And have their provender tied to their mouths.

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice.

Reiy.LeVs raise the siege : Why live we idly here?

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear

:

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbury

;

And he may well in fretting spend his gall.

Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war.

Char. Sound, sound alarum : we will rush on them.

Now for the honour of the i'orlorn French :

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me.

When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. [Exeunt.

A/arums ; Excursions ; afterwards a Retreat.

Reenter Charles, Alencon, Reignier, awl
others.

Char.Who ever saw Die like ? what men have 1?

—
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Dogs ! cowards ! dastards !—I would ne'er have fled.

But that they left me 'midst my enemies.

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide
;

He lighteth as one weary of his life.

The other lords, like lions wanting food.

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.

Alen. Frossard, a countryman of ours, records,

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred.

During the time Edward the third did reign.

More truly now may this be verified

;

For none but Samsons, and Goliasses,

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten !

Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e'er suppose
They had such courage and audacity ?

Char. Let's leave this town; for they are hair-

brain'd slaves,

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager

:

Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth

'J'he walls they'll tear down, than forsake the siege.

Reig. I think, by some odd gimmals or device.

Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on

;

Else ne'er could they hold out so, as they do.
,

By my consent, we'll e'en let them alone.

Alen, Be it so.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans.

Bast. Where's the prince Dauphin ? I have news
for iiirn.

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.

Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer
appal'd

;

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ?

Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand

:

A holy maid hither with me I bring.

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven.
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege,

And drive the English forth the bounds of France.

The spirit of deep prophesy she hath,

Exceetling the nine sibyls of old Rome;
What's past, and what's to come, she can descrj'.

Speak, shall I call her in? Believe ray words.
For they are certain and nnfallible.

Char. Go, call her in : [Exit Bastard.] ^ai, first,

to try her skill,

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place

:

Question her proudly, let thy looks be stem :

—

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.

{Retires.)

Enter La Pucelt,e, Bastard of Orleans, and
others.

Reig. Fair maid, is't thou wilt do those wond'rous
feats ? [me ?

—

Puc. Reignier, is't thou that thinkest to beguile

Where is the Dauphin ?—come, come from behind

;

I know thee well, though never seen before.

Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me
;

In private will I talk wdth thee apart ;

—

Stand hack, you lords, and give us leave awhile.
Reig. She takes upou her bravely at first dash.
Puc. Dauphin, lam by birth a shepherd's daugh-

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. [ter,

Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas'd
To shine on my contemptible estate :

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs.
And to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks,
God's mother deigned to appear to me

;

And, in a vision full of majesty,
Will'd me to leave my base vocation.
And free my country from calamity

:

Her aid she promis'd, and assur'd success :

In complete glory she reveal'd herself;
And, whereas I was black and swart before,
With those clear rays which she infus'd on me.
That beauty am I bless'd with, which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And I will answer unpremeditated :

My courage try by combat, if thou dar'st.
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex.
Resolve on this : Thou shalt be fortunate.

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.
Char. Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high

terms

;

Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,

—

In smgle comb t thou shalt buckle with me

;

And, if thou vanquishest, thv words are true

;

Otherwise, I renounce all confidence.
Puc. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg'd sword,

Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side
;

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's cliurch-
Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. (yard.
Char. Then come o' God's name, I fear no woman.
Puc. And, while I live, I'll ne'er fly from a man.

{They fight)
Char. Stay, stay thy hand ; thou art an Amazon,

And tightest with the sword of Deborah.
Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were too

weak. [help me :

Char. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must
Impatiently I burn with thy desire

;

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd.
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so.

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign be :

'Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thiis.

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love.

For my profession's sacred from above :

When I have chased all thy foes from hence.
Then will I think upon a recompense. [thrall.

Char. Mean time, look gracious on thy prostrate
Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.

Alen. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her
smock

:

Else ne'er could he so long protract his speech.
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no

mean ? [know

;

Alen. He may mean more than we poor men do
These women are shrewd tempters with their

tongues. [on ?
Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise you

Shall we give over Orleans, or no ?

Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants I

Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard.
Char. What she says, I'll confirm ; we'll fight it

out.

Puc. Assign'd am I to be the English scourge.
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise:
Expect Saint Martin's summer, halcyon days.
Since I have euter'd into these wars.
Glory is like a circle in the water.
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself.

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought.
With Henry's death, the English circle ends

;

Dispersed are the glories it included.
Now am I like that proud insulting ship.

Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once.
Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove ?

Thou with an eagle art inspired then.

Helen, the mother of great Constantine,
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters, were like thee.
Bright star of Venus, fall'n down on the earth.

How may I reverently worship thee enough ?

Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege.

Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our
honours

;

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd.

Char. Presently we'll try :— Come, let's away
about it

:

No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. [Exeunt.

Scene IW—London. Hill before the Tower.

Enter, at the gates, the Duke o/Gloster, tvith
his Serving-men, in bine coots.

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day

;

Since Henry's death, I fear, there is conveyance.

—

Where be these warders, that they wait not here '?

Open the gates ; Gloster it is that calls.

{Servants knock.)
1 Ward. {Within.) Who is there, that knocks so

imperiously ?

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster
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2 Ward. (
Within.) Whoe'er he be, we may not

let him in.

I Serv. Answer yon so the lord protector, villains ?

1 ifF'ard. (
Within.) The Lord protect him ! so we

answer him :

We do no otherwise than we are will'd. [mine ?

Glo. Who willed yon ; or whose will stands, but

There's none protector of the realm, but I.

—

Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize :

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms?

Servants rush at the Totver gates. Enter to the

gates, Woodville, the Lieutenant.

Wood. [Within.) What noise is this? what
traitors have we here ?

Glo. Lieutenant, is it vou, whose voice I hear!

Open the gates ; here's Gloster tliat would enter.

Wood IJFithin.) Have patience, noble duke ; I

may not open

;

The cardinal of Wmchester forbids :

From him I have express commandmeDt,_
That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. [me?

Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him 'fore

Arrogant Winchester ? that haughty prelate.

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er conld brook?

Thou art no friend to God, or to the king :

Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly.

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector.

Or we'll burst them open, if that you come not

quickly.

Enter Winchester, attended by a Train of Ser-

vants in tawny coats.

Win. How now, ambitious Humpnrey, what
means this ? [shut out ?

Glo. Piel'd priest, dost thou command me to be

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor.

And not protector of the king or realm.

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator

;

Thou, that contriv'dst to murder our dead lord ;

Thou, that giv'st whores indulgences to sin

:

I'll canvas thee in thy broad cardinal's hat,

If thou proceed in this thy insolence. [foot

;

Win. Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge a

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt.

Glo. I will not slay thee, but I'll drive thee back :

Thy scarlet robes, as a child's bearing-cloth

I'll use to carry thee out of this place.

Win. Do what thou dar'st ; I beard thee to thy

face. [face ?

Glo. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; [beard

;

Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware your

(Gloster and his men attack the Bishop.)

I mean to tug it, and to culT you soundly :

Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal's hat;

In spite of pope or dignities of church.

Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down.

Win. Gloster, thou'lt answer this before the pope.

Glo. Winchester goose, I cry—a rope ! a rope !

—

Now beat them hence, why do you let them stay?

—

Thee I'll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's array.

—

Out. tawny coats !—out, scarlet hypocrite !

Here a great tumult. In the midst of it, enter

the Mayor of Lotidon, and officers.

May. Fy, lords! that you, being supreme ma-
gistrates.

Thus contumeliously should break the peace !

Glo. Peace, mayor ; thou know'st little of my
wrongs :

Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king.

Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use.

Win. Here's Gloster too, a foe to citizens
;

One, that still motions war, and never peace,

O'ercharging your free purses with large fines
;

That seeks to overtlirow religion,

Because he is protector of the realm :

And would have armour here out of the Tower,

To crown himself king, and suppress the prince.

Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but blows.
(Here they skirmish again.)

May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous

But to make open proclamation :

—

[strife,

Come, officer : as loud as e'er thou canst.

Offi. All manner of men, assembled here in

arms this day, against God's peace and the king's,

ive charge and coynmayid you, in his highness'

name, to repair to your several dtvelling-places ;

and not to ivear, handle, or use, any sivord, weoy

pon, or dagger, henceforward, uponpain of death.

Glo. Cardinal, 111 be no breaker of the law:

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large.

Win. Gloster, we'll meet; to thy dear cost, be

sure :

Thy heart-blood I will have, for this day's work.

May. I'll call for clubs, if you will not away

:

This cardinal is more haughty than the devil.

Glo. Mayor, farewell : thou dost but what thou

may'st.

Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head

;

For I intend to have it, ere long. [Exeunt.

May. See the coast clear'd, and then we will

depart.

—

Good God ! that nobles should such stomachs bear !

I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

France, Before Orleans.

Enter, on the walls, the Master-Gunner and his

Son.

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans is

besieg'd

;

And how the English have the suburbs won.

Son. Father, I know ; and oft have shot at them,

Howe'er, unfortunate, I miss'd my aim. [by me :

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd

Chief master-gunner am I of this town
;

Something I must do, to procure me grace.

The prince's espials have informed me.
How the English, in the suburbs close intrench'd.

Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars

In yonder tower, to overpeer the city

;

And thence discover, how, with most advantage.

They may vex us, with shot, or with assault.

To intercept this inconvenience,

A piece of ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd

;

And fully even these three days have I watch'd.

If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch,
For I can stay no longer.

If thou spy'st any, run and bring me word

;

And thou shalt find me at the governor's. [Exit.

Son. Father, I warrant you ; take you no care
;

I'll never trouble you, if I may spy them.

Enter, in an upper Chamber ofa Tower, the Lords
Salisbury and Talbot, Sir William Glans-
DALE, Sir Thomas Gargrave, and others.

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd !

How wert thou handled, being prisoner ?

Or by what -aeans got'st thou to be releas'd ?

Discourse, I pr'ythee, on this turret's top.

Tal. The duke of Bedford had a prisoner,

Called—the brave lord Ponton de Santrailles

;

For him I was exchang'd and ransomed.

But with a baser man of arms by far,

Once, in contempt, they would have barter'd me :

Which I, disdaining, scorn'd : and craved death

Rather than I would be so pil'd esteem'd.

In fine, redeem'd I was as I desir'd.

But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart

!

Whom with my bare fist I would execute.

If now I had him brought mto my power.

Sal. Yet tell'st thou not, how thou wert enter-

tain'd. [taunts

Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious

In open market-place produc'd they me.

To be a public spectacle to all

;

Here, said they, is the terror of the French,

The scare-crow, that affrights our children so.
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Then broke I from the officers that led me

;

And with my nails digg'd stones out of the ground,

To hurl at the beholders of my shame.
My grisly countenance made others fly;

None durst come near for fear of sudden death.

In iron walls they deem'd me not secure
;

So great fear of my name 'mongst them was spread,

That they suppos'd, I could rend bars of steel.

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant

:

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had,

That walk'd about me every minute-while

;

And if I did but stir out of my bed.

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart.

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd

;

But we will be reveng"d sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Orleans

:

Here, through this grate, 1 can count every one.

And view the Frencbraeu how they fortify ;

Let us look in, the sight will much delight thee.

—

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William Glansdale,
Let me have your express opinions.

Where is best place to make our battery next.

Gar. I think, at the north gate ; for there stand

lords.

Glan. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge.

Tal. For aught I see, this city must be famish'd,

Or with lignt skirmishes enfeebled.
(Shot from the town. Salisbury and Sir

Thomas Gargrave fall.)
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners !

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man

!

Tal. What chance is this, that suddenly hath
cross'd us?

—

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canSt speak;
How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men ?

One of thy eyes, and thy cheek's side struck off!

—

Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand.
That hath contriv'd this woeful tragedy I

In thirteen battles Salisbury o'ercame
;

Henry the fifth he first train'd to the wars

;

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck np.

His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field.

—

Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth
fail.

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace :

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.

—

Heaven, be thou gracious to none alire.

If Salisbury wants mercy at thv hands !

—

Bear hence his body, J will help to bury it.—

•

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ?

Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him.

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort;
Thou shalt not die, whiles

—

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me
;

As who should say. When I am dead and gone,
Remember to avenge me on the French.—
Plantagenet, I will; and Nero-like,

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn :

Wretched shall France be only in my name.
(Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum.)

What stu- is this? What tumult's in the heavens :'

Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise ?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have ga-
ther'd head :

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,

—

A holy prophetess, new risen up,

—

Is come with a great power to raise the siege.

(Salisbury groans.)
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan I

It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng'd.

—

Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you :

—

Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish.
Your hearts I'll stamp out with my horse's heels,
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains.

—

Convey me Salisbury into his tent,
And then we'll try what these dastard Frenchmen

dare. [Exeunt, bearing out the bodies.

Scene Y.—The same. Before one of the Gales.

Alarum. Skirmishings. Tai.botpursueth the Dau-
phin, and drivttn him in; then enter JoAN LA
Pucelle, driving Englishtnen before her. Then
enter Talbot.

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and my
force ?

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them

;

A woman, clad in armour, chaiieth them.

Enter La Pucelle.

Here, here she comes :—I'll have a bom with thee

;

Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee :

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch,
And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv'st

;

Puc. Gome, come, 'tis only I that must disgrace
thee. {They fight.)

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail '?

My breast I'll burst with straining of ray courage.
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder.
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet.

Pitc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come :

I must go victual Orleans forthwith

O'ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength.

Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-star\'ed men;
Help Salisbury to make his testament

:

This day is ours, as many more shall be.

(Pucelle enters the Town, ivith Soldiers.)

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's

wheel

;

I know not where I am, nor what 1 do :

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal,
Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists :

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome
stench.

Are from their hives, and houses, driven away.
They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs
Now, like to whelps, we crying run away.

{A short alarum)
Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight.

Or tear the lions out of England's coat

;

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions' s(ead :

Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf.

Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard.

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves.

(Alarum. Another skirmish.)
It will not be :—Retire into your trenches :

You all consented unto Salisbury's death.

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge.

—

Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans,

In spite of us, or aught that we could do.

O, would I were to die with Salisbury !

The shame hereof will make me hide my head.
{Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt Talbot and

his Forces, etc.)

Scene VI.

—

The same.

Enter, on the walls, Pucelle, Ch.usles, Reignier,
Alencon, and Soldiers.

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the walls
;

Rescu'd is Orleans from the English wolves :

—

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word.

Cliar. Divinest creature, bright Astrea's daugh.

How shall I honour thee for this success? [ter.

Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens.

That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next—
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess !

—

Recover'd is the town of Orleans :

More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state.

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the

town ?

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires.

And feast and banquet in tlie open streets.

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and
joy.

When they shall hear how we have plav'd the men
Char. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won,

For which, I will divide my crown with her

:
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And all the priests and friars in my realm

Shall, in procession, sing her endjess praise.

A statelier pyratnis to her I'll rear.

Than Khodope's, or Memphis', ever was :

In memory of her, when she is dead.

Her ashes, in an urn, more precious

Than the rich-jewel'd coffer of Darius,

Transported shall be at high festivals

Before the kings and queens of France.

No longer on Saint Denis will we cry.

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint.

Come in : and let us banquet royally.

After this golden day of victoiy. [Flourish. Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter to tfte Gates, a French Sergeant, and two
Sentinels.

Serg. Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant

:

If any noise, or soldier, you perceive.

Near to the walls, by some apparent sign,

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard.

1 Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Ser.l Thus
are poor servitors

(When others sleep upon their quiet beds,)

Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and Forces,
tvitk sealing ladders ; their drums beating a
dead march.

Tal. Lord regent,—and redoubted Burgundy,

—

By whose approach, the regions of Artois,

Walloon, and Picardy, are I'riends to us,

—

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure.

Having all day carous'd and banqueted :

Embrace we then this opportunity
;

As fitting best to quittance their deceit,

Contriv'd by ait, and baleful sorcery.

Bed. Coward of France !—how much he wrongs
his fame.

Despairing of his own aitn's fortitude.

To join with witches, and the help of hell.

Bur. Traitors have never other company.

—

But what's that Pucelle, whom they term so pure ?

Tal. A maid, they say.

Bed. A maid ! and be so martial

!

Bur. Pray God, she prove not masculine, ere long

;

If underneath the standard of the French,

She carry armour, as she hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with
spirits

:

God is our fortress ; in whose conqnering name.
Let us resolve to scale their flinty Dulwarks.

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee.

Tal. Not all together: better far I guess.

That we do make our entrance several ways;
That, if it chance the one of us do fail,

The other yet may rise against their force.

Bed. Agreed ; I'll to yon corner.

Bur. And I to this.

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his

grave.

—

Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right

Of English Henry, shall this night appear
How much in duty I am bound to both

{The English scale the walls, crying St. George I

a Talbot! and all enter by the Toivn.)

Sent. (Within.) Arm! arm! the enemy doth
make assault

!

The French lenp over the ivalls in their shirts.

Enter, several ways. Bastard, Alencon, Rei-
CNiER, half ready, and half unready.

Alen. How now, my lords ? what, all unready so?
Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we 'scap'd so well.

Reig. 'Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our
beds.

Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors.
Alen. Of all exploits, since first I foUow'd arms.

Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprize

More venturous, or more desperate than this.

Bast. I think, this Talbot be a fiend of hell.

Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him.

Alen. Here cometh Charles ; I marvel how he sped

Enter Chajilbs and La Pucelle.

Bast. Tat ! holy Joan was his defensive guard.

Char Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame ?

Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal.

Make us partakers of a little gain.

That now our loss might be ten times so much ?

Pitc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his

friend ?

At all times will yon have my power alike ?

Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail.

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?

—

Improvident soldiers I had your watch been good.
This sudden mischief never could have fall'n.

Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default

;

That, being captain of the watch to-night.

Did look no better to that weighty charge.
Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely kept,

As that whereof I had the government.
We had not been thus shamefully surpris'd.

Bast. Mine was secure.

Reig. And so was mine, my lord.

Cluir. And, for myself, most part of all this night.

Within her quarter, and mine own precinct,

I was employ'd in passing to and fro.

About relieving of the sentinels :

Then how, or which vvay, should they first break in?

Puc. Question, my lords, no further on the case,

Hovv, or which way ; 'tis sure, they found some place

But weakly guarded, where the breach was made.
And now there rests no other shift but tiiis,

—

To gather our soldiers, scatter'd and dispers'd.

And lay new platforms to endamage them.

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying, a
Talbot ! a Talbot .' They fly, leaving their
clothes behind.

Sold. I'll be so bold to take what they have left.

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword
;

For I have loaden me with many spoils.

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit.

Scene II.—Orleans. Within the Toiim.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a Captain,
and others.

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled.

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth.

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.

[Retreat sounded

)

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury;
And here advance it in the market-place.
The middle centre of this cursed town.

—

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul

;

For every drop of blood was drawn from him,
There hath at least five Frenchmen dieu lo-night.

And, that hereafter ages may behold
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him.
Within thf ir chiefest temple I'll erect
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr'd '

Upou the which, that every one may read.
Shall be engrav'd the sack of Orleans

;

The treacherous manner of his mournful death.
And what a terror he had been to France.
But, lords, in all our bloody massacre,
I muse, we met not with the Dauphin's grace

;

His new-come champion, virtuous John of Arc ;

Nor any of his false confederates.

Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight

began,

Rous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds
They did, amongst the troops of armed men.
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field.

Bur. Myself fas far as I could well discern.

For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night,)

Am sure, I scar'd the Dauphin, and liis trull

;

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running
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Like to a pair of loving tnrtle-doves,

That could not live asunder day or night
After that things are set in order here.

We'll follow them with all the power we have.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. All hail, my lords ! which of this princely

train

Call }'e the ^^•arlike Talbot, for his acts

So much applauded through the realm of France ?

Tal. Here is the Talbot ; who would speak with
him ?

Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne,
VVith modesty admiring thy renown.
By me entreats, good lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe
To visit her poor castle %vhere she lies;

That she may boast, she hath beheld the man
Whose glory fills the world wifh loud report.

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see, our wars
Will t(im unto a peaceful comic sport.

When ladies crave to be enconnter'd with.

—

Vou may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit.

'Tal. Ne'er trust me then ; for, when a world ofmen
Could not prevail with all their oratory.
Yet hath a woman's kindness over-rul'd :

—

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks :

And in submission will attend on her.

—

Will not your honours bear me company?
Bed. No, trnly ; it is more than manners will

:

And I have heard it said,—Unbidden guests
Are often welcomest, when they are gone.

Tal. WeW then, alone, since there's no remedy,
I mean to prove this lady's courtesy.
Come hither, captain.

( Whispers.)—You perceive
my mind.

Cant. I do, my lord ; and mean accordingly.

[Exeunt.

Scene IH.—Auvergne. Court of the Castle.

Enter the Countess and her Porter.

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge
;

And, when you have done so, bring the keys to me.
Fort. Madam, I will. \Exit.
Count. The plot is laid : if all things fallout right,

I shall as famous be by this exploit.

As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus' death.
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight.
And his achievements of no less account

:

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears.
To give their censure of these rare reports.

Enter Messenger and Talbot

Mess. Madam,
According as your ladyship desir'd,

By message crav'd, so is lord Talbot come.
Count. And he is welcome. What ! is this the
Mess. Madam, it is. [man ?

Count. Is this the scourge of France ?

Is this the Talbot, so much fear'd abroad,
That with his name the mothers still their babes ?
I see, report is fabulous and false :

I thought, I should have seen some Hercules,
A second Hector, for his grim aspect,
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs.
Alas! this is a child, a silly dwarf:
It cannot be, this weak and writhled shrimp
Should strike such terror to his enemies.

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you :

But, since your ladyship is not at leisure,
I'll sort some other time to visit you.

Count. What means he now ?—Go ask him,
whither he goes.

Mess. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady craves
To know the cause of your abrupt departure.

Tal. Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief,
I go to certify her, Talbot's here.

Re-enter Porter, with keys.

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner.
Fal. Prisoner ! to whom ?

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord

;

And for that cause I train'd thee to my house.
Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me.
For in my gallery thy picture hangs

:

But now the substance shall endure the like
;

And I will chain these legs and arms of thine,

That hast by tyranny, these many years.
Wasted our country, slain our citizens.
And sent our sons and husbands captivate.

Tal. Ha, ha, ha !

Count. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth shall

turn to moan.
Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond.

To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow.
Whereon to practise your severity.

Count. Why, art not thou the man ?

Tal. I am indeed.
Count. Then have I substance too.

Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself:
You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here

;

For what you see, is but the smallest part
And least proportion of humanity :

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here.
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch.

Your roof were not sufficient to contain it.

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce :

He will be here, and yet lie is not here

:

How can these contrarieties agree ?

Tal. That will I show you presently.

He ivinds a horn. Drums heard ; then a peal
of ordnance. The Gates being forced, enter
Soldiers.

How say you, madam? are you now persuaded
That Talbot is but shadow of himself ?
These are his substance, sinew, arms, and .strength.

With which he yoketh your rebellious necks
;

Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns.
And in a moment makes them desolate.

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pardon ray abuse

:

I find, thou art no less than fame hath bruited,

And more than may be gather'd by the shape.
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath

;

For I am sorry, that with reverence
I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tal. Be notdismay'd, fair lady; nor misconstrue
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake
The outward composition of his body.
What you have done hath not otfended me :

No other satisfaction do I crave,
But only (with your patience,) that we may
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have

;

For soldiers' stomachs always serve them well
Count. With all my heart ; and tiiink me honoured

To feast so great a warrior in my hou.se. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. The Temple Garden,

Enter the Earls o/Somerset, Suffolk, and War-
wick; Richard Plantagenet, Vernon and
another Lawyer.
Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means

this silence ?
'

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ?

Suf. Within the Temple hall we were too loud;

The garden here is more convenient.

Plan. Thea say at once, if I maintain'd the truth
j

Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the error ?

Suf. 'Faith, I have been a truant in the law
;

And never yet could frame my will to it;

And, therefore, frame the law unto my will.

Som. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then be-

tween us. [pitch;

War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper month
;

Between two blades, which bears the better temper;

Between two horses, which doth bear him best;

Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye :

I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit ofjudgment)
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law.

Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw

.
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Plan. Tnt, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance

:

The truth appears so naked on ray side,

Som. And on my side it is so well apparell'd,

That any purblind eye may iind it out.

So clear, so shining, and so exident.

That it will glimmer through a bliud man's eye.

Plan Siuce you are fongue-ty'd, and so loath

to speak,

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts

:

Let him, that is a true-born gentleman,

And stands upon the honour of his birth.

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth.

From od' this brier pluck, a white rose with rae.

Som. Let him, that is no covvard, nor no flatterer.

But dare maintain the party of the truth,

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.
War. I love no colours ; and, without all coloar

Of base insinuating flattery,

I pluck this svhite rose, with Plantagenet.

Suf. I pluck this red rose, with young Somerset

;

And say withal, I think he held the right.

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen ; and pluck no
more,

Till you conclude—that he, upon whose side

The fewest roses are cropp'd from the tree,

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good master Vernon, it is well objected

;

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence.

Plan. And I.

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case,

I pluck this pale, and maiden blossom here,

Giving my verdict on the white rose side.

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off;

Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red.

And fall on my side so against your will.

Ver. If I, my lord, for ray opinion bleed.

Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt,

And keep me on the side where still I am.
Som. Well, well, come on : Who else ?

haw. Unless my study and my books be false,

The argument you held, was wrong in you
;

{To Somerset.)

In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too.

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument ?

Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that.

Shall die your white rose in a bloody red.

Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit our

roses;

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing

The truth on our side.

Som. No, Plantagenet,

•Tis not for fear: but anger,—that thy cheeks

Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses
;

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.

Pla7i. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset?
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet ?

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth
;

Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood.

Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding-

roses.

That shall maintain what I have said is true.

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen.

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand,

1 scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy.

Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet.

Plan. Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both him

and thee.

Suf. I'll turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Away, away, good William De-la-Poole !

We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him.

War. Now by God's will, thou wrong'st him,

Somerset;
His grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence,

Third son to the third Edward king of England;

Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root?

Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege.

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus.

Som. By Him that made me, I'll maiutain my words
On any plot of ground in Christendom :

Was not thy father, Richard, earl of Cambridge,

For treason executed in our late king's daj's ?

And, by his treason, stand'st not thoii attained,

Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry?
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood

;

And, till thou be restor'd, thou art a yeoman.
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted

;

Condemn'd to die for treason, but no traitor
;

i\nd that I'll prove on better men than Somerset,
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will.

For your partaker Poole, and you yourself,

I'll note you in my book of memory,
I'o scourge you for this apprehension :

Look to it well ; and say you are well warn'd.
Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for tliee still

:

And know us, by these colours, for thy foes
;

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear.
Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear;
Until it wither with me to my grave.
Or flourish to the height of my degree.

Suf. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy ambition •

And so farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit.

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, ambi-
tious Richard. [Exit.

Plan, How I am brav'd, and must perforce en -

dure it

!

[house,

TVar. This blot, that they object against your

Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament.

And, if thou be not then created York,
I will not live to be accounted Warwick.
Mean time, in signal of my love to thee.

Against proud Somerset, and William Poole,

Will I upon thy party vvear this rose :

And here I prophesy,—This brawl to-day,

Grown to this faction, in the Temple garden,

Shall send, between the red rose and the white
A thousand souls to death and deadly night.

Plan. Good master Vernon, I am bound to you,

'That you on ray behalf would jjluck a flower.

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same.
Latv. And so will I.

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir.

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say.

This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exetmt.

Scene V.

—

The same. A Room in the Tower.

Enter Mortimer, brought in a cJiair by two
Keepers.

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age.

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.

—

Even like a man new haled from the rack,

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment

:

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of deata,
Nestor-like aged, in an age of care.

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer.
These eyes,— like lamps whose wasting oil la

spent.

—

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent

;

Weak shoulders, overborne with turd'ning grief;

And pithless arms, like to a wither'd vine

That droovs his sapless branches to the gronnd :

—

Yet are these feet, whose strengthless stay is numb,
Unable to support this lump of clay, —
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave.

As witting I no other comfort have.

—

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ?

1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come :

We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ;

And answer was return'd, that he will come.

Mor. Enough ; my soul shall then be satisfied.

—

Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine.

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign,

(Before whose glory I was great in arms,

)

This loathsome sequestration have I had
;

And even since then hath Richard been obscur'd,

Depriv'd of honour and inheritance:

But now, the arbitrator of despairs.

Just death, kind umpire of men's miseries.

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence \



Act III. Sc. 1. KfNU HENRY VI. 401

I would, his troubles likewise were expir'd.

That so he might recover what was lost.

Enter Richard Plantacenet.

1 Keep. ]My lord, your loving nephew uow is come.

Mor. Richard Plautagenet, my friend? Is he
come ?

Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd,

Vour nepliew, late-despised Richard, comes.

Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck.

And in his bosom spend my latter gasp :

O, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks.

That I may kindly give one fainting kiss^

—

And now declare, sweet stem from York's great

stock.

Why didst thou say—of late thou wert dospis'd ?

P/«?j.First, lean thine aged back against mine arm
;

And, in that ease, TU tell thee my disease.

This day, in argument, upon a case,

Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset aud me :,

Among which terms he used his lavish tongue.

And did upbraid me with my fathers death

;

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue.

Else with the like I had requited liim :

Therefore, good uncle,—for my father's sake.

In honour of a true Plantagenet,

And for alliance' sake,—declare the cause
My faOier, esrl of Cambridge, lost his head.

Mor. That caiiso, fair nephew, that imprison'd me,
And hath detain'd me, all my flow'ring youth.
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine.

Was cursed instrument of his decease.

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was

;

For I am ignorant, and cannot guess.

Mor. I will ; if that my fading breath permit.

And death approach not ere my tale be done.

Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king,

Depos'd his nephew Richard ; Edward's son,

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir

Of Edward king, the third of that descent:

During whose reign, the Percies of the north.

Finding his usurpation most unjust,

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne :

The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this.

Was—for that (young king Richard thus remov'd.

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,

)

I was the next by birth and parentage;

For by my mother I derived am
From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son

To king Edward the third, whereas he

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree.

Being but fourth of that heroic line.

But mark ; as, in this haughty great attempt.

They laboured to plant the rightful heir,

I lost my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after this, when Henry the fifth,

—

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke,—did reii^n.

Thy father, earl of Cambridge,—then deriv'd

From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York,

—

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was.
Again, in pity of my hard distress.

Levied an army : weening to redeem.
And have install'd me in the diadem :

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl,

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,
In whom the title rested, were suppress'd.

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last.

Mor. True , and thou seest that I no issue have
;

And that my fainting words do warrant death :

Tliou art my heir; the rest, I wish thee gather:
Bat yet be wary in thy studious care.

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with me :

Butyet, methinks, my father's execution
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny.
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thon politic

;

Strong-fixed is the house of Ijancaster,
And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd.
But now thy uncle is removing hence

;

^s princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd
VVith long continuance in a settled place.

Plan. O, uncle, 'would some part of my young
years

Might but redeem the passage of your age I

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as the slaught'rer
doth.

Which giveth many wotmds, when one will kill.

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good

;

Only, give order for my funeral

;

And so farewell ; and fair be all thy hopes !

And prosperous be thy life, in peace, aud war I

[Dies.)
Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul !

In prison hast (hou spent a pilgrimage,
And like a hermit overpass'd thy days.

—

Well, I will lock his counsc-1 in my breast;
And what I do imagine, let that rest.

—

Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself
Will see his burial better than his life.

—

[Exeunt Keepers, bearing out Mortimer.
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Choked with ambition of the meaner sort:

—

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries,

'Which Somerset hath offer'd to my house,

—

I doubt not, but with honour to redress :

And therefore haste I to the parliament

;

Either to be restored to my blood,
Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [E.xit.

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

The same. The Parliament House.

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Glosteh,
Warwick, Somerset, awrf Suffolk ; the Bishop
of Winchester, Richard Plantagenet, and
others. Gloster offers to put tip a hill ; Win
CHESTER snatches it and tears it.

Win. Com'st thou with deep premeditated lines.

With written pamphlets studiously devis'd,

Humphrey of Gloster V if thou can'st accuse.
Or aught intend'stto lay unto my charge.
Do it without invention suddenly

;

As I with sudden andextemporal speech
Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

Glo. Presumptuous priest I this place commands
my patience.

Or thou should'st find thou hast dishonourd me.
Think not, although in writing I preferr'd

The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes,

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able

Verbatim to rehearse the method of my peu

:

No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness,
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks.
As very infants prattle of thy pride.

I'hou art a most pernicious usurer

:

Froward by nature, enemy to peace;
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems
A man of thy profession, and degree

;

And for thy treachery. What's more manifest?
In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life.

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower?
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sii'ted.

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt
From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee.—Lords, vouchsafe
To give me hearing what 1 shall reply.

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse.

As he will have me. How am I so poor?
Or how haps it, I seek not to advance
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ?

And for dissention, Who preferreth peace

More than I do,—except I be provok'd ?

No, my good lords, it is not that offends

;

It is not tliat, that liath incens'd the duke :

It is, because no one should sway but he
;

No one, but he, should be about the king
;

And that engenders thunder in his breast.

And makes him roar these accusations forth.

But he shall know, I am as good

Glo. As good?
Thou bastard of my grandfather I—

CO
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Wtn. Ay, lordly sir; For what are yon, 1 pray.

But one imperious in another's throne ?

Gh. Am I not the protector, saucy priest ?

W^in. And am I not a prelate of the church?
Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps.

And useth it to patronage his theft.

Win. Unreverent Gloster!

Glo. Thou art reverent

Tonchinjr thy spiritual function, not thy life.

Win. This Rome shall remedy.

War. Roam thither then.

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.

Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious.

And know the office that belongs to such.

War. Methinks, his lordship should be humbler
;

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead.

iS'o7«. Yes, when his holy state is tonch'd so near.

War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that ?

Is not his grace protector to the king?
Plan. Flantagenet, I see, must hold his tongue ;

Lest it be said, Speak, sirrah, when you should;

Must your bold verdict enter talk ivith lords !

Else would I have a fling at Winchester. {Aside.)

K. Hen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester,
The special watchmen of our English weal

;

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail.

To join your hearts in love and amity.

O, what a scandal is it to our crown.
That two such noble peers as ye, should jar I

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell.

Civil dissention is a viperous worm.
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth.

—

{A noise tvithin ; Dotvn with the tawny coats !)

What tumult's this?

War. An nproar, I dare warrant,

Begun through malice of the bishop's men.
{A. noise again ; Stones ! Stones .')

Etiter the Mayor of London, attended.

May. O, my good lords,—and virtuous Henry,

—

Pity the city of London, pity us !

The bishop and the duke of Gloster's men,
Forbidden late to carry any weapon.
Have fill'd their pockets full of pebble-stones;

And, banding themselves in contrary parts,

Do pelt so fast at one another's pate,

Tliat raanv have their giddy brains knock'd out

:

Our windows are broke down in every street.

And we, for fear, compell'd to shut our shops.

Enter, sMrmishing, the retainers of Gloster and
Winchester, with bloody pates.

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself,

To hold your slaught'ring hands, and keep the peace.
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife.

1 Serv. Nay, if we be
Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it with our teeth.

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute.

(Skirmish again.)

Glo. You ofmy household, leave this peevish broil.

And set bis unaccustom'd fight aside.

1 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth,

Inferior to none, but to his m.'jesty :

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince,

So kind a father of the commonweal.
To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate,

'

We, and our wives, and children, all will fight,

And have our bodies slaughter'd by thy foes.

"2 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails

Shall pitch a field, when we are dead.
{Skirmish again.)

Glo. Stay, stay, if say

!

And, if you love me, as yon say you do.

Let me persuade you to forbear a while.

K. H. O, how tills discord doth alBict my soul !

—

Can yon, my lord of Winchester, behold ,

My sighs and tears, and will not once relent iiVJy

Wllio should be pitiful, if you be iiot

;

Or who should study to prefer a peace,

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ?

War. My lord protector, yield ;—yield, Win-
chester;

—

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse.

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm.

You see what mischief, and what murder too.

Hath been enacted through your enmity •

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood.

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield.

Glo, Compassion on the king commands me stoop

;

Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest

Should ever get that privilege of me.
War. Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke

Hath banish'd moody discontented fury,

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear

:

Why look you still so stern, and tragical ?

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.
K. Hen. Fy, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you

preach.

That malice was a great and grievous siu

:

And will not you maintain the thing you teach.

But prove a chief offender in the same ?

War. Sweet king !—the bishop hath a kindly

gird.—
For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent

;

What, shall a child instruct you what to do ?

Witi. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee

;

Love for thy love, and hand for hand J give.

Glo. Ay ; bat, I fear me, with a hollow heart.

—

See here, my friends and loving countrymen

;

This token serveth for a flag of truce.

Betwixt ourselves, and all onr followers :

So help me God, as I dissemble not

!

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not

!

{Aside.)

K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster,

How joyful am I made by this contract !

—

Away, my masters I trouble us no more
;

But join in friendship, as your lords have done.
1 Serv. Content ; I'll to the surgeon's.
'2 Serv. And so will I.

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern
affords. [Exeunt Servants, Mayor, ^c.

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign

;

Wiiich in the right of Richard Plautagenet
We do exhibit to your majesty.

Glo. Well urg'd, my lora of Warwick;—for,

sweet prince.

An if your grace mark every circumstance,
You have great leason to do Richard right:

Especially, for those occasions
At Elthara- place I told your majesty.
K. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of force:

Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is.

That Richard be restored to his blood.

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood
;

So sliall his father's wrongs be recompeus'd.
Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.
K. Hen If Richard will be true, not that alone.

But all the whole inheritance I give.
That dotn belong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.
Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience.

And humble service, till the point of death.
K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against

my foot

;

And, in reguerdon of that duty done,
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York :

Rise, Richard, like a true Plautagenet

;

And rise created princely duke of York.
Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall

!

And as my duty springs, so perish they
That grudge one thought against your majesty !

All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty auke of

Y'ork

!

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York

!

{Aside.)

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty.

To cross the seas, and to be crowu'd in Fiauce :
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The presence of a kiug engenders love

Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends
;

As it disauiinates his enemies.

K. Hen. When Gloster says the word, king

Henry goes

;

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness.

[Exeunt all but Exeter.

Exe. Ay, we may march in England, or i

France,
Not seeing what is likely to ensae :

This late dissention, grown betwixt the peers.

Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd love.

And will at last break out into a flame :

As fester'd members rot but by degrees.
Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall avvay,

So will this base and envious discord breed.

And now I fear that fatal prophecy.
Which, in the time of Henry, nam'd the fifth.

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,

—

That Henry, boru at Montmouth, should win all

;

And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all

:

Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

France. Before Roiien.

Enter la Pucelle disrjuised, and Soldiers dressed
like countrymen, ivitk sacks upon their backs.

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Roiien,

Through which our policy must make a breach :

Take heed, be wary how you place your words

;

Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men,
That come to gather money for their corn.

If we have entrance (as, I hope, we shall),

And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
I'll by a sign give notice to our friends.

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them.

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city.

And we be lords and nders over Roiien

;

Therefore we'll knock. {Knocks.)

Guard. [Within.) Qui est Idf

Puc. Paisans, jjauvres (jens de France :

Poor market-folks, that come to sell their corn.

Guard. Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung.

{Opens the gates.)

Puc. Now, Roiien, I'll shake thy bulwarks to the

ground. {Pucelle, §f'c. enter the city.)

Enter Chakles, Bastard of Orleans, Alencon,
and Forces.

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy stratagem !

And once again we'll sleep secure in Roiien.

Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle, and her practisants

;

Now she is there, how will she specify.

Where is the best and safest passage in ?

Alen. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower

;

Which, once discern'd, shews, that her meaning is,

—

No way to thait, for weakness, which she enter'd.

Enter La Pucelle on a battlement : holding out a
torch burni?ig.

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch,

That joineth Roiien unto her countrymen

;

But burning fatal to the Talbotites.

Bast. See, noble Charles ! the beacon ofonr friend.

The burning torch in yonder turret stands.

Char. Now shine it like a comet nf revenge,
A prophet to the fall of all our foes

'

Alen. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends;
Enter, and cry

—

The Dcmphin'.—presently.

And then do execution on the watch. ( They enter.)

Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English.

Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with
thy tears.

If Talbot but survive thy treachery.

—

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress.
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares.
That hardly we escap'd the pride of France.

[Exeunt to the Toivn.

Alarum : Excursions. Enter, from the Toicn
Bedford, brought in sick, in a cha'n , with
Talbot, Burgundy, and the English Forces.

Then, enter on the walls, La Pucelle, Char-
les, Bastard, Alencon, and others.

Puc. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye com fi r

bread ?

I think, the duke of Burguudy will fast.

Before he'll buy again at such a rate :

'Twas full of darnel ; do you like the taste ?

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless courtezan!

I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own.
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn.

Cha. Your g^ace may starve, perhaps, before that

time.

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this

treason

!

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break

a lance,

And run a tilt at death within a chair?
Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite,

Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours

!

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age,

And twit with cowardice a man half dead?
Damsel, I'll have a bout with you again.

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame.
Puc. Are you so hot, sir ?—Yet, Pucelle, hold

thy peace

;

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.

—

( Talbot, and the rest, consult together.)

God speed the parliament ! who sliall be the speaker:

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ?

Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for

To try if that our own be ours, or no. [fools,

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate,
But unto thee, Alencon, and the rest;

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out?
Alen. Signior, no.

Tal. Signior, hang!—base muleteers of France !

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls.

And aarp not take up arms like gentlemen.
Puc. Captains, away, let's get us from the walls

,

For Talbot meons no goodness, by his looks.

—

God be wi' you, ray lord ! we came, sir, but to tell

That we are here. [you

[Exeunt La Pucelle, §'c.fro7n the walls.

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long.

Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame !

—

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,
(Prick'd on by public wrongs, sustain'd in France,)
Either to get the town again, or die :

And I,—as sure as Euglish Henry lives.

And as his father here was conqueror

;

As oure as in this late-betrayed (own
Great Cceur-de-lion's heart was buried ;

So sure I swear, to get the town, or die.

Bur. ]My vows are equal partners with thy vows.

Tal. But, ere we go, regard (his dying prince,

The vahantduke of Belford :—Come, my lord.

We will bestow you in some better place.

Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age.

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me :

Here will I sit before the walls of Roiien,

And will be partner of your weal, or woe.

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade

you. [read.

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once F

That stout Pendragoi), in his litter, sick.

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes :

Methinks, I should revive the soldiers' hearts.

Because I ever found them as myself

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast !

—

Then be it so :—Heavens keep old Bedford safe !-

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,

But gather we our forces out ofhand.

And set upon our boasting enemy.

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and Forces,
leaving Bedford, and others.

c c'
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Alarutn. Excursions. Enter Sir John Fastolfe,
and a Captain.

Cap. Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in such
liaste ?

Fust. Whither away? to save myself by flight;

We are like to have the overthrow again.

Cap. What ! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ?

Fast. Ay,
All the Talbots ia the world, to save nay life.

|
Exit.

Cap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow thee !

[Exit.

Retreat. Excursions. Enterfrom the Town, La
PucELiiE, Alencon, Charles, ^'c. and exeunt

flying.

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when lieaven please;

For I have seen our enemies' overthrow. i

What is the trust or strength of foolish man ?

They, that of late were daring with their scoffs.

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves.

[Dies, and is carried off in his chair.

Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others.

Tal. Lost, and recover'd in a day again

!

This is a double honour. Burgundy :

. Yet,' heavens have glory for this victory

!

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects

Thy noble deeds, as valour's monument.
Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle

I think her old familiar is asleep : [now ?

Now wht-re's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his

gleeks ?

What, all amort ? Roiien hangs her head for grief.

That such a valiant company are fled.

Now will we take some order in the town.
Placing therein some expert officers

;

And then depart to Paris, to the king

;

For there young Harry, with his nobles, lies.

Bwr. What wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Burgundy.

Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not forget

The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas'd.

But see his exequies fulfiU'd in Roiien
;

A braver soldier never couched lancr,

A gentler heart did never sway in court

:

Hut kings, and mightiest potentates, must die
;

For that's the end of human misery. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. The Plains near the City.

Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alencon, La
Pucelle, atid Forces.

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident.

Nor grieve, that Roiien is so recovered

:

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive.

For things, that are not to be remedied.
Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while.

And like a peacock sweep along his tail

;

We'll pull his plumes, and take away his train,

If Dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul'd.

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto.

And of thy cunning had no diffidence
;

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust.

Bast. Search out tliy wit for secret policies,

And we will make thee famous througli the world.

Alen. We'll set thy statue in some holy place.

And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint

;

Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good.

Puc. Then thus it must be ; this dotii Joan de-
vise :

By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words,

We -will entice the duke of Burgundy
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us.

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that,

France were no place for Henry's warriors

;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us,

Hut be extirped from our provinces. [France,

Ahn. VoT ever should they be expuls'd from
nd not have title to an earldom here. [work,
Puc. V'oiir honours shall perceive how I will

To bring this matter to the wished end.

{Drums heard.

)

Hark ! by the sound of drum, you may perceive

Their powers are niarchiug unto Paris-ward.

An English March. Enter, and pass over at a
distance, Talbot and his Forces.

There goes the Talbot, witli his colours spread,

And all the troops of English after him.

A French March. Enter the Duke of BuRGUNUK
a7id Forces.

Now, in the rearward, comes the duke, and his;

Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind.

Summon a parley, we will talk wth him.

{A parley sounded.)
Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy ?

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy?
Puc. The princely Charles of France, tiiy couii-

flyman.

Bur. What say'st thou, Charles ? for I am march-
ing hence.

Char. Speak, Pucelle ; and enchant him with tity

words.
Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France,

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee,

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious.

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile France,

And see the cities and the towns defac'd

By wasting ruin of the cruel foe !

As looks the mother on her lowly babe.

When death doth close his tender dying eyes,

See, see the pining malady of France
;

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural svounds.

Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast

!

O, turn thy edged sword another way

;

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not tho.se that help \

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country's bo-

som, [gore
;

Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign

Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears.

And wash away tliy country's stained spots .'

Bur. Either she hath bewitch'd me with her

Or nature makes me suddenly relent. [yvoros.

°wc. Besides, all French and France exclaims

on thee.

Doubting thy birth, and lawful progeny.

Who join'st thou with, but with a lordly nation.

That will not trust thee, but for profit's sake ?

When Talbot hath set footing once in France,

And fashion'd thee that instrument of ill.

Who then, but English Henry, will be lord.

And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ?

Call we to mhid,—and mark but this, for proof;- —
Was not the diike of Orleans thy foe ?

And was he not in England prisoner?

But, when they heard he was thine enemy,
They set him free, without his ransom p^iid.

In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends.

See then ! t'liou fight'st against thy contrymen.
And join's! with them will be thy slaughter-men.

Come, come, return ; return, thou wand'riug lord
;

Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their arms.
Bur. I am vanquished ; these haughty words of

her's

Have batter'd me 'ike roaring cannon-shot.

And made me almost yield upon my knees.

—

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen I

And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace :

My forces and my power of men are yours;

—

So, farewell, Talbot ; I'll no longer trust thee.

Puc. one like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn

again

!

[us fresh.

Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship makes
Bast. And doth beget new courage in our

breasts. [this,

Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part in

And doth deserve a coronet of gold.

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our
powers

;
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And seek how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Paris. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other Lords,
Vernon, Basset, §'0. To them Tax,bot, and
some of his Officers.

Tal. My gracious jirincc, — and honourable

peers,

—

Hearing of your arrival iu this realm,

I have awhile given truce uuto my wars.

To do my duty to my sovereign :

In sign whereof, this arm,—that hath rcclaim'd

To your obedience fifty fortresses.

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength.

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,

—

Lets fall his sword before your highness' feet;

And, with submissive loyalty of heart.

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got.

First to ray God, and next mito your grace,

K. Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster,

That hath so long been resident in France !

Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege.

K. Hen. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious

lord

!

When I was young (as yet I am not old,)

I do remember how my father said,

A stouter champion never handled sword.
Long since we were resolved of your truth.

Your faithful sefHce, and your toil in war;
Vet never have you tasted our reward.
Or been reguerdon'd with so much as thanks.
Because till now we never saw your face :

Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts.

We here create you earl of Shrewsbury

;

And in our coronation take your place.

[Exeunt King Hemry, Gloster, Talbot,
and Nobles.

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea,

Disgracinjr of these colours that I wear
In honour of my noble lord of York ,

—

Dar'stthou maintain the former words thou spak'st?

Bas. Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord, the duke of Somerset.

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

Bas. Why, what is he ? as good a man as York.
Ver. Hark ye ; not sj : in witness, take ye that.

{Strikes him.)

Bas. Villain, thou know'st the law of arms is

such.

That, whoso draws a fword, 'tis present death

;

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood.

But rU unto his majesty, and crave

I may have liberty to venge this wrong

;

When thou shalt see, I'll meet thee to thy cost.

Ver. Well, miscreant, I'll be there as soon as

you;
And, after, meet yoii sooner than you would.

[Exeimt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Room of State.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York,
Suffolk, Somerset, Winchester, Warwick,
Talbot, the Governor of Paris, and others.

Glo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head.
Win. God save king Henry, of that name th^

sixth

!

Glo. Now, governor of Paris, tike your oath,

—

[Governor kneels.)
That you elect no other king but him :

Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends

;

And none your foes, but such as shall pretend
Mahcious practices against his state :

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God !

[Exeunt Gov. and his Train.

Enter Sir John Fastolfe.

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode fiDin

Calais,

To haste unto your coronation,
A letter was deliver'd to my hands.
Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy.

Tal. Shame to the diike of Burgundy, and thee !

I vow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee next.

To tear tlie garter from thy craven's leg.

[Plucking it off.)

(Which I have done) because unworthily
Thou wast installed in that high degree.

—

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest

:

This dastard, at the battle of Patay,
When but in all I was six thousand strong.

And that the French were almost ten to one,

—

Before we met, or that a stroke was given.

Like to a trusty squire, did run away ;

In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ;

Myself, and divers gentlemen beside.
Were there surpris'd, and taken prisoners.

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss;
Or whether that such cowards ought to wear
Tin's ornament of knighthood, yea, or no.

Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous,
'And ill beseeming any common man;
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader.

Tal. When first this order was ordain'd, my loriiJ

Knights of the garter were of noble birth ;

Valiant, and virtuous, full of haughty courage,

Such as were grown to credit by the wars
;

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress,

But always resolute in most extremes.
He then, that is not furnish'd in this sort.

Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight.

Profaning this most honourable order

;

And should (if I were worthy to be judge,)
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood.

K. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen ! thou hear'st

thy doom :

Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight

;

Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death.

—

[Exit Fastolfe
And now, my lord protector, view the letter.

Sent from our uncle, duke of Burgundy.
Glo. What means his grace, that he hath chaiig'd

his style ? (Viewing tlie superscription.^
No more but, plain and bluntly,

—

To the king'l

Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign ?

Or doth this churlish superscription

Pretend some alteration in good will ?

What's here ?

—

I have, upon especial cause,—
(Reads.)

Mov'd ivith compassion ofmy country's wreck.
Together ivith the pitiful complai7its

Ofsuch as your oppression feeds upon,—
Forsaken your perniciousfaction,
And join'd tvith Charles, the rightful king oj

France.
monstrous treachery ! Can this be so;

That in alliance, amity, and oaths.

There should be found such false dissembling guile ?

K. Hen. What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt ?

Glo. He doth, my lord, and is become your foe.

K. Hen. Is that the worst, this letter doth contain 'f

Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes.

K. Hen. Why then, lord Talbot there shall talk

with him.
And give him chastisement for this abuse :

—

My lord, how say you':' are you not content?
Tal. Content, my liege ? Yes, but that I am

prevented,
1 should have begg'd I might ha\e been employ'd.
K. Hen. Then gather strengtii, and march unto

him straight;

Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treason
;

And what ofi'ence it is, to flout his friends.

Tal. I go, my lord; iu heart desiring still.

You may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit

Enter Vernon and Basset.

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign !
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Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too !

York. This is my servant; Hear him, noble

pnnce
Som. And this is mine; Sweet Henry, favour

him

!

K. Hen. Be patient, lords ; and give them leave

to speak.

—

Say, gentlemen. What makes you thns exclaim?

And wherefore crave you combat; or with whom?
Yer. ^Vith him, my lord ; for he hath done me

wrong.

Bas. And I with him; for he hath done me
wrong. [complain ?

K. Hen. What is tlmt wrong, whereof you both

First let me know, and then I'll answer yon.

Bas. Crossing the sea from England into France,

This fellow here, with envious carping tongue,

Upbraided me about the rose I wear ;

Saying—the sanguine colour of the leaves

Did represent my master's blushing cheeks.

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth.

About a certain question in the law,

Argu'd betwixt the duke of York and him

;

With other vile and ignominious terms

:

In confutation of whirTi rude reproach, ;,

And in defence of my lord's worthiness,

I crave the benefit of law of arms.

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord :

For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit.

To seta gloss upon his bold intent.

Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by him

;

And he first took exceptions at this badge,

I'ronouncing—that the paleness of this flower

Bewray'd the faintness of my master's heart.

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left?

Su7n. Your private grudge, my lord of York, will

Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it. [out,

A'. Hen. Good Lord ! what madness rules in

brain-sick men

;

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause.

Such factious emulations shall arise !

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset,

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace.

York. Let this dissension first be tried by fight.

And then your highness shall command a peace.

Sotn. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone
;

Uetwixt ourselves let us decide it then.

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset.

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first.

Bas. Confirm it so^ mine honourable lord.

Glo. Confirm it so ? Confounded be your strife !

And perish ye, with your audacious prate I

Presumptuous vassals ! are you not asham'd.

With this immodest clamorous outrage

To trouble and disturb the king and us?

And you, my lords,—methinks you do not well,

To bear with their perverse objections

;

Much less, to take occasion from their mouths

To rai.se a mutiny betwixt yourselves

;

Let me persuade you, take a better course.

Exe. It grieves his highness:—Good my lords,

be friends.

K. Hen. Come hither, you, that would be com-
batants :

Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour.

Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause.

—

And you, my lords,—remember where we are;

In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation

:

If they perceive dissentions in our looks,

And that within ourselves we disagree,

How will their grudging stomachs be provok'd

To wilful disobedience and rebel?

Beside, What infamy will there arise.

When foreign princes shall be certified.

That, for a toy, a thing of no regard.

King Henry's peers, and chief nobility,

Destroy'd themselves, and lost the realm of France ?

O, think upon the conquest of my father.

My tender years, and let us not forego

That for a trifle, that was bought with blood !

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife.

I see no reascm, if I wear this rose,

{Putting on a red rose.)

That any one .should therefore be suspicious

I more incline to Somerset, than York :

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both:
As well they may upbraid me with my crown.
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown'd.
But your discretions better can persuade.
Than I am able to instruct or teach :

And therefore, as we hither came in peace.
So let us still continue peace and love.

—

Cousin of York, we institute your grace
To be our regent in these parts of France

:

And, good my lord of Somerset, unite

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ;

—

And, like true subjects, .sous of your progenitors.

Go cheerfully together, and digest

Your angry choleron your enemies.
Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest.

After some respite, will return to Calais;

From thence to England ; where I hope e'er long

To be presented, by your victories.

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout.

[Flourish. Exeunt Kitig Henry, Glo. Som
Win. Suf. and Basset.

War. My lord of York, I promise yon, the king
Prettily, methought, did play the orator.

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not.

In that he wears the badge of Somerset. [not

;

War. Tush, that was but his fancy, 'ulatiie him
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm.

York. And if I wist he did,— But let it rest;

Other affairs must now be managed.
Exeunt^ork, Warwick, and Vernon.

Exe. Well didst tnou, Richard, to suppress thy
voice

:

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out,

1 fear, we should have seen decipher'd there

More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils.

Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'd.

But howsoe'er, no simple man that sees

This jarring discord of nobility,

Thisshould'ring of each other in the court.

This factious bandying of their favourites,

But that it doth presage some ill event.

'Tis much, when sceptres are in children's hands
;

But more, when envy breeds unkind division

;

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion.

[E.xit.

Scene II.

—

Before Bourdeaux.

Enter TAHiOT, ivith his Forces.

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter,
Sumnum their general unto the wall.

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the ivalls, the
General of the French Forces, and others.

English John Talbot, cai)tains, calls you fiirth,

Servant in arms to Harry King of England
;

And thus he would,—Open your city gates.

Be humbie to us ;
call my sovereign yours.

And do him homage as obedient subjects.

And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power

:

But, if you frown upou this proff'er'd peace.
You tempt the fury of my three attendants.

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire

;

Who, in a moment, even with the earth
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers.
If you forsake the offer of their love.

Geti. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death.

Our nation's terror and their bloody scourge !

The period of thy tyranny approachetli.

On us thou can'st not enter, but by death

:

For, I protest, we are well fortified,

An(l strong enough to issue out and fight

:

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, §|
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee :

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd.

To wall thee from the liberty of flight

;

And no way canst ihou turn thee for redress.
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But death doth front thee with apparent spoil.

And pale destruction meets thee in the face.

Ten thousand' French have ta'en the sacrament.

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but Englisg Talbot.

Lo ! there thou stand'st, a breathing valiant man,
Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit

:

This is the latest glory ofthy praise.

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal

;

For ere the glass, that now begins to ran,

finish the process of his sandy hour.

These eyes, that see thee now well-coloured,

Shall see thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead.

[Drums afar ojf'.

Hark ! hark ! the Dauphin's drum, a warning bell.

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul

;

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out.

[Exeimt General, §fc. from the walls.

Tal. He fables not, I hear the enemy ;

—

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings.

—

O, negligent and heedless discipline I

How are we park'd, and bounded in a pale
;

A little herd of England's timorous deer,

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs !

Ifwe be English deer, be then in blood:
Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch

;

But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags.

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel.

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay

:

Sell every man his life as dear as mine.
And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends.

—

God, and Saint George! Talbot, and Eugland's
right

!

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight

!

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Plains in Gascony.

Enter YoUK., tvith Forces ; to him a Messenger.

York. Are not the speedy scouts return'd again.

That dogged the mighty army of the Dauphin ?

Mess. They are returned, my lord ; and give it

out
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power.
To fight with Talbot : As he march'd along,

By your espials were discovered
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led

;

Which join'd with him, and made their inarch for

Bourdeaux.
York. A plague upon that villain Somerset,

That thus delay.s my promised supply
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege

!

Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid
;

And 1 am lowted by a traitor villain.

And cannot help the noble chevalier :

God comfort him in this necessity I

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Enter Sir William Lucy.

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English
strength.

Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot

;

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron.

And hemm'd about with grim destruction :

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York !

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's ho-

nour, [heart

York. O God .' that Somerset—who in proud
Doth stop my cornets—were in Talbot's place !

So should we save a valiant gentleman,
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward.
Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep.
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd

lord

!

\ork. He dies, we lose ; I breakmy warlike word ;We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get

;

All 'long of this vile traitor Somerset.
Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot's

soul!

And on his son, young John ; whom two hours since,
I met in travel toward his warlike father!
This seven years did not Talbot see his son

;

And now they meet where both their lives are done.
York. Alas ! whatjoy shall noble Talbot have,

To bid his young son welcome to his grave ?
Away, vexation almost stops my breath.
That sunder'd friends greet in the hour of death.

—

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can,
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man.

—

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won awny,
'Ljug all of Somerset, and his delay. [Exit.
Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders.
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror.
That ever-living man of memory,
Henry the fifth :—Whiles they each other cross.

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit.

Scene 1Y.—Other Plains ofGascony.

Enter Somerset with his Forces ; an Officer of
Talbot's tvith him.

Som. It is too late ; I cannot send them now

:

This expedition was by York, and Talbot,
Too rashly plotted ; all our general force
Might with a sally of the very town
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour.
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure :

York set him on to fight, and die in shame.
That Talbot dead, great York might bear the name

Off. Here is sir VVilliara Lucy, who with me
Set from our o'er-match'd forces forth for aid.

Enter Sir William Lucy.

Som. How now, sir William ? whither were you
sent?

Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold
lord Talbot;

Who ring'd about with bold adversily.
Cries out for noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from his weak legions.

And whiles the honourable ca[)tain there
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs.
And, in advantage ling'ring, looks for rescue.
You, his false hopes, the trust of England's honour.
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation.
Let not your private discord keep away
The levied succours that should lend him aid.

While he, renowned noble gentleman.
Yields up his life unto a world ofodds :

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, and liurguiidy,

Alencon, Reignier, compass him about.

And Talbot perisheth by your default.

Som. York set him on, York should have sent him
aid. [claims

;

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex.-

Sweanng, that you withhold his le\ ied host.

Collected for this expedition. [horse :

Som. \ork lies; he might have sent and had the
I owe him little duty, and less love;

And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending.

Lucy. The fraud of England, not (he force of
France,

Hath now enttapp'd \Jie noble-minded Talbot

:

Never to England shall he bear his life
;

But dies, betray'd to fortune by your strife.

Som. Come, %o\ 1 will despatch the horsemen
straight :

Within six hours they will be at his aid.

Lucy. Too late comes rescue ; he is (a'en, or slain

For fly he could not, if he would have tied ;

And fly would Talbot never, though hcmight.
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot (hen adieu.'

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his .«liaiiif In

you. [Exeurti
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Scene V.

—

The English Camp near Bourdeaitx.

Enter Talbot a7id John his Son.

Tal. O young John Talbot! I did send for thee.

To tutor thee in stratagems of war

;

That Talbot's name might be in tliee reviv'd.

When sapless age, and weak unable limbs,

Shotdd bring thy father to his drooping chair.

liul^—O malignant and ill-boding stars !

—

Now thou art come unto a feast of death,

A terrible and unavoided danger :

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest liorse
;

And I'll direct thee how thou shall escape

By sudden flight: come, dally not, begone.

John. Is ray name Talbot? and am I your son?

And shall I fly ? O, if you love my mother.

Dishonour not her honourable name.
To make a bastard, and a slave of me

:

The world will say—He is Talbot's blood,

That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood.

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain.

John. He, that flies so, will ne'er return again.

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die.

John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you fly :

Your loss is great, so your regard should be;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me.

Upon my death the French can little boast;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost.

Fliglit cannot stain the honour you have won

;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done :

Vou fled for vantage every one will swear;

But, if I bow, they'll say—it was for fear.

There is no hope, that ever I will stay,

If, the first hour, I shrink, and run away.

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality.

Rather than life preserv'd with infamy.

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb ?

John. Ay, rather than I'll shame my mothers

womb.
Tal. Upon my blessing I command thee go.

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.

Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee.

John. No part of him, but will be shame in me.

Tal. Thou never had'st renown, nor canst not

lose it. [abuse it?

John. Yes, your renowned name ; Shall flight

Tal. Thy father's charge shall clear thee from
tliat stain.

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain.

If death be so apparent, then both fly. [die ?

Tal. And leave ray followers here, to fight, and

My a^e was never tainted with such shame.

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame ?

No more can I be sever'd from your side,

Tiian can yourself yourself in twain divide :

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I

;

For live I will not, if my father die.

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son.

Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.

Come, side by side together live and die
;

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.—^ Field ofBattle.

Autnim : Excursions, wherein Talbot's son is

hemmed about, and Talbot rescues him

.

Tal. Saint George and victory! fight, soldiers,

fight;

The re^'ent hath with Talbot broke his word.

And lelt us to the rage of France his sword.

Where is John Talbot ?—pause and take tliy breath
;

I gave thee life, and rescu'd thee from death.

John. O twice my father ! twice am I thy son :

The life, thou gav'st me first, was lost and done.

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate,

I'd my determin'd time thou gav'st new date.

Tal. When from the Dauphin's crest tiiy swoid
struck fire.

It warm'd thy father's heart with i>roud desire

Of bold-fac'd victory. Then leaden age.

Quicken'd with youthful spleen, and warlike rage.

Beat down Alenjjon, Orleans, Burgundy,
And from the pride of Gallia rescu'd thee.

The ireful bastard Orleans—that drew blood

From thee, my boy ; and had the maidenhood
Of thy first fight—I soon encountered

;

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed

Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace.

Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base,

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine,

Mea?i andri'jht poor ; for that pure blood ofmine.

Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave
boy

:

—
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy.

Came m strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care :
'

Art thou not weary, John? How dost thou fare :

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly.

Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry ?

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead ;

The help of one stands me in little stead. '

O, too much folly is it, well I wot.

To basard all our lives in one small boat.

If 1 to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage.

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age :

By me they nothing gain, an if I stay,

'Tis but the short'ning of my life one day

;

In thee thy mother dies, our household's name.

My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's iame ;

All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ;

All these are sav'd, if thou wilt fly away.

Johti. The sword of Orleans hath not made me
smart.

These words of yours draw4ife-blo6d from my heart

:

On that advantage, bought with such a shame,

(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,)

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly.

The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die!

And like me to the peasant boys of France ;

To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance !

Surely, by all the glory you have won,
And if I fly, I am not Talbot's son

:

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot

;

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot.

Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sireof Crete,

Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet

:

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side

;

And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Another part of the same.

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Talbot ivounded,
supported by a Servant.

Tal. Where is my other life ?— mine own is

gone ;—
O, where's young Talbot ? where is valiant John ?—
Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity !

V'oung Talbot's valour makes me smile at thee :

—

When he perceiv'd me shrink, and (« jny knee^
His bloody sword he brandish'd over me,
And, like a hungry lion, did commence
Rough deeds of rage, and stern impatience;
But when my angry guardant stood alone,

Tend'ring my ruin, and assail'd of none,
Dizzy-ey'd fury, and great rage of heart.

Suddenly made him from my side to start

Into the clustering battle of the French :

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench
His overmounting spirit; and there died
My Icarus, ray blossom, in his pride.

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body ofJohn Talbot.
Serv. O my dear lord! lo, where your son is borne !

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh'st us here to

scorn.

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny,

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity.

Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky.

In thy despite, shall 'scape mortality.

—

O tlmu, whose wounds become hard-favoured death,

Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath :
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Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no

;

Imagine him a Frenchman, ant] thy foe.

—

Poor boy ! he smiles, methiuks ; as who should

say

—

Had death been French, then death had died to-day.

Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms

;

My spirit can no longer bear these harms.

Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have,

Now my old arms are round John Talbot's grave.

[Dies.

Alarums. Exettnt Soldiers and Servants, leaving

the two bodies. Enter Charles, Alencon, Bur-
gundy, Bastard., La. Pucelle, and Forces.

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in,

We should have found a bloody day of this.

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot's, raging-

wood.
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood !

Piic. Once I encounterd him, and thus I said,

Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a maid.
But—with a proud, majestical high scorn,

—

He answered thus : Young Talbot was not born
To be the pillage of a giglot wench

:

So, rushing in the bowels of the French,
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a noble
knight

:

See, where he lies inhersed in the arms
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms.
Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones

asunder

;

Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder.
Char. O, no ; forbear : for that, which we havo

fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead.

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a French
Herald preceding.

Lucy. Herald,
Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent; to know
Who have obtain'd the glory of the day.

Char. On what submissive message art thou sent ?

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin? 'tis a mere French
word

;

We Enghsh warriors wot not what it means.

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en,

And to survey the bodies of the dead. [is.

Char. For prisoners ask'st thou ? hell our prison

But tell me wnom thou seek'st.

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field.

Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury ?

Created, for his rare success in arms.

Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence
;

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchiufield,

Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton,

Lord Cromwell of ^Wiugfield, lord Furnival of
Sheflield,

The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridgc
;

Knight of the noble order of Saint-George,

Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden fleece
;

Great marshall to Henry the sixth,

Of all his wars within the realm of France ?

Puc. Here is a silly stately style indeed !

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath.

Writes not so tedious a style as this.

—

Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles,

Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet.

Lucy. Is Talbot slain ; the Frenchmen's only

scourge,

Your kingdom's terror, and black Nemesis ?

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn'd,

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces !

O, that I could but call these dead to life?

It were enough to fright the realm of France :

Were but his picture left among you here.

It would amaze the proudest of you all.

Give me their bodies; that I may bear them heuce.
And give them burial as beseems their worth.

Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot's ghost.

He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit.

For God's sake, let him have 'em ; to keep them
here.

They would but stink, and putrefy the air.

Char. Go, take their bodies hence.
Lucy. I'll bear them hence :

But from their ashes shall be rear'd
A phenix, that shall make all France afeard.

Char. So we be rid of them, do with 'em what
thou wilt.

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein

;

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

London. A Rootn in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Exeter.

K. Hen. Have you perus'd the letters from
the pope,

The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac ?

Glo. I have, my lord, and their intent is this,

—

They humbly sue unto your excellence.

To have a godly peace concluded of.

Between the realms of England and of France.
K. Hen. How doth your grace aflect their mo-

tion?

Glo. Well, my good lord ; and as the only means
To stop efl'usion of our Christian blood.
And 'stablish quietness on every side.

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought
It was both impious and unnatural,

That such immanity and bloody strife

Should reign among professors of one faith.

Glo. Beside, my lord,—the sooner to effect.

And surer bind, this knot of amity,

—

The earl of Armagnac—near knit to Charles,
A man of great authority in France,

—

ProlTers his only daughter to your grace
In marriage, witli a large and sumptuous dowry.
K. Hen. Marriage, uncle ! alas ! my years are

young

;

And titter is my study and my books.
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour.
Yet, call the amba.ssadors ; and, as you please.
So let tliera have their answers every one :

I shall be well content with any choice.

Tends to God's glory, and my country's weal.

Enter a Legate, and ttvo Ambassadors, tvith

Winchester, i7i a cardinal's habit.

Exe. What ! is my lord of Winchester install'd

And call'd unto a cardinal's degree?
Then, I perceive, that will be verified,

Henry the fifth did sometime prophesy,

—

If once he come to be a cardinal.

He'll make his cap co-equal with the crown.
K. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits

Have been consider'd and debated on.

Your ])urpose is both good and reasonable :

And, therefore, are we certainly resolv'd

To draw conditions of a friendly peace;

Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean
Shall lie transported presently to France.

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master,

—

I liave inform'd his highness so at large.

As—liking of the lady's virtuous gilts.

Her beauty, and the value of her dower,

—

He doth intend she shall be England's queen.

K. Hen. In argument and proof of which con-

tract,

Bear her this jewel, {to the Ami.) pledge of my
afl'ection.

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded.

And safely brought to Dover ; where, iiishipp'd.

Commit them to the fortune of the sea.

[Exeunt King Henry and Train ; Gloster, Exe-
ter, and Ambassadors.

Win. Stay, my lord legate
;
you shall first receive?

The sum of money, which 1 promised

Should be deliver'<l to his holiness.
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For clothing me in these grave ornaments.

Jjeg. I will attend upon your lordship's leisure.

Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow,

Or be inferior to the proudest peer.

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive.

That, neither in birth, or for authority.

The bishop will be overborne by thee :

I'll either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee.
Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

France. Plains in Anjou.

Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alencon, La. Pu-
CEI.LE, and Forces, marching.

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our

drooping spirits :

'Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt.

And turn again unto the warlike French.
Alen. Then inarch to Paris, royal Charles of

France,
And keep not back your powers in dalliance.

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us

;

Else, ruin combat with their palaces

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Success unto our valiant general,

And happiness to his accomplices f

Char. What tidings send our scouts ? I pry'tliee,

speak.

Mess. The English army, that divided was
Into two parts, is now coujoin'd in one

;

And means to give you battle presently.

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is

;

But we will presently provide for them.
Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there

;

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear,

Puc. Ofall base passions, fear is most accurs'd :

—

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be tliine
;

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine.

Char. Then on, my lords; and France be for-

tunate ! [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. Before Angiers.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter La Pucelle.
Puc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen

fly.-
Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts;

And ye choice spirits, that adnioiiisli me,
And give me signs of future accidents ! {Thunder.)
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes

Under the lordly monarch of the north.

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise !

Enter Fiends.

This speedy quick appearance argues proof
Of your accustom'd diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cuU'd
Out of the powerful regions under earth.

Help me this once, that France may get the field.

(They walk about, and speak nut.)

O, hold me not with silence over-long

!

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,

I'll lop a member off, and give it you.

In earnest of a further benefit

;

So you do condescend to help ine now.

—

{They hang their heads.)

No hope to have redress ?—My body shall

Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit.

[They shake their heads.)

Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice,

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ?

Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all,

Before that Lngland give the French the foil.

{They depart.)

See ! they forsake me. Now the time is come.
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest.

And let her head fall into England's lap.

My ancient incantations are too weak.
And hell too strong for me to buckle with

;

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.

[Exit.

Alarums. Enter French and English, fighting.

La Pucelle andYoKS. fight hand to hand. La
Pucelle is taken. The French fiy.

York. Damsel of France, I tliink, I have you fast

:

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms.
And try if they can gain your liberty.

—

A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace !

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows.
As if, wth Circe, she would change my shape.

Puc. Chang'd to a worser shape thou canst not be.
York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man

;

No shape but his can please your dainty eye.

Puc. A plaguing miscliief light on Charles, and
thee

!

And may ye both be suddenly surpris'd

By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds .'

York. Fell, banning hag ! enchantress, hold thy
tongue.

Puc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse a while.

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to

the stake. - [Exeunt.

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, leading in Lady
Margaret.

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art ray prisoner.

{Gazes on her.)

fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly;

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands.

And lay them gently on thy tender side.

1 kiss these fingers {kissing her hand) for eternal

peace :

Who art thou ? say, that I may honour thee.

Mar. Margaret my name ; and daughter to a king.

The king of Naples, whosoe'er thou art.

Suf. An earl I am, and Suftblk am 1 call'd.

Be not offended, nature's miracle.

Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me :

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save,

Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings.
Yet, if this servile usage once offend,

Go, and be free again as Suffolk's friend.

{She turns away as going.
)

O, stay !—I have no power to let her pass
;

My hand would free her, but my heart says—no.

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams.
Twinkling another counterfeited beam,
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak :

I'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind :

Fy, De la Poole ! disable not thyself;

Hast not a tongue ? is she not here thy prisoner ?

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight ?

Ay ; beauty's princely majesty is such,

Confounds the tongue, and makes the .senses rough,
Mar. Say, earl of Suftblk,—if thy name be so,

—

What ransome must I pay before I pass ?

For, I perceive, I am thy prisoner.

Suf. How canst thou tell, she will deny thy snit,

Before thou make a trial of her love ? {Aside.)
Mar. ^Vhy speak'st thou not? what ransome

must I pay?
Suf. She's beautiful ; and therefore to be woo'd

;

She is a woman ; therefore to be won. {Aside.)
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransome, yea, or no ?

Suf. Fond man '. remember, that thou hast a wife

;

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? {Aside.}
Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not iiear.

Suf. There all is marr'd ; there lies a cooling card.

Mar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad
Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had.

Mar. And yet I would that you would answer me.
Suf. I'll win thi.'i lady IMargaret. For whom ?

Why, for my king : Tush ! that's a wooden thing.

Mar. He talks of wood: it is some carpenter.

Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied.

And peace established between these realms.

But there remains a scruple in that too :

For though her father be the king of Naples,

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is be poor,

I
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And oar nobility will scorn the match. (Aside.)

Mar. Hear ye, captain ? Are you not at leisure ?

Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so much ;

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield :

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. [knight.

Mar. What though I be enthrall'd ? he seems a
And will not any way dishonour me. (Aside.)

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say.

Mar. Perhaps, I shall be rescn'd by the French
;

And then I need not crave his courtesy. (Aside.)

Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause

—

Mar. Tush ! women have been captivate ere now.
(Aside.)

Suf. Xady, wherefore talk you so ?

Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo.

Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose
Your bondage happy, to he made a queen ?

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile.

Than is a slave in base servility

;

For princes should be free.

Suf. And so shall you,

If liappy England's royal king be free.

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me?
Suf. I'll uudertake to make thee Henry's queen

;

To put a golden sceptre in thy hand.
And set a precious crown upon thy head,
If thou wilt condescend to be aiy

—

Mar. What?
Suf. His love.

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife.

Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife.
And have no portion in the choice myself.
How say you, madam ; are you so coutent ?

3Iar. An if my father please, I am content.

Suf. Then call our captains, and our colours, forth :

And, madam, at your father's castle walls

We'll crave a parley to confer with him.

(Troops come forivard.)

A Parley sounded. Enter Reignter, on the walls.

Suf. See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner.

Reig. To whom V

Suf To me.
Reig, SulFolk, what remedy ?

lama soldier ; and nnapt to weep.
Or to exclaim on fortune's fick'eness.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord :

Consent (and, for thy honour, give consent,)

Thy daughter shall b^ wedded to my king
;

Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto

;

And this her easy-held imprisonment
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty.

Reig. Speaks Suftblk as he thinks ':'

Suf. Pair Margaret knows
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign.

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend.
To give thee answer of thy just demand.

[Exit from the walls.

Suf And here I will expect thy coming.

Trumpets sounded. Enter Reignier, below.

i?e8£r.Welcome, brave earl, into our territories

;

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases.

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child,

Pit to be made companion with a king :

What answer makes your grace unto my suit ?

Reig. Siuce thou dost deign to woo her little

To be the princely bride of such a lord
; [worth,

Upon condition I may quietly

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Aiyou,
Free from oppression, or the stroke of war.
My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please.

Suf. That is her ransome, I deliver her;
And those two counties, I will undertake,
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy.
Reig. And I again,—in Henry's royal name.

As deputy unto that gracious king,
Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith.

Suf. Reignier of France, f give thee kitigly

thanks.

Because this is in traffic of a king :

And yet, methinks, I could be well content
To be mine own attorney in this case. (Aside.)
I'll over then to England with this news.
And make this marriage to be .solemuiz'd :

So, farewell, Reignier! Set this diamond safe
In golden palaces, as it becomes.
Reig. I do embrace thee, as I. would embrace

The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here.

Mar. Farewell, my lord! Good wishes, praise,

and prayers.

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. (Going.)

Suf. Farewell, sweet madam ! But hark yon,
Margaret

;

No i)rincely commendations to my king ?

Star. Such commendations as become a maid,
A virgin, and his servant, say to him. [et'.

Suf. Words sweetly plac'd, and modestly duect-
But, madam, I must trouble you again,

—

No loving token to his majesty ?

Mar. Yes, my good lord ; a pure unspotted heart.

Never yet taint with love, I send the kmg.
Suf. And this withal. (Kisses ker.)

Mar. That for thyself; I will not so presume.
To send such peevish tokens to a king.

[Exeunt Reignier and Margaret.
Suf. O, wert thou for myself I—But, Suflblk, stay :

Thou raay'st not wander in that labyrinth
;

There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk.

Solicit Henry with her wond'rous praise : *

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount;
Mad, natural graces that extinguish art

;

Repeat their semblance often on tlie seas.

That, when thou com'st to kneel at Henry's feet.

Thou may'st bereave him of his wits with wonder.
[Exit.

Scene IV.

—

Camp ofthe Duke of York, in Anjou.

Enter York, Warwick, a7id others.

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn'd to

burn.

Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd.

Shep. Ah, Joan ! this kills thy fither's heart out-

right !

Have I sought every country far and near.

And, now it is my chance to find thee out.

Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ?

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I'll die with thee

!

Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch !

I am descended of a gentier blood
;

Thou art no father, nor no friend, of miq^.

Shep. Out, out !—My lords, an jj^ease you, 'tis

not so

;

I did beget her, all the parish knows :

Her mother liveth yet, can testify.

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship.

TVar. Graceless ! wilt thou deny thy parentage ?

York. This argues what her kind of life hath been ;

Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes.

Shep. Fy, Joan ! that thou wilt be so obstacle !

God knows, thou art a collop of my Hesh
;

And tor thy sake have I shed many a tear

;

Deny me not, I pr'ythee, gentle Joan.

Puc. Peasant, avaunt!— You have subom'd thi.s

Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. [man,

Shep. '"Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest.

The morn that I was wedded to her mother.

—

Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl.

Wilt thou not stoop ? Now cursed be the time

Of thy nativity ! I would, the milk

Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck'dst her

breast.

Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake !

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs afield,

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee !

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab ?

O, burn her, burn her; hanging is too good. [Exit.

Y'ork. Take her away ; tor she hath liv'd too long,

To fill the world with vicious qualities.
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Puc. First, let me tell yoa whom you have con-

deran'd :

Not me begotten ofa shepherd swain,

But issu'd from the progeny of kings

;

Virtuous, and holy ; chosen from above.

By inspiration of celestial grace,

To work exceeding miracles on earth.

I never had to do with wicked spirits

:

But you,—that are polluted with your lusts,

Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents.

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,

—

Because you want the grace that otiiers have.
You judge it straight a thing impossible

To compass wonders, but by help of devils.

No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been
A virgin from her tender infancy,

Chaste and immaculate in very thought

;

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus'd.

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven.

York. Ay, ay ;— away with her to execution.

TVai-. And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a maid.
Spare for no fagots, let there be enough :

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,

That so her torture may be shortened.

Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ?

—

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity
;

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.

—

I am with child, ye bloody homicides :

Murder not then the fruit within my womb.
Although ye hale me to a violent death.

York. Now heaven forefend ! the holy maid with
child?

War. The greatest miracle that ere ye wrought

:

Is all your strict preciseness come to this ?

York. She and the Dauphin have been juggling:

I did imagine what would be her refuge.

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live
;

Especially, since Charles must father it.

Puc. You are deceiv'd ; my child is none of his :

It was Alen^on that enjoy'd my love.

York. Alencon ! that notorious Machiavel

!

It dies, an if it had a thousand lives.

Puc. O, give me leave, I have deluded you
;

Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam'd.

But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail'd.

War. A married man ! that's most intolerable.

York. Why, here's a girl ! I think, she knows not

well.

There vpere so many, whom she may accuse.

War. It's sign she hath been liberal and free.

York. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.

—

Strumpet, tl^ words condenni thy brat, and thee :

Use no entreatK, for it is in vain.

Puc. Then lead me hence ;—with whom I leave

my curse

:

]\Iay never glorious sun reflex his beams
Upon the country where yon make abode !

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death

Environ you ; till mischief, and despair.

Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourselves

!

[Exit, guarded.

York. Break thou in pieces, and consume to ashes.

Thou foul accursed minister of hell !

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, attended.

Oar. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence

With letters of commission i'rom tlie king.

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom,

Mov'd wiih remorse of these outrageous broils.

Have earnestly im|»lor'd a general peace

Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French
;

And here at baud, the Dauphin, and his train,

Approacheth, to confer about .some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn'd to this effect ?

After the slaughter of so many peers.

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers.

That in this quarrel have been overthrown.

And sold their bodies for their country's beiitli(.

Shall we at last conclude effeminate jjeace ^

Have we not lost mor.t part of all tlie towns.

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery.

Our great progenitors had conquered ?

—

O, Warwick, Warwick, I foresee with grief

Th« utter loss of all the realm of France.

War. Be patiimt, York : if we conclude a peace.

It shall be with such strict and severe covenants,

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

Enter Charles, attended; Alencon, Bastard,
Reignier, and others.

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed.

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in France,

We come to heinformed by yourselves

What the conditions of that league must be.

York. Speak, Winchester ; for boilingi choler

chokes
The hollow passage ofmy poison'd voice.

By sight of these our baleful enemies.

Win. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus :

That—in regard king Henry gives consent.

Of mere compassion, and of lenity.

To ease your country of distressful war.

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,

—

You shall become true liegemen to his crown:
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself.

Thou shalt be plac'd as viceroy under him,]

And still enjoy thy regal dignity.

Alen. Must he be then a shadow of himself?

Adorn his temples with a coronet

;

And yet, in substance and authority.

Retain but privilege of a private man ?

This profler is absurd and reasonless.

Char. 'Tis known, already that I am possess'd

With more than half the Gallian territories.

And therein reverenc'd for their lawful king ;

Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd,

Detract so much from that prerogative.

As to be call'd but viceroy of the whole?
No, lord ambas.sador ; I'll rather keep
That which I have, than, coveting for more,
Be cast from possibility of all. [means

York. Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret

Used intercession to obtain a league :

And, now the matter grows to compromise,
Stand'st thou aloof upon comparison ?

Either accept the title thou usurp'st.

Of benefit proceeding from our king.

And not of any challenge of desert.

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars.

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy
To cavil in the course of this contract

:

If once it be neglected, ten to one.

We shall not find like opportunity.

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy.

To save your subjects from such massacre.
And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen
By our proceeding in hostility :

And therefore take this compact ofa truce.

Although you break it when your pleasure serves.

[Aside to Charles.)
TVar. How say'st thou, Charles ? shall our con-
Cfuir. It shall

:

[dition stand •*

Only reserv'd, you claim no interest

In any of our towns of garrison.

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty :

As thou art kniglit, never to disobey.
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.

[Charles, and the rest, give tokens ofj'ealtij.)

So, now dismiss your army when ye please
;

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums l)e still.

For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunt.

Scene V.— London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, in conference luilh Suffolk
,

Uloster and Exeikr folloiving.

K. Hen. Your wond'rous rare description, noblo

earl.

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me ;
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Her virtues, graced with external gifts,

Do breed love's settled passions in my heart

:

Aad like as rigour iu tempestiions gusts

Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide
;

So am I driven, by breath of he'r renown.
Either to suft'er shipwreck, or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her love.

Siif. Tush ! my good lord ! this superficial tale

Is but a preface of her worthy praise :

The chief perfections of that lovely dame,
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them,)

Would make a volume of enticing lines,

Able to ravish any dull conceit.

And, which is more, she is not so divine.

So full replete witli choice of all delights.

But, with as humble lowliness of mind.
She is content to be at your command ;

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents.

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

K. Hen. And otherwise will Henry ne'er pre-

sume.
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent,

That Margaret may be England's royal queen.

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin.

Vou know, my lord, your highness is betroth'd

Unto another lady of esteem

;

How shall we then dispense with that contract,

.And not deface your honour with reproach ?

Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths
;

Or one, that, at a triumph having vow'd
To try ins strength, forsaketh yet the lists

By reason of his adversary's odds :

A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds.
And therefore may be broke without offence.

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than
Her father is no better than an earl, [that ?

Although in glorious titles he excel.

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king.

The king of Naples, and Jerusalem

;

And of such great authority in France,
As his alliance will confirm our peace,
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glo. And so the earl of Armagnac may do.

Because he is near kinsman unto Charles.

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal

dower

;

While Reignier sooner will receive, than give.

Sitf. A dower, ray lords ! disgrace not so your king,

That he should be so abject, base, and poor.

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. .

Henry is able to enrich his queen.
And not to seek a queen to make him rich :

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.

Marriage is a matter of more worth.

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship

;

Not whom we will, but whom his grace afl'ects.

Must be companion of his nuptial bed :

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most,
It most of all these reasons bindcth us.

In our opinions she should be preferr'd.
For what is wedlock forced, but a hell.

An age of discord and continual strife ?

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss.

And is a pattern of celestial peace.
Whom should we match, with Henry, being a king.
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king ?

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth.

Approves her fit for none, but for a king :

Her valiant courage, ami undaunted spirit,

(More than in women commonly is seen,)

Will answer our hope in issue of a king

;

For Henry, son unto a conqueror.
Is likely to beget more conquerors.
If with a lady of so liigh resolve.

As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in love.

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me,
'That iVIargavet shall be queen, and none but she.

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your
report,

My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that

My teuder yontli was never yet attaint

With any passion of inflaming love,

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur'd,

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast.

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear.

As I am sick with working of my thoughts.

Take, therefore, shipping; post my lord, to France ;

Agree to any covenants : and procure
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
To cross the seas to England, and be crown'd
King Henry's faithful and anointed queen :

For your expenses and sufficient charge.
Among the people gather up a tenth.

Begone, I suy ; for till you do return,

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.

—

And you, good uncle, banish all offence :

If you do censure me by what you were.
Not what you are, I know it will excuse
This sudden execution of my will.

And .so conduct me, where from company,
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last.

[Exeunt Glosfer and Exeter.
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd : and thus he goes.

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece

;

With hope to find the like event in love.

But prosper better than the Trojan did.

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king;

But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. [Exit,
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ScENEj

—

Disperseclhj in various parts of England.

; ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. A Room ofState in the Palace.

Flozirish of trumpets : then hautboys. Enter on
one side, Kiny Henry, Duke (^/'Gloster, Sa-
lisbury, Warwick, rtwt/C«rf//w«/ Beaufort;
oti the other, Queen Margaret, led in by Suf-
folk; York, Somerset, Buckiisgham, and
others folloiving.

Suf. As by your high imperial majesty
I had in charge at my depart for France,
As procurator to your excellence,
I'o marry princess Margaret for your grace .;

So in the famous ancient city Tours,

—

lu presence of the kings of France and Sicil,

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and
Alengon,

—

Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bi-

shops,

—

I have perform'd ray task, and was espous'd :

And humbly now npon my bended knee.
In sight of England and her lordly peers.

Deliver up my title in the queen
To your most gracious hands, that are the substance
Ot that great shadow I did represent

;

The happiest gift, that ever marquess gave.

The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd.

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise.—Welcome, queen Mar-
garet :

I can express no kinder sign of love,

Than this kind ki.ss.—O Lord, that lends me life.

Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness!

[''or thou hast given me in this beauteous face,

A world of earthly blessings to my soul,

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts.

Q. Mar. Great king of England, and my gracious

lord

;

The mutual conference that my mind hath had

—

By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams
;

In courtly companv, or at my beads,—
With you mine alder-liefest sovereign.

Makes me the bolder to salute my king
With ruder terms ; such as my wit affords.

And over-joy of heart doth minister.

K. Hen. Her sight did ravish : but her grace in

speech.
Her words y-clad with wisdom's majesty.
Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping joys;
Such is the fidness of my heart's content.

—

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love.

All. Long live queen Margaret, England's happi-

ness '.

Q. Mar. We thank you all. (Flourish.)

Suf My lord protector, so it please your grace,

Here are the articles of contracted peace.

Between our sovereign and the French king Charles,

For eighteen months concluded by consent.

Glo. [Reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between
the French king, Charles, and William de la

Poole, marquess of Suffolk, ambassador for
Henry king of England,—that the said Henry
shall espouse the lady Margaret, daughter unto
Rei'jtiier king of Naples, Sicilia, and Jerusalem ;

and crown her queen of England, ere the thirtieth

of Alay next ensuing. Item,— That the duchy
of Anjou and the county of Maine shall be re-

leased and delivered to the king her father
K. Hen. Uncle, how now ?

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord
;

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart.

And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no further

K. Hen. Uncle ot Winchester, I pray, read on.

Win. Iteii;,

—

It is further agreed between them,—that the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be
releasedand delivered over to the king herfather;
and she sent over of the king of England's oivn
proper cost and charges, ivithout having dowry.

K. Hen. They please us well.—Lord marquess,
kneel down

;

We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk,

And girt thee with the sword.

—

Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace
From being regent in the parts of France,
Till term of eigliteer. months be full expir'd.

—

Thanks, uucle Winchester, Gloster, York, and
Buckingham,

Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick

;

We thank you all tor this great favour done,
In entertainment to my princely queen.
Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide
To see her coronation be perform'd.

[Exeitnt King, Queen, and Suffolk.

Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state.

To you duke Humphrey must unhiad his grief.

Your grief, the common grief of all (he land.

What ! did my brother Henry spend his youth.

His valour, coin, and people, in the wars ?

Did he so often hidge m open field,

In winter's cold, and summer's parching heat.

To conquer France, his true inheritance ?

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits.

To keep by policy what Henry got ?

I
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Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious VVarwick,
Receiv'd deep scars in France and Normandy ?

Or hath my uncle Beaufort, and myself.

With all the learned council of the realm.

Studied so long, sat in the council-house,

Early and late, debating to and fro

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ?

And hath his highness in his infancy

Been crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes ?

And shall tliese labours, and these honours, die ?

Sliall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance,

Y our deeds of war, and all our counsel, die ?

O peers of England, shameful is this league !

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame
;

Blotting your names from books of memory;
Razing the characters of your renown

;

Defacing monuments of conquer'd France;
Undoing all, as all had never been !

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis-

course ?

This peroration with such circurastance ?

For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keep it still.

do. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can;
But now it is impossible we should :

Sulfolk, the new-made duke, that rules the roast,

Hath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine
Uuto the pour king Reignier, whose large style

Agrees not with the leanness of his purse.
<S'«/. Now, by the death of him that died for all.

These counties were the keys of Normandy :

—

But wherefore wesps Warwick, my valiant son ?

War. For grief, for they are past recovery :

For, were there hope to conquer them again.

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.

Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them both
;

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer

:

.\nd are the cities, that I got with wounds,
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words?
Mort Die 11

!

York. For Suffolk's duke—may he be suffocate.

That dims the honour of this warlike isle !

France should have torn and rent my very heart.

Before I would have yielded to tliis league.

[ never read but England's kings have had
Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their wives :

And our king Henry gives away his own.
To match with her that brings no vantages.

G/o. A proper jest, and never heard before.

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth.

For costs and charges in transporting her

:

She should have staid in France, and starv'd in

France,
Before

Car. My lord of Gloster, now yon grow too hot

;

It was the pleasure of my lord the king.

Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know your mind :

' ris not my speeches, that you do mislike

;

But 'tis my presence, that doth trouble you.

Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in thy face
I see thy fury : if I longer stay.

We shall begin our ancient bickerings.

—

Lordings, farewell; and say, when I am gone,
I prophesied—France will be lost ere long. [Exit.

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage.
"Tis known to you, he is mine enemy :

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all

;

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king.

Consider, lords, he is the next of blood.
And heir apparent to the English crown

;

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage,
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west.
There's reason he should be displeas'd at it.

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect.
What though the common people favour him.
Calling him

—

Humphrey, ike good duke ofGloster;
Clapping their hands, and crying wjth loud voice

—

JCSM maintain your royal excellence

!

With

—

God preserve the good duke Humphrey !

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss.

He will be found a dangerous protector.
Buck. Why should he then protect our sovereign,

He being ()f age to govern of himself ?

—

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me.
And all together—wifh the duke of Suffolk,

—

We'll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his seat.

Car. This weighty business will not brook delay ;

I'll to the duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit.
Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's

pride.

And greatness of his place be grief to us.

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal

;

His insolence is more intolerable
Than all tlie princes in the land beside

;

If Gloster be displac'd, he'll be protector.
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector.

Despite duke Humphrey, or the cardinal.

[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset.
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him.

While these do labour for their own preferment,
Behoves it us to labour for the realm.

• I never saw but Humphrey diike of Gloster
Did bear him like a noble gentleman.
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal

—

More like a soldier, than a man o'fhe church.
As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all,

—

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal.

—

Warwick, my son, the coml'ort of my age !

Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping.
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons.
Excepting none but good duke Humphrey.

—

And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland,

In bringing them to civil discipline
;

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France,
When thou wert regent for our sovereign,
Have made thee fear'd, and honour'd, of tlie

people :

—

Join we together, for the public good
;

In what we can to bridle and suppress
The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal,

With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition :

And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey's deeds.
While they do tend the profit of the land.

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land.
And common profit of his country !

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest
cause.

Sal. Then" let' s make haste away, and look unto
the main.

War. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost

;

That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win.
And would have kept, so long as breath did last

:

Main chance, father, j'ou meant ; but I meaut Maine,
Which I will win from France, or else be slain.

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury.
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French ;

Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone :

Suffolk concluded on the articles
;

The peers agreed ; and Henry was well pleas'd.

To change two dukedoms for a duke's fair daughter.
I cannot blame them all ; What is't to them ?

'Tis thine they give away, and not their own.
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their

pillage.

And purchase friends, ;md give to courtezans.

Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone :

While as the silly owner of the goods

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands.

And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof,

W^hile all is shar'd, and all is borue away

;

Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own.
So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue,

While his own lands are bargain'd for, and sold.

Methinks, the realms of England, France, and
Ireland,

Bear that proportion to ray flesh and blood,

As did the fatal brand Aithea biirn'd.
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Unlo the prince's heart of Calydon.

Anjoii and Maine, both given unto the Frencli !

Cold news for me ; for 1 had hope of France,

Even as I have of fertile England's soil.

A day will conae, when York, shall claim his own

;

And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts.

And make a shew of love to proud duke Humphrey,
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown,

For that's the golden mark I seek to hit

:

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right,

Nor hold his sceptre in his childish fist.

Nor wear the diadem upon his head,

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown.

Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve :

Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep.

To pry into the secrets of the state
;

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love,

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought

queen.

And Humphrey with the peers be fall' n at jars:

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose.

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum'd
;

And in my standard bear the arms of York,

To grapple with the house of Lancaster ;

And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown.

Whose bookish rule hath puU'd fair England down.
[Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room in the Duke of
Gloster's House.

Enter Gloster and the Duchess.

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen'd

corn.

Hanging the head at Ceres' ])lenteous load ?

Why doth the great duke Humprey knit his brows.

As irowning at the favours of the world ?

Why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth.

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ?

What see'stthou there? King Henry's diadem,

Enchas'd with all the honours of the world?
If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face.

Until thy head be circled with the same.

Put forth thy liand, reach at the glorious gold :

What, is't too short? Til lengthen it with mine :

And, having both together heav'd it up.

We'll both together lift our heads to heaven
;

And never more abase our sight so low.

As to vouchsafe one glance unlo the ground.

Glo. O Nell's sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy

lord.

Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts :

And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry,

Be my last breathing in this mortal world !

My troublous dream this night doth make me sad,

Duch. What dream'd my lord? tell me, and I'll

requite it

VVith sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream.

Glo. Methought, this staff, mine office-badge in

court.

Was broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot.

But, as I think, it was by the cardinal

;

And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund duke of Somerset,

And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk.

This was my dream ; what it doth bode, God knows.

Duch. Tut, this was nothing but an argument,

That he, that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove.

Shall lose his head for his presumption.

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke :

Methought, I sat in seat of majesty.

In the oathedral church of Westminster,

And in that chair where kings and queens are

crown'd
;

Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneeld to me,
And on my head did set the diadem.

Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outriglit

:

Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor!
Art thou not second woman in the realm ;

And the protector's wife, belov'd of him
'

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command
Above the reach or compass of thy thought?
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery,

To tumble down thy husband, and thyself,

From top of honour to disgrace's feet?

Away from me, and let me hear no more

!

Duch. What, what, n)y h)rd, are you so choleric

With Eleanor, for telling but her dream?
Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myself.

And not be check'd.

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again.

Enter a Messenger.

Mes. My lord protector,' tis his highness' pleasure.

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban's,

Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.
Glo. I go.—Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us ?

Duch. Yes, good iny lord, I'll follow presently

[Exeunt Gloster and Messenger.

Follow I must, I cannot go before,

W^hile Gloster bears this base and humble mind.

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood,

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks,

And smooth my way upon their headless necks :

And, being a woman, I will not be slack

To play my part in fortune's pageant.

Where are you there ? Sir John ! nay, fear not, man.
We are alone ; here's none but thee, and I.

_

Enter Hume.

Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty !

Duch. What say'st thou, majesty ! I am but

grace.

Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume's
advice.

Your grace's title shall be ranltiplied.

Duch. What say'st thou, man ? hast thou as yet
conferr'd

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch
;

And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer?
And will they undertake to do me good ?

Hume. This they have promised,—to shew your
highness

A spirit, rais'd from depth of under ground.
That shall make answer to such questions.

As by your grace shall be propounded him.

Duch. It is enough : I'll think upon the questions :

When from Saint Alban's we do make return.

We'll see these things efiected to the full.

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man.
With thy confederates in this weighty cause.

[Exit Duchess.
Hume. Hume must make merry with the duchess'

gold;
Marry, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume?
Seal up your lips, and give no words but—mum !

The business asketh silent secrecy.

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch :

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil.

Yet have I gold, flies from another coast

:

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal.

And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk .

Yet I do find it so : for, to be plain.

They, knowing dame Eleanor's aspiring humour.
Have hired me to undermine the duchess.
And buz these conjurations in her brain.

They say, a crafty knave does need no broker;

Yet am I Suffolk, and the cardinal's broker.

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near
To call them both—a i)air of crafty knaves.

Well, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last,

Hume's knavery will be the duchess' wreck
;

And her attainture will be Humph.rey's fall

:

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace,

Enter Peter, and others, with petitions.

1 Pet. My masters, let's stand close; my lord

protector vvill'come this way by and by, and theu

we may deliver our supplications in the quill.
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2 Pet. Marrj', the lord protect him, for he is a

good man ! Jesii bless liiin !

Enter Suffolk and Queen Margaret.

1 Pet. Here 'a comes, methinks, and the queen
with him : 111 be the first, sure.

2 Pet, Come back, fool; this is the duke of Suf-

folk, and not my lord protector, [me?

Suf. How now, fellow ? would'st any thing with

1 Pet. 1 pray, my lord, pardon me ! 1 took ye for

my lord protector.

Q. Mar. [Reading the superscription.) To my
lord protector! are your supplications to his lorcf-

ship ? Let me see them : What is thine ?

1 Pet. Mine is, an"t please your grace, against

John Goodman, my lord cardinal's man, for keeping
my house, and lanas, and wife, and all, from me.

Suf. Thy wife too ? that is some wrong, indeed.

—

What's your's ?—What's here ! {Reads.) Against
the duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of
Melford.—How now, sir knave ?

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our
whole township.

Peter. {Presenting his petition.) Against my
master, Thomas Horner, for saying that the duke of
York was rightful heir to the crown.

Q. Mar. What say'st thou ? Did the duke of York
say, he was rightful heir to the crown ?

Peter. 1 iiat my master was ? No, forsooth : my
master said. That he was ; and that the king was
an usurper.

Suf. Who is there ? {Enter Servants.)—Take
this fellow in, and send for his master with a pur-
suivant presently:—we'll hear more of your matter
before the king. lE.veunt Servants, ivith Peter.

Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be protected

Under the wings of our protector's grace,

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him.

(
Tears the Petition.)

Away, base cullions !—Suffolk, let them go.

All. Come, let's be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners.

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise.

Is this the fashion in the court of England ?

Is this the government of Britain's isle.

And this the royalty of Albion's king?
What, shall king Henry be a pupil still.

Under the surly Gloster's governance ?

Am I a queen in title and in sty'*',

And must be made a subject to a duke ?

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours
Thou ran'st a tilt m honour of my love.

And stol'st awav the ladies' hearts of France,
I thought king Henry had resembled thee,

In courage, courtship, and proportion

:

But all his mind is bent to holi^|^
To number Ave-Maries on hi:^^Hs :

His champions are—prophets ralRpostles

;

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ;

His study is tilt-yard, and his loves

Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints.

I would the college of cardinals

Would clioose him pope, and carry him to Rome,
And set the triple crown upon his head

;

That were a state fit for his holiness.

Suf. Madam, be patient : as I was cause
Your highness came to England, so will I

In England work your grace's full content.

Q. Mar. Beside the haught protector, have we
Beaufort,

The imperious churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham,
And grumbling York '• and not the least of these.

But can do more in England tliai^^he king.

Suf. And he of these, that can do most of all,

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils :

Salisbui-y and Warwick are no simple peers.

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so
much.

As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife.
She sweeps it through the court with troops of la-

dies.

More like an empress than duke Humphrey's wife;
Strangers in court do take her tor the queen :

She bears a duke's revenues on her back.
And in her heart she scorns our poverty :

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her?
Contemptuous base-born callat as she is.

She vaunted 'mongst her minions t'other day.
The very train of her worst wearing-gown
Was better worth than all my father's lands,
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter.

Suf. Madam, myself have lim'd a bush f<Jr her;
And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds.
That she will light to listen to their lays,
A.nA never mount to trouble you again.
So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me :

For I am bold to counsel you in this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal,
Yet must we join with him, and with the lords.
Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace.
As for the duke of York,—this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit

:

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last.

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm.

Enter King Het^uy, Y^ork, and Somerset, con-
versing ivitk him; Duke arid Duchess o/Glos-
TER, Cardinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salis-
bury, and Warwick.
K. Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not

which

;

Or Somerset, or York, all's one to me.
York. IfYork have ill demean'd himselfin France,

Then let him be deny'd the regentship.
So7n. If Somerset be unworthy of the place,

Let York be regent : I will 3'ield to him.
War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no,

Dispute not that : York is the worthier.
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak.
War. The cardinal's not my better in the field.

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, War-
wick.

War. Warwick may live to be the best of all.

Sal. Peace, son; and show some reason,
Buckingham,

Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this.

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have
it 80.

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself
To give his censure : these are no women's matters.

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your
grace

To be protector of his excellence ?
Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm

;

And, at his pleasure, will resign my pla<;e.

Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence.

Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but thou ?)

The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck :

The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the seas ;

And all the peers and nobles of the realm
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty.

Car. The commons hast thou rack'd ; tHe clergy's

Are lank and lean with thy extortions. [bags

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, aiii thy wife's

Have cost a mass of pubhc treasury. [attire,

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution
Upon offenders, hath exceeded law,
And left thee to the mercy of the laiv.

Q. Mar. Thy sale ofoffices, aad to^vns in France,

—

If they were knowii, as the suspect is great,

—

Would make thee quickly hop \«-<hont thy head.

[Exit Gloster. The Queen drops herfan.
Give me my fan : What, minioni can you not ?

{Gives the DuchefS a box on the ear.)

I cry yon mercy, madam ; Was it you ?

Duch. Wast I? yea, I it was, proud French-
woman :

Could I come near your bea»ty with my nails,

I'd set ray ten commandments in your face.

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas again** her
will. D d
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DucA. Against ber will ! Good king, lo(>k to't in

time

;

She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby :

Though in this place most master wear no breeches.

She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng'd.

I

Exit Duchess.
Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds :

She's tickled now ; her fume can need no spurs.

She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction.

[Exit Blicking/lam.

Re-enter Gloster.
Glo. Now, lords, my choler being overblown,

With walking once about the quadrangle,

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your spiteful false objections,

Prove them, and I lie open to the law :

But God in mercy so deal with my soul.

As I in duty love my king and country !

But to the matter that we have in hand :

—

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man
To be your regent in the realm of France.

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave
To shew some reason of no little force.

That York is most unmeet of any man. .

York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet.
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride :

Next, if I be appointed for the place.

My lord of Somerset will keep me here,

Without discharge, money, or furniture.

Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands.
Last time, I danc'd attendance on his will.

Till Paris was besieg'd, famish'd, and lost.

War. That I can witness ; and a fouler fact

Did never traitor in the land commit.
Suf. Peace, headstrong Warwick

!

War. Image of pride, why should I hold my
peace ?

Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Horner
aiid Peter.

Suf Because here is a man accus'd oftreason :

Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself!

York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor?

K. Hen. What mean'st thou, Suffolk ? tell me :

What are these ?

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his master of high treason :

His words were these ;—that Richard, duke ofYork,
Was rightful heir unto the English crown:
And that your majesty was an usurper.

K. Hea, Say, man, were these thy words ?

Hor. An't shall please your majesty, I never said
nor thought any such matter : God is my witness, I

am falsely accused by the villain.

Pet, By these ten bones, my lords, {holding up
his hands) he did speak them to me in the garret

one night, as we were scouring my lord of York's
armour.

York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical,
I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's speech :

—

I do beseech your royal majesty.
Let him have all the rigour of the law.

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the

words. My accuser is my prentice ; and when I

did correct hiit for his fault the other day, he did
vow upon his knees he would be even with me : I

have good witntss of this; therefore, I beseech
your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for a
villaiu's accusation.

K. Hen. Uncle, v;hat shall we say to this in law?
Glo. This doom, ny lord, if I may judge.

Let Somerset be regent o'er the French,
Becaiise in York this breeds suspicion :

And let these have a day appointed them
For single combat in convenient place

;

"^

For lie hath witness of his servant's malice :

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey's doom.
•K. Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somerset,

We make your grace lord regent o'er the French.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.
Hor. And I accept the combat willingly.

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God's
sake, pity my case ! the spite of man prevaileth
against me. O lord have mercy upon me ! I shall

never be able to fight a blow : O lord, my heart

!

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be haug'd.

K. Hen. Away with them to prison: audthe day
Of combat shall be the last of the next month.

—

Come, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. [Exaunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. The Duke of Gloster's
Garden.

Enter Margery Joukdain, Hume, Southavell,
and Bolingbroke.

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I tell

you, expects performance of your promises.

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro-

vided : Will her ladyship behold and hear our ex-

orcisms ?

Hume. Ay ; What else ? fear you not her courage.

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman
of an invincible spirit : But it shall be convenient,

master Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we
be busy below; and so, I pray you, go in God's
name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.] Mother Jour-

dain, be you prostrate, and grovel on the earth :

—

John Southwell, read you ; and let us to our work.

Enter Duchess, above.

Duck. Well said, my masters ; and welcome all.

To this gear; the sooner the better.

Boling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know their

times

:

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night.

The time of night when Troy was set on fire
;

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl.

And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves.

That time best fits the work we have in hand.

Madam, sit you, and fear not; whom we raise.

We will make fast within a hallow'd verge.

(Here they perform 'the ceremonies appertain-

ing, and make the circle; Bolingbroke, or

Southtvell, reads, Conjuro te, &c. It thunders
and lightens terribly; then the Spirit riseth.)

Spir. Adsum.
M. Jourd. Asmath,

By the etenial God, whose name and power
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask

;

For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from hence.

Spir. Ask what thou wilt :—That I had said and
done

!

Boling. First^f the king.—What shall ofhim
becom^jk (Reading out of a paper.)

Spir. The du^PIt lives, that Henry shall depose;
But him outlive, and die a violent death.
(As the Spirit speaks, Southwell trrites the an-

swer.)
Boling. What fate awaits the duke of Suffolk ?

Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end.
Boling. What shall befall the duke ofSomerset

!

Spir. Let him shun castles
;

Safer sliall he be upon the sandy plains
Than where castles mounted stand.
Have done, for more I hardly can endure.
Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning lake:

False fiend, avoid

!

[Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends.

Enter York a«fli Buckingham hastily, with their
Cmards, and others.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their

trash.

Beldame, I think, we watch'd you at an inch

What, madam, are you there ? the king aad com-
monweal

Are deeply indebted for th's piece of pains;

My lord protector will, I doubt it not.

See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts.
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Duck. Not half 80 bad as thine to England's king.

Injurious duke ; that threat'^t where is no cause.

Buck. True, madam, none at all. What call you
this I? {Shewing her the papers.)

Away with them ; let them be clapp'd up close.

And kept asunder :— You, madam, shall with us :

—

Stafford, take her to thee.

[Exit Duchess from above.
We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming

;

All.—Away

!

[Exeunt G-uards, with South., Boling., §'c.

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watcii'd

her well

:

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon

!

Now, pray, my lord, let's see the devil's writ.

What have we here r {Reads.
The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ;

But him outlive, and die a violent death.

Why, this is just.

Aio te, ^acida Romanos vincere posse.]

Well, to the rest :

Tell me, what fate aivaits the duke of Suffolk?
By water shall he die, and take his end.—
What sliall betide the duke ofSomerset 1

Let him shun castles ;

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains,

Than where castles mounted stand.
Come, come, my lords

;

These oracles are hardily attain'd.

And hardly understood.
The king is now in progress toward Saint Alban's,
With him the husband of this lovely lady :

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry
them

;

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. •
Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord

of York,
To be the post, in hope of his reward.

York. At your pleasure, my good lord.—Who's
within there, ho ?

Enter a Servant.

Invite my lords of Salisbury and Warwick,
To sup with me to-morrow night—Away ! [Exeunt

ACT II.

Scene I.- -Saint Albans.

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Gloster,
Cardinal, and Suffolk, with Falconers hollaing.

Q. 3far. Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook,

I saw.not better sport these seven years' day:
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high

;

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your falcon

vnade,

And what a pitch she flew above the rest !—
To see how God in all his creatures works

!

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high.

Suf No marvel, an it like your majesty.

My lord protector's hawks do tower so well

;

They know their master loves to be aloft.

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch.

Glo. My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble mind.
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar.

Car. I thought as much ; he'd be above the

clouds. [that?

Glc. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by
Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven?
K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy !

Car. Thy heaven is ou earth ; thine eyes and
thoughts

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart;
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer.
That smooth'st it so with king and commonweal

!

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown
Tanttzne animis ccelestibus irce'/ [peremptory?
Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such malice

;

VV ith such holiness can you do it ?

^
Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes

So good a (juarrel, and so bad a oeer.

Glo. As who, my lord ?

Suf. V.^iy, as you, my lord

;

An't like your lordly lord-protectorship.

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows tliine ins(>-

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. [lence.

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, peace.
Good queen ; and whet not ou these furious peers,
For blessed are the peace-makers on earth.

Car. Let me be blessed for the i)eaee I make,
Against this proud protector, with my sword !

Glo. 'Faith, holy uncle, 'would 'twere come to

that

!

{Aside to the Cardinal.)
Car. Marry, when thou dar'st. {Aside.)

Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the matter.

In thine own person answer thy abuse. {Aside.)

Car. Ay, where thou dar'st not peep : an if thou
dar'st,

This evening outhe east side of the grove. {Aside.)

K. Hen. How now, my lords ?

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster,

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly,
We had had more sport.—Come with thy two-hand

sword. {Aside to Glo.)

Glo. True, uncle.

Car. Are you ad vis'd ?—the east side of the grove ?

Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. {Aside.)

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster?
Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my lord.

—

Now, by God's mother, priest, I'll sliave your crown
for this.

Or all my fence shall fail. (Aside.)
Car. Medice teipsum ;

Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. (Aside.)

K. Hen. The winds grow high ; so do your sto-

machs, lords.

How irksome is this music to my heart!
When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ?

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife.

Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Albaiis, crying,
A Miracle

!

Glo. What means this noise ?

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ?

Inhab. A miracle ! a miracle !

Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what miracle.

Inhab. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban's
shrine.

Within this half hour, hath received his sight

A man, that ne'er saw in his life before.

K. Hen. Now, God be prais'd 1 that to believing

souls

Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair

!

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his

Brethren; and Simpcox, borne between two
persons in a chair; his Wife and a great Mul-
titude following.

Car. Here come the townsmen in procession^

To present your highness with the man.

K. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale.

Although by his sight his sin be multiplied.

Glo. Stand by, my masters, bring him near tlie

king,

His highness' pleasure is to talk with him.

K. Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the circnm

stance.

That we for thee may glorify the Lord.

What, hast thou been long blind, and now restor'd :

Simp. Born blind, an't please your grace.

Wife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Suf. W^hat woman is this?

Wife. His wife, an't like your worship.

Glo. Had'st thou been his mother, thou could'st

have better told.

K. Hen. Where wert thou bom ?

Sifnp. At Berwick, in the north, an't like youi

grace. [great to thee :

K- Hen. Poor soul ! God's goodness hath been

Let never day nor night uuhallow'd pass,

But still remember wnat the Lord hath done.

Dd*
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Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, caiii'st thou here
by chance.

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ?

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd

A hundred times, and oft'ner, in my sleep

By good Saint Alban ; who said,— S'mipcox come ;

Come, offer at mij shrine, and I will kelp thee.

Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time and
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. [oft

Car. What, art thou lame ?

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me !

Siif. How cam'st thou so ?

Simp. A fall oflfa tree.

Wife. A plum-tree, master.

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ?

Simp. O, born so, master.

Glo. What, and would'st climb a tree ?

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth.

Wife. Too true; and bought his climbing very
dear.

Glo. 'Mass, thon lov'dst plums well, that wouldst
venture so.

Simp. Alas ! good master, my wife desir'd some
damsons.

And made me climb, with danger of my life.

Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not serve.

—

Let me see thine eyes ;—wink now ; now open
them :

—

In my opinion yet thou see'st not well.

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day; I thank God
and Saint Alban.

Glo^ Say'st thou me so? What colour is this cloak

of?
Si?np. Red, master ; red as blood.

Glo. Why that's well said : What colour is my
gown of?

Simp. Black, forsooth; coal-black, as jet.

K. Hen. Why, then, thou know'st what colour

jet is of?

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see.

Glo. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a

many.
Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life.

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what's my name ?

Sanp. Alas, master, I know not.

Glo. What's his name ?

Simp. I know not.

Glo. Nor his?

Simp. No, indeed, master.

Glo. What's thine own name ?

Simp. Sauuder Simpcox, an if it please you,

master.

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou thpre, the lyingest

knave
In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind,

Then might'st as well have known our names, as thus

To name the several colours we do wear.

Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly
To nominate them all, 's impossible.

—

My lords. Saint Alban here hath done a miracle
;

And would ye not think that cunning to be great.

That could restore this cripple to his legs ?

Simp. O, master, that you could !

Glo. My masters of Saint Alban's, have yon not

beadles in your town, and things called whips ?

Maj/. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace.

Glo. Then send for one presently.

May. Sirrah go fetch the beadle hither straight.

[Exit an Attendant.
Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. fA

stool brought out.) Now, sirrah, if you mean to

save yourself from whipping, leap me over this

stool, and run away.
Simp. Alas, master,! am not able to stand alone:

You go about to torture me in vain.

Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle.

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs.

—Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that
flame stool.

Bead. I will, my lord.—Come on, sirrah ; oflF

with your doublet quickly.

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not
able to stand.

[After the Beadle hath kit hitn once, he
leaps over the stool, and runs away ; and
the people folloiv, and cry : A miracle .

K. Hen. O God, see'st thou this, and bear'st so
long?

Q. Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain run.
Glo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away.
Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need.
Glo. Let them be whipped through every market

town, till they come to Berwick, whence they came.
[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, &'c.

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day.

Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away.
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I

;

You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Enter Buckingham.

K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Bucking-
ham?

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold.

A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,

—

Under the countenance and confederacy
Of lady Eleanor, the protector's wife.

The ringleader and head of all this rout,

—

Have practis'd dangerously against your state,

Dealiog with witches, and with conjurers :

Whom we have apprehended in the fact

;

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground.

Demanding of king Henry's life and death.

And other of your highness' privy council,

4iS more at large your grace shall understand.

Car. And so, my lord protector, by tJiis means
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London.
This news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's edge ;

'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.

{Aside to Gloster.)

Glo. Ambitions churchman, leave to atflict my
heart

!

Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my powers

:

And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee,

Or to the meanest groom.

K, Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the wicked
ones

:

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby !

Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the taintiire of thy nest

;

And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wer't best.

Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do aopeal.
How I have lov'd my king, and commonweal :

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands

;

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard

:

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot

Honour and virtue, and convers'd with such
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, '

I banish her my bed, and company;
And give her, as a prey, to law, and shame.
That hath >lishonour'd Gloster's honest name.
K. Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose us

here :

To-morrow, toward London, back again.
To look into this business thoroughly.
And call these foul offenders to their answers;
And poise the cause in justice' equal scales,

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause
prevails. [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene II.—London. Tlie Duke of York's Garden.

Enter York, Sahsbuky, andWarw ick.

York. Now, my good lords of Salisbury and
Warwick,

Our simple supper ended, give me leave.

In this close walk, to satisfy myself,

In craving your opinion of my title.

Which is infallible, to England's crown.
Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

War. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy claim be
good.
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The Nevils are thy subjects to command.
York. Then thus:—

Edward tlie third, my lords, had seven sons :

The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of
Wales

;

The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third,

Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom.
Was John- of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster :

The fifth, was Edmond Langley, duke of York:
The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of

Gloster

;

William of Windsor was the seventh and last.

Edward, the Black Prince, died before his father

;

And left behind him Richard, his only son. Iking

;

Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd as
Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaster,
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz'd on the realm ; depos'd tlie rightful king

;

Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she
came,

And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know.
Harmless Richard was murder'd traitorously.

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth

;

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crovra.

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by

For Richard, the first son's heir being dead.
The issue of the next son should have reign'd.

fSal. But William of Hatfield died without an
heir.

York. The third son, duke of Clarence, (from
whose line,

I claim the crown,) had issue—Philippe, adaughter.
Who married Bdmund Mortimer, earl of March :

Edmund had issue—Roger, earl of March
;

Roger had issue—Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor.

Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke,
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown;
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king.

Who kept him in captivity, till he died.

But to the rest.

York. His eldest sister, Anne,
My mother, being heir unto the crown.
Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was son
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's fifth son.

By her I claim the kingdom : she was the son

Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe,

Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clau-ence :

So, if the issue of the elder son

Succeed before the younger, I am king.

War. What plain proceedings are more plain

than this ?

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt,
The fourth son ; York claims it from the third.

Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign

:

It fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee.

And in thy sous, fair slips of such a stock.

—

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together;
And in this private plot, be we the first.

That shall salute our rightful sovereign
With honour of his birthright to the crown.

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng-
land's king

!

[king

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your
Till I be crown'd ; and that my sword be stain'd

With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster-
And that's not suddenly to be perform'd;
But with advice, and silent secrecy.

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days.
Wink at the duke of Suffolk's insolence.
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition.
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them.
Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock.

That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey :

'Tis that they seek ; and they, in seeking tliat.

Shall find their deaths, if Y'ork can prophesy.
Sal, My lord, break we ofl'; we know your mind

at full. [Warwick
War. My heart assures me, that the earl of

Shall one day make the duke of York a king.
York. And, Nevil, this 1 do assure myself,—

Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick
The greatest man in England, but the king. [Exeunt.

Scene IH.—T^e same. A Hall of Justice.

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen
Margaret, Gloster, York, Suffolk, and
S-AiisBURY; the Duchess o/Gloster, Margery
JouRDAJN, SouTmvELL, HuME, and BOUNG
broke, under fjuard.

K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham,
Gloster's wife

:

In sight of God, and us, your guilt is great

;

Receive the sentence of the law, for sins
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death.

—

Y'ou four, from hence to prison back again
;

[To^Jourd., ^c.)
From thence, unto the place of execution :

The witch in SmithCeid shall be bum'd to ashes,
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows.

—

,
You, madam, for you are more nobly bom,
Despoiled of your honour in your life.

Shall, after three days' open penance done,
Live in your country here, in banishment.
With sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man.
Duch. Welcome is banishment, welcome were

my death.

Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hathjudged thee;

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.

—

[Exeunt the Duchess and the other Prisoners,
guarded.

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground !

—

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go

;

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease.
K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster : ere

thou go.

Give up thy stafi"; Henry will to himself
Protector be : and God shall be my hope,
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet

;

And go in peace, Humphrey ; no less belov'd.
Than when thou wert protector to thy king.

Q. Mar. I see no reason, why a king of years
Should be to be protected like a child.

—

God and king Henry govern England's helm .

Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm.
Glo. My stafl"?—here, noble Henry, is my staff

As willingly do I the same resign.

As ere thy father Henry made it mine

;

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it.

As others w'ould ambitiously receive it.

Farewell, good king : When I am dead and gone.
May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [Exit.

Q. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret
queen

;

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself.

That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once,

—

His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp'd off;

This stafi' of honour raught :—There let it stand,

Where it best fits to be, in Henry's hand.

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his

sprays

;

Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest days.

York. Lords, let him go.—Please it your majesty,

This is the day appointed for the combat

;

And ready are the appellant and defendant.

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists.

So please your highness to behold the fight.

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely there-

fore

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried.

K. Hen. O'God's name, see the lists and all

things fit

;

Here let them end it, and God defend the right

!

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested.

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant.

The servant of this armourer, my lords.
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Enter, on one side, Horneb, and his Neighbcnirs,

drinlcing to him so much that he is drunk ; and
he enters bearing his staff' with a sand-bag

fastened to it ; a drum before him : at the other

side, Peter, with a drum and a similar staff;

accompanied by Prentices drinking to him.

' 1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you

in a cop of sack ; And feeir not, neighbour, yon shall

do well enough.

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here's a cop of

chameco.
3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer,

neighbour : drink, and fear not your mar.

Hor. Let it come, i' faith, and 111 pledge you all

;

And a fig for Peter

!

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee ; and be

not afraid.

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy mas-

ter ; fight for credit of the prentices.

Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for me,

I pray you; for, 1 think, I have taken ray last

draught in this world.—Here, Robin, an if I die,

I give thee my apron ; and, Will, thou shalt have

my hammer:—and here, Tom, take all the ninney

that 1 have.—O Lord, bless me, 1 pray God ! for I

am never able to deal with my master, he hath learrt

so much fencs already.

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.

Sirrah, w hat's thy name ?

Peter. Peter, forsooth.

Sal. Peter! what more?
Peter. Thump. [well.

Sal. Thump! then see thoa thamp thy master

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon

my man's instigation, to prove him a knave, and
myself an honest man : and touching the duke of

York,—will take my death, I never meant him any

ill. nor the king, nor the queen : And therefore,

Peter, have at thee with a downright blow, as Bevis

of Southampton fell upon Ascapart
York. Despatch :— this knave's tongue begins to

donble.

Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants.

{Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes doton

his master.

Hor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess. I confess

treason. (Dies.)

York. Take away his weapon :—Fellow, thank

God, and the good wine in thy master's way.

Peter. O God ! have I overcome mine enemies

in this presence ? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in

right! [sight;

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our

For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt

:

And God, injustice, hath reveal'd to us

The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

Which he had thought to have murder'd wrong-
fully.—

Come, fellow, follow ns for thy reward. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

T/ie same. A Street.

' Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks.

Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a

And, after summer, evermore succeeds [cloud
;

Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold :

Si) cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.

Sirs, what's o'clock ?

Serv. Ten, my lord.

Glo. Ten is the hour that was a|)])ointed me.
To watch the coming of my punish'd duchess :

Uneath may she endure the llinty streets.

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble jnind abrook
The abject people, gazing on thy face.

With envious looks still laughing at thy shame
;

That erst did follow thy proud c^iariot wheels.
When thou didst ride in triumph through tlie streets.
But, soft! I think, she comes; and I'll prepare
My tear-stain'd eyes to .see her miseries.

Enter the Duchess o/ Gloster, in a uhiie sheet,

with paperspimrd upon her back, her feet bare,

and a taper burning in her hand; Sir JoHN
Stanxev, a Sheriff, and Officers.

Serv. So please yonr grace, we'll lake her from
the sheriff.

Glo. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by.

Duch. Come you, my lord, to see ' my open
shame ?

Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze '.

See, how the giddy multitude do point.

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes ontliee '

Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks;

And, in tliy closet pent up, rue my shame.
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine.

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief.

Duch. An, Gloster, teach me to forget mysel£
For, wliilst I tliink I am thy manied wife.

And thou a prince, protector of this land,

IMethinks, 1 should not thus be led along,

Mail'd up in shame, with papers on my back
;

And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice

To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans.

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet

;

-A.nd, when I start, the envious people laugh,

And bid me be advised how I tread.

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke
Trow'st tbou, that e'er I'll look upon the world

;

Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun "?

No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day
;

To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell.

Sometime I'll say, I am duke Humphrey's wife

;

-\nd he a prince, and ruler of the land

:

Yet so he rul'd, and such a prince he was.
As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess.

Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stock.

To every idle rascal follower.

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame
;

Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will.

For Sufl'olk,—he, that can do all in all.

With her that hateth thee, and hates us all,

—

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest,

Ha\ e all lim'd bushes to betray thy wings,
And, fly tliou how thou canst, they'll tangle thee :

But feai- not thou, until thy foot be snar'd.

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes.

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimest all awry

;

I must ofi'end, 'before I be attamted :

And had I twenty times so many foes,

And each of them had twenty times their power.
All these could not procure me any scathe.
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless.
\\ ouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach?
W hy, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away.
But I in danger for the breach of law.
Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell :

I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience
;

These few days' wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald.

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty's parlia

ment, holden at Bury the first of this next month.
Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd herein before !

This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there.

[Exit Herald.
I\Iy Nell, I take my leave :—and, master sherilf.

Let not her penance exceed the king's commission.
Sher. An't please your grace, here my commis-

sion stays :

And sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with him to the isle of Man.

Glo. Must yon, sir John, protect my lady here ?

Stan. So am I given in charge, may't please yonr
grace.

Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray
You use her well : the world may laugh again

;

And I may live to do you kindness, it

You do it her. And so, sir John, farewell.



Act m. Sc. I. KING HENRV VI. es

Duch. What, gone, my lord; and bid me not

farewell f

Glo. Witness mv tears, I cannot stay to speak.
' [Exeunt Gloster and Sen'ants.

DucL Art thoa gone too? All comlort go with

thee!

For none abides with me ; my joy is—death

;

Death, at whose name I oft nave been afeard.

Because I wish'd this worM's eternity.

—

Stanley, I prythee go, and take me hence ;

I care not whither, for I beg no favour.

Only convey me where thou art commanded.
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the isle of Man :

There to be used according to your state.

Duch. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach :

And shall I then be us'd reproachfully ?

Stan. Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey's
lady.

According to that state yon shall be used.

Duch Sheriif, farewell, and better than I fare
;

ithough thou hast been conduct of my shame !

Sher. It is my ofiEce ; and, madam, pardon me.
Duch. Ay, ay, I'arewell ; thy oifice is discharg'd.

—

Come, Stanley, shall we go T

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this

sheet.

And go we to attire you for our journey.

Duch. My shame, will not be shifted with my
sheet

.

No, it will hang npon my richest robes.

And shew itself, attire me how I can.

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. [Exeunt.

ACT m.
ScE-VE I.—The Abbey at Bury.

Enter to the Parliament King He>"RY, Queen
Makgabet, Cardinal Bexitfokt, Suffolk.,

York, BrcKiNGHAii, and others.

K. Hen. I muse, my lord of Gloster is not come ;

'Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man,
Whate'er occasion keeps him from us now.

Q. Mar. Can you not see ? or will yon not observe

The strangeness of his alter'd countenance ?

With what a majesty he bears himself;

How insolent of late he is become.
How proud, peremptory, and unlike himself?

We know the time, since he v xs mild and affable :

And, if we did but glance a far-off look.

Immediately he was upon his knee.

That all the conn admir'd him for submission :

But meet him now, and, be it in the mom.
When every one will give the time of day.
He knits his brow, and shews an angry eye.
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee.
Disdaining duty that to us belongs.

Small curs are not regarded when they grin ;

But great men tremble when the lion roars ;

And Humphrey is no little man in England.
First, note, that he is near you in descent

;

And should you fair, he is the nest w-ill mount.
Me seemeth then, it is no policy,

—

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears.
And his advantage following your decease,

—

That he should come about your royal person.
Or be admitted to your highness' council.

By flattery halh he won the commons" hearts ;

And, when he please to make commotion,
'Tis to be fear'd, they all will follow him.
Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-rooted

;

Suffer them now, and they'll o'ergrow the garden,
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care, I bear unto my lord.

Made me collect these dangers in the dake.
If it be fond, call it a woman's fear;
\ hich fear if better reasons can supplant,
I w;ll subscribe and say—I wrong'd the duke.
My lord of Suffolk,—Buckingham,—and York,—
Reprove my allegation, if you can

;

Or else conclude my words effectual.

Suf. Well hath yoor highiiess eetu into this dake ;

And, had I first been put to speak my mind,
I think, I should have told your graces tale.

The duchess, by his subornation,
I pon my life began her devilish practices

;

Or if he were not privy to those faults,

"i et, by reputing of his high descent.
As nest the king, he was successive heir,)

And such high vaunts of his nobility.

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess.
By wicked means to frame oar sovereign's fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep ;

And in his simple shew he harbours treason.
The fos barks not, when he would steal the lamb
No, no, my sov ereign ; Gloster is a man
I csounded yet, and full of deep deceit

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law,
Dense strange deaths, for small offences done?

1 ork. And did he not, in his protectorship.
Levy great sums of money througn the realm.
For soldiers' pay in France, and never sent it?

By means whereof, the towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut I these are petty faults to faults un
known.

Which time will bring to light in smooth duVe
Humphrey.

K. Hen. My lords, at once : The care yon have
of us.

To mow down thorns that would aruKiy our foot.

Is worthy praise : But shall I speak my conscience ?

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent
From meaning treason to our royal person.
As is the suckling iamb, or harmless dove :

The Duke is virtuous, mild ; and too well given.

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall.

Q. Mar. Ab, what's more dangerous than this

fond affiance I

Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but borrow'd.
For he's disposed as the hateful raven.
Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent liim.

For he's inclin'd, as are the ravenous wolves.
Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit T

Take heed, ray lord ; the welfare of ns all

Hangs on the cutting short that frandful man.

Enter Somekset.

Sam. All health unto mv gracious sovereign !

K. Hen. Welcome, lord Somerset \Miat news
from France ?

Som. That all your interest ui those territories

Is utterly bereft yon ; all is lost.

K. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset : but God's
will be done.

Yarh. Cold news for me ; for I had hope ofFrance,
As firmly as I hope for fertile England.

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bad.

And caterpillars eat my leaves away.

But I will remedy this gear ere long.

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. {Aside.)

Enter Gloster.

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king

!

Pardon, my hese, that I have staid so long,

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come too

soon.

Unless thou wert more loyal than thoa art

:

I do arrest thee of high treason here.

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see me
blush,

Nor change my countenance for this arrest

;

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.

The purest spring is not so free fn>m mud.

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign

:

Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty .

York. 'TIS thought, my lord, that you took bribes

of France,

And, being protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay;

By means whereof his highness hath lost France.

Glo. Is it bnt thought so ? What are they that

think it ?
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I never robb'd the soldiers of their pay,

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.

So help me God, as I have watch'd the night.

—

Ay, night by night, in studying good for England !

That doit, that e'er I wrested from the king,

Or any groat I hoarded to my use,

Be brought against me at my (rial day

!

No ! many a pound ofmine own proper store.

Because I would not tax the needy commons.
Have I dispersed to the garrisons.

And never ask'd for restitution.

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much.
Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me God !

York. In your protectorship, you did devise
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of.

That England was defam'd by tyranny.

Glo. Why, 'tis well known, that whiles I was
protector.

Pity was all the fault that was in me

;

For I should melt at an offender's tears,

And lowly words were ransom for their fault.

Unless it were a bloody murderer.
Or foul felonious thief, that fleec'd poor passengers,

I never gave them condign punishment:
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur'd

Above the felon, or what trespass else.

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly an-

swer'd

:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge.

Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself.

I do arrest you in his highness' name ;

And here commit you to my lord cardinal

To keep, until your further time of trial.

K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, 'tis my special hope,
That you will clear yourself from all suspects

;

My conscience tells me, you are innocent.
Glo. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous

!

Virtue is chok'd wiih foul ambition.

And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand

;

Foul subornation is predominant.
And equity exil'd your highness' land.

I know, their complot is to have my life

:

And, if my death might make this island happy.
And prove the period of their tyranny,

I would expend it with all willingness :

But mine is made the prologue to their play;

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril.

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.

Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's malice,

And Suffolk's cloudy brov? his stormy hate

;

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue,

The envious load that lays upon his heart

;

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon.
Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back.
By false accuse doth level at my life :

—

And you, my sovereign lady with the rest.

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head
;

And, with your best endeavour, have stirr'd up
My liefest liege to be mine enemy :

—

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together.

Myself had notice of your conventicles.

And all to make away ray guiltless life :

J shall not want false witness to condemn me,
Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt;

The ancient proverb will be well effected,

—

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable :

If those, that care to keep your royal person
From treason's secret knife, and traitors' rage.

Be thus ui)braided, chid, and rated at.

And the offender granted scope of speech,

'Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace.

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch'd.
As if she had suborned some to swear
False allegations, to o'erthrow his state ?

Q. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide.

Glo. Fartruerspoke than meant: I lose, indeed;

—

Beshrew the winners, for they played me false !

And well such losers may have leave to speak.

Buc. He'll wrest the sense, and hold us here all

day:

—

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. [sure.

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him
Glo. Ah, thus king Heury throws away his crutch.

Before his legs be firm to bear his body :

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side.

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first.

Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, that it were !

For, good king Henry, thy decay I fear.

[Exeunt Attendants, with Gloster.

K. Hen. My lords what to your wisdom seemeth
best.

Do, or nndo, as if ourself were here.

Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the
parliament?

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd
with grief.

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes

;

My body round engirt with misery
;

For what's more miserable than discontent ?

Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I see

The map of honour, truth, and loyalty

;

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come,
That e'er I prov'd thee false, or fear'd thy faith.

What low'ring star now envies thy estate.

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen.

Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ?

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong :

And as the butcher takes away the calf.

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays,

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house
;

Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence.

And as the dam runs lowing up and down.
Looking the way her harmless young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling's loss;

Even so myself bewails good Gloster's case
With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm'd eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him good

;

So mighty are his vowed enemies.
His fortunes I will weep ; and, 'twixt each groan.
Say

—

Who's a traitor? Gloster he is none. [E.xit.

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with tlie

sun's hot beams.
Henry, my lord, is cold in great affairs.

Too full of foolish pity : and Gloster's shew
Beguiles hira, as the mournful crocodile

With sorrow snares relenting passengers ;

Or as the snake, roll'd in a flowering bank,
With shining chequer'd slough, doth sting a child,..

That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent.

Behove me, lords, were none more wise than I,

(And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,

)

'Fhis Gloster should be quickly rid the world.
To rid us from the fear we have of him.

Car. That he should die is worthy policy :

But yet we want a colour for his deatn :

'Tis meet he be conderan'd by course o'']aw.

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy :

The king will labour still to save his life,

The commons haply rise to save his life
;

And yet we have but trivial argument,
More than mistrust, that shews him worthy death.

York. So that by this, you would not have him die.

Suf. Ah, Y^ork, no man alive so fain as I.

York. 'Tis York, that hath more reason for his

death.

—

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk,

—

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,

—

Wer't not all one, an empty eagle were set

To guard the chicken from a hungry kite.

As place duke Humphrey for the king's protector?

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of

death. [then,

Suf. Madam, 'tis true : And wer't not madness.
To make the fox surveyor of the fold ?

Who being accus'd a crafty murderer.
His guilt should be but idly posted over.

Because his purpose is not executed.
No ; let him die, in that he is a fox.
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By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock.

Before his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood

;

As Humprey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege.

And do not stand on quillets, how to slay him :

Be it by gius, by snares, by subtilty,

Sleeping, or waking, tis no matter how.
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit

Which mates him first, that first intends deceit.

Q. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk,'tis resolutely spoke.

Siif. Not resolute, except so much were done;
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant

:

But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,

—

Seeing the deed is meritorious.
And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,

—

Say but the word, and I will be his priest.

Car. But I would have him dead, luy lord of
Suffolk,

Ere you can take due orders for a priest

:

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed.
And I'll provide his executioner,

I tender so the safety of my liege.

Siif. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing.

Q. Mar. And so say I.

York. And I : and now we three have spoke it.

It skills not greatly who impugns oar doom

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain,

To signify—that rebels there are up,

And put the Englishmen unto the sword :

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime.

Before the wound do grow incurable
;

For being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient stop!

What counsel give you in this weighty cause ?

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither

:

'Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ'd
;

Witness the fortune he hath had in France.

Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy.

Had been the regent there instead of me.

He never would have staid in France so long.

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done :

I rather would have lost my life betimes.

Than bring a burden of dishonour home,
By staying there so long, till all were lost.

Slievv me one scar character'd on thy skin :

Men's flesh preserv'd so whole, do seldom win.

Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging

fire.

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :

—

No more, good York ;—sweet Somerset, be still ;

—

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there.

Might happily have prov'd far worse than his.

York. What, worse than naught? nay, then a

shame take all

!

Som. And, in the number, thee, that wishest

shame I

Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is.

The uncivil Kernes of Ireland are in arms.

And temper clay with blood of Engli.shmen

:

To Ireland will you lead a band of men.
Collected choicely, from each county some,
And try your hap against the Irishmen ?

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty.

Suf. Why, our authority is his consent

;

And, what we do estabhsh, he confirms

:

Then, noble York, take thou this task In hand.
York. I am content : Provide me soldiers, lords.

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs.

Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see perform'd.
But now return we to the false duke Huniphre3'.

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him.
That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more.
And so break off; the day is almost spent:
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event.

York. JVTy lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days.
At Bristol 1 expect my soldiers

;

For there I'll ship them all for Ireland.
Suf. rU see it truly done, my lord of York.

{Exeimt all but York.

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful

thought.

And change misdoubt to resolution :

Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thon art
Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying

:

Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-bom man.
And find no harbour in a royal heart
Faster than springtime showers, comes thought

on thought

;

And not a thought, but thinks on dignity.
My brain, more busy than the labouring spider.
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies.
Well, nobles, well , 'tis politicly done.
To send me packing with an host of men :

I fear me, you but warm the starved snake.
Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your

hearts.

'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me :

I take it kindly
;
yet, be well assur'd

You put sharp weapons in a madman's hands
Whiles I in Irelana nourish a mighty band,
I will stir up in England some black storm.
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell

:

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage
Until the golden circuit on my head.
Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams.
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.
And, for a minister of my intent,
I have seduc'da headstrong Kentishman,
John Cade of Ashford,
To make commotion, as full well he can.
Under the title of John Mortimer.
In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade
Oppose himself against a troop of Kernes;
And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts
Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porcupine :

And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him
Caper upright like a wild Morisco,
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells.
Full often, like a shag-hair'd crafty Kerne,
Hath he conversed with the enemy

;

And undiscover'd come to me again,
And given me notice of their villanies.

This devil here shall be my substitute
;

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead.
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble :

By this I shall perceive the commons' mind.
How they affect the house and claim of York.
Say, he be taken, rack'd, and tortured

;

I know no pain they can inflict upon him.
Will make him say—I mov'd him to those arms.
Say, that he thrive fas 'tis great like he will,)

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength.

And reap the harvest which that rascal sow'd :

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be.

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

Bunj. A Room in the Palace

Enter certain Murderers, hastily.

1 Mur. RuntomylordofSuflblk; let him know.
We have despatch'd the duke, as he commanded.
2 Mur. O, that it were to do !—What have we

done ?

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ?

Enter Suffolk.

1 Mur. Here comes my lord

Suf. Now, sirs, have you
Despatch'd this thing ?

1 Mur. Ah, my good lord, he's ^ead.

Suf. Why, that's well said. Go, get you to my
house

;

I will reward you for this venturous deed.

The king and all the peers are here at hand.

—

Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well.

According as I gave direction ?

1 Mur. 'Tis, my good lord.

Suf. Away, be gone I [Exeunt Murderers.
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Enter King Henhy, Queen M.uioauet, Cardinal

Beaufort, Somerset, Lords, and others.

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence

straiglit

:

Say, we intend to try his Rrnce to-day.

If he be guilty, as 'tis published.

Suf. I'll call him presently, my noble lord. [Exit.

K. Hen. Lords, take your places ;—And I pray

you all,

Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster,

Than from true evidence, of good esteem.

He be approv'd in practice culpable.

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail,

That faultless may condemn a nobleman !

Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion !

K. Hen. I thank thee, Margaret; these words

content me much.

—

Re-enter Sdffolk.

How now? why look'st thou pale ? why tremblest

thou ?

Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk r

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead.

Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend !

Car. God's secret judgment -.—I did dream to-

night.

The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word.

(The King swoons.)

Q. Mar. How fares my lord ?—Help, lords ! the

king is dead.
. , • , .1

Som. Rear up his body ; wnng him by the nose.

Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help !—O, Henry, ope

thine eyes

!

Sitf. He doth revive again ;—Madam, be patient.

K. Hen. O heavenly God

!

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ?

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign! gracious Henry,

comfort

!

.^,,1-^0
K. Hen. What, dothmy lord of Sufiolk comfort me >

Came he right now to sing a raven's note.

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers
;

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren.

By crying comfort from a hollow breast.

Can chase away the first-conceived sound ?

Hide not thy poison with such sugar d words.

Lay not hands on me ; forbear, I say
;

Their touch aflfrights me, as a serpent's sting.

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight

!

Upon thy eye- balls murd'rous tyranny

Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world.

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding :—

Yet do not go away ;— Come, basilisk.

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sigiit

:

For in the shade of death I shall find joy

;

In Hfe, but double death, now Gloster's dead.

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus?

Although the duke was enemy to him,

Yet he, most christian-like, laments his death :

And for myself,—foe as he was to me.

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans.

Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life,

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans.

Look pale as primrose, with blood-dnnkmg sighs,

And all to have the noble duke alive.

What know I how the world may deem of me ?

For it.i8 known, we were but hollow friends

;

It may be judg'd, I made the duke away :

So shall my name with slander's tongue be wounded.

And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproach.

This get I by his death : Ah me, unhappy

!

To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy !

K. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster.wretched man !

Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is.

What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ?

I am no loathsome leper, look on me.

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf?

Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn (|ueen.

la all thy comfort shut in Gloster's touib ?

Why, then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy

:

Erect liis statue then, and worship it.

And make my image but an alehouse sign.

V^as I, for this, nigh wreck'd upon the sea

,

And twice by awkward wind from England's bank
Drove back again unto my native clime ?

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind
Did seem to say,—Seek not a scorpii>n's nest.

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ?

What did I then, but curs'd the gentle gusts,

And he tliat loos'd them from their brazen caves
;

And bid them blow towards England's blessed
shores.

Or turn our stern upou a dreadful rock ?

Yet Mo\as would not be a murderer,
But left that hateful office unto thee :

The pretty vaulting sea refus'd to drown me
;

Knowing, that thou would'st have me drown'd on
shore,

With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness ;

The splitting rocks cow'rd in the sinking sands.

And would not dash me with their ragged sides;

Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they.

Might in thy palace perish Margaret.

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs.

When from the shore the tempest beat us back,

I stood upon the hatches in the storm

:

And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnest-gaping sight of thy land's view,

I look a costly jewel from my neck,

—

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,

—

And threw it towards thy land ;—the sea receiv'd it;

And so, I wish'd, thy body might my heart:

And even with this, I lost fair England's view.

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart

:

And call'd them blind and dusky spectacles,

For losing ken of Albion's wished coast.

How often have I tempted Siilfolk's tongue
?rhe agent of tliy foul inconstancy,)

o sit and witch me, as Ascanius did.

When he to madding Dido would unfold

His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy ?

Am I not witch'd like her? or thou not false like him?
Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Margaret

!

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long.

Noise within. Enter Warwick and Salisbxjry.

The Commons press to the door.

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign.

That good duke Humphrey traitorously is murder'd
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort's means.
The commons, like an angry hive of bees.

That want their leader, scatter up and down,
And care not who they sting in his revenge.

Myself have calm'd their spleenful mutiny.

Until they hear the order of his death.

K. Hen. That he is dead, good Warwick; 'tis

too true
;

But how he died, God knows, not Henry :

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse.

And comment then upon his sudden death.

War. That I shall do, my liege :—Stay, Salisbury,

With the rude multitude, till I return.

[Warwick goes into an inner room, and Salis-
lury retires.

K. Hen. O thou, that judgest all things, stay my
thoughts

;

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul.

Some violent hands were laid on Humphrev's life !

If ray suspect be false, forgive me, God
;

For judgment only doth belong to tliee !

Fain would I go i^i chafe his paly lips

With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain

Upon his face an ocean of salt tears
;

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk,

And vnth my fingers feel his hand unfeeling

:

But all in vain are these mean obsequies

;

And to survey his dead and earthly image.

What were it but to make my sorrow greater ?
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Thefolding doers ofan tntier chamber are thrown
open, and Gloster is discovered dead in his

bed: Warwick and others standing by it.

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this

body.

K. Hen. That is to see how deep my grave is made :

For, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace
;

For seeing him, I see my life in death.

War. As surely as my soul intends to live

With that dread Kinfc, that took our state upon hira,

To free us from his Father's wrathful curse,

I do believe, that violent hands were laid

Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke.

Stif. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue !

What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow V

War. See, how the blood is settled in his face !

—

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost.

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless,

Being all descended to the labouring heart

;

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death.

Attracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy

;

Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er re-

tumeth
To blush and beautify the cheek again.

But, see, his face is black, and full of blood;

His eye-balls farther out than when he liv'd.

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man :

His hair uprear'U, his nostrils stretch'd with strag-

gling;

His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd

And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdii'd.

Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking

;

His well-proportioned beard made rough and
nrgged,

Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg'd.

It cannot be, but he was murder'd here
;

The least of all these signs were probable.

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke
to death?

Myself, and Beaufort, had him in protection

;

And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.

War. But both of you were vow'd duke Hum-
phrey's foes

;

And yon, forsooth, had the good duke to keep:
'Tis like, you would not feast hira like a friend

;

And 'tis well seen he fouiid an enemy.

Q. Mar. Then yon, belike, suspect these noblemen
As guilty of duke Humphrey's timeless death.

War. W ho finds the heifer dead, and bleeding

fresh.

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe.

But will suspect, 'twas he that made the slaughter ?

Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest,

Biit may imagine how the biid was dead.

Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak ?

Even so suspicious is this tragedy.

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where's
your knife ?

Is Beaufort term'd a kite ? where are his talons?

Suf. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men
;

But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease.

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart.

That slanders me with murder's crimson badge :

—

Say, if thou dar'st, proud lord of Warwickshire,
That I am faulty in duke Humphrey's death.

[Exeunt Cardinal, Sam., and others.

War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk

dare him?
Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious spirit.

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller.

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times.

f'Far. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say;

For every word you speak in his behalf.
Is slander to your royal dignity.

Suf. Blunt-vritted lord, ignoble in demeanour !

If ever lady wrong'd her lord so much.
Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some stern untutor'd churl, and noble stock
Was graft with crab-tree slip-; whose fruit thou art,

And never of the Nevils' noble race,
War. But that the guilt ofmurder bucklers thee.

And I should rob the deathsman of his fee.

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames.
And that my sovereign's presence makes me mild,
I would, false murderous coward, (m thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech.
And say—it was thy mother, that thou mean'st.
That thou thyself was bom in bastardy

;

And after all this fearful homage done.
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soid to hell.

Pernicious blfMjdsucker of sleeping men !

Suf. Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy blood.
If from this presence thou dar'st go with me.
War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence :

Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with Ihee,
And do some service to duke Humphrey's ghost.

[Exetmt Suffolk and Warwich.
K. Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a heart

untainted ?

Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel just;
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel.

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted.

[A noise within.")

Q. Mar. What noise is this ?

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their

weapons drawn.

K. Hen. Why, how now, lords ? your wrathful
weapons drawn

Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold ?

—

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here?
Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. r^uTi

Noise of crowd ivithiii. Re-enter Salisbury.

Sal. Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know your
mind.

—

(Spealnng to those within.
Dread lord, the commons send you word by me.
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death,
Or banished fair England's territories.

They will by violence tear him from your jjalace
And torture him with grievous ling'ring death.
They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died

;

They say, in him they fear your highness' death :

And mere instinct of love, and loyalty.

Free from a stubborn opposite intent.

As being thought to (ymtradict your liking,

—

Makes them thus forward in his banishment.
They say, in care of your most royal person.
That, if your highness should intend to sleep.
And charge—that no man should disturb your rest.

In pain of your dislike, or pain of death
;

Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict.

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue.
That slily glided towards your majesty.

It were but necessary, you were wak'd
;

Lest, being suffer'd in that harmful slumber.

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal

:

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid.

That they will guard you whe'r you will, or no.

From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is
•

With whose envenomed and fatal sting.

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth.
They say, is shamefully bereft of life.

Commons. [Within.) An answer from the king,

my lord of Salisbury.

Suf. 'Tis like, Uie commons, rude unpolish'd

hinds,

Could send such messager to their sovereign :

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd.

To shew how quaint an orator j'ou are

.

But all the honour Salisbury hath won.
Is—that he was tlie lord ambassador.
Sent from a sort of tinkers to tiie king.

Commons. [Within.) An answer from the king,

or we'll all break in.

K. Hen. Go, Salisburj', and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care

;

And had I not been 'cited so by tliem.
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Vet did I pnrpose as they so entreat

;

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy
JMischatice unto my stale by Suffolk's means.
And tlierefore—by His majesty I swear.

Whose far unworthy deputy I ana,

—

He shall not breathe infection in this air

but three days longer, on the pain of death.

[Exit Salisbury.

Q. Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle Sutfolk !

K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle

Suffolk.

No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him.
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath.

Had I but said, I would have kept my word
;

But, when I swear, it is irrevocable

:

If, after three days space, thou here be'st found
On any ground that I am ruler of.

The world shall not be ransome for thy life.

—

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me
;

I have great matters to impart to thee.

[Exeunt K. Henry, IT arwick. Lords, §fc.

Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with
Heart's discontent, and sour affliction, [you !

Be playfellows to keep you company !

There's two of you ; the devil make a third !

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps !

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations.

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar. Fye, coward woman, and soft-hearted

wretch

!

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies ?

Suf. A plague upon them ! wherefore should I

curse them ?

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan,

I would invent as bitter-searching terms.

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear,

Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth.

With full as many signs of deadly hate.

As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave

:

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words

;

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint;

My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract

;

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban :

And even now my burden'd heart would break.

Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink !

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste !

Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees !

Their chiefest prospects, murdering basilisks !

Their softest touch, as smart as lizards' stings !

Their music, frightful as the serpent's hiss
;

And boding screech-owls make the concert full

!

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell.

—

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment'st

thyself:

4nd these dread curses—like the sun 'gainst glass.

Or like an overcharged gun,—recoil.

And turn the force of them upon thyself,

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ?

Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from.

Well could I curse away a winter's night.

Though standing naked on a mountain top.

Where biting cold would never let grass grow.

And think it but a minute spent in sport.

Q. Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give me
thy hand,

That I may dew it with my mournful tears;

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place.

To wash away my woeful monuments.

O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand :

{Kisses his hand.)

That thou might'st think upon these by the seal.

Through wbom a thousand sighs are breath'd for

thee!

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief:

'Tis but surmis'd whilst thou art standing by.

As one that surfeits thinking on a want
1 will repeal thee, or, be well assured.

Adventure to be banished myself:

And banished I am, if but from thee.

Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone.

—

O, go not yet !—Even thus two friends, condemn'd.
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves,

Leather a hundred times to part than die.

Yet now farewell : and farewell life with theei

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished.

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee.

Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence

;

A wilderness is populous enough.

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company.
For where thou art, there is the world itself.

With every several pleasure in the world

;

And where thou art not, desolation.

I can no more :—Live thou to joy thy life
,

Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv'st.

Enter Vaxix.

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast ? what news,

I pr'ythee ?

Vatix. To signify unto his majesty,

That Cardinal IfJeaufort is at point of death
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him.

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air,

Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth.

Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey's ghost

Were by his side ; sometime, he calls the king.

And whispers to his pillow, as to him.

The secrets of his overcharged soul:

And I am sent to tell his majesty.

That even now he cries aloud for him.

Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the king.

[E.xit Vaux.
Ah me I what is this world ? what news are these ?

But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss.

Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul's treasure?

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee,

And with the southern clouds contend in tears

;

Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sorrows ?

Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know'st,

is coming !

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live :

And in thy sight to die, what were it else

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap?
Here could I breathe my soul into the air.

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe.

Dying with mother's dugs between his lips :

Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad,
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes.

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth
;

So should'st thou either turn my flying soul.

Or I should breathe it so into thy body.

And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium.

To die by thee, were but to die in jest

:

From thee to die, were torture more than death :

O, let me stay, befall what may befall.

Q. Mar. Away ! though parting be a fretful cor-

rosive.

It is applied to a deathful wound.
To France, sweet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee

;

For whereso'er thou art in this world's globe,

I'll have an Iris that shall find thee out.

Suf I go.

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee.

Suf A jewel, lock'd into the woeful'st cask
That ever did contain a thing of worth.

Even as a s|)litted bark, so sunder we

;

This way fall I to death.

Q. Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt, severally.

Scene III.

—

London. Cardinal Beaufort's bed-
chamber.

Enter King Henry, S.misbury, Warwick, and
otiiers. The Cardinal in bed; Attendants tvitk

him.

K. Hen. How fares my lord ? speak, Beaufort,

to thy sovereign. [treasure.

Car. If thou be'st death, I'll give thee England's

Enough to purchase such another island,

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.

K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life.

hi
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When death s approach is seen so terrible !

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee.

Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will.

Died he not in his bed i where should he die ?

Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no ?

—

O ! torture me no more, I will confess.

—

Alive again ? then shew me where he is

;

I'll give a thousand pound to look upon him.

—

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded Ihem.

—

Corab down his hair; look ! look! it stands upright.

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul !

—

Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him.

K. Hen. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens,
.Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch !

O, beat away the busy meddling fiend.

That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul.

And from his bosora purge this black despair !

fVar. See, how the pangs of death do make him
grin.

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably.
K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God's good plea-

sure be.

Lord cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliss.

Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope.

—

He dies, and makes no sign ; O God, forgive him !

War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life.

K. Hen. Foi bear to judge, for we are sinners all.

—

Close up his eyes, aiid draw the curtain close ;

And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt,

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Kent, The Sea-shore near Dover.

Firing heardat sea. Then enter from a boat, a
Captain, a Master, a Master's-Mate, Walter
Whitmoee, a7id others ; tvith them Suffolk,
and other Gentlemen, jJrisoners.

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorsefal day
Is crept into the bosom of the sea

;

\nd now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades.
That drag the tragic melancholy night

;

Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings.
Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty jaws
Breathe foul contagions darkness in the air.

Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize
;

For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
Here shall they make their ransoni on the sand.
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore.

—

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee
;

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this;

—

The other, {pointing to Suffolk) Walter Whitmore,
is thy share.

1 Gent, what is my ransome, master ? let

know.
me

Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down your
head.

Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes
yours.

Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand
crowns,

And bear the name and port of gentlemen ?
Cut both the villains' throats ;—for die you shall

;

Tlie lives of those, which we have lost in fight.
Cannot be counterpois'd with such a petty sum.

1 Gent I'll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my
life. (straight.

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it

'H'hit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard.
And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die

;

, , , ,, ,
(To Suffolk.)

And so should these, if I might have my will.
Qrp. Be not so rash; take ransome, let him live.
Suf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman

;

jI^F}^
at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid.

Whit. And so am I ; my name is—Walter Whit-
„ °iO'e- [aflVight ?

v/'VJ ^^''y ^*'"'*'^' *^°"' what, doth death
<5i</. 1 hy name aifrights me, i whose sound isA conning man did calculate my birth, [deatlu

And told me—that by Walter I should die :

Vet let not this make thee he bloody-minded

;

Thy name is

—

Gaultiir, being rightly sounded.
Whit. Gaultier, or Walter, wliich it is, I care not

;

Ne'er yet did base dishonour blur our name.
But with our sword He wip'd away the blot;

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge.
Broke be ray sword, my arms torn and defac'd.

And I proclaim'd a coward through the world !

[Lays hold on Suffolk.)

Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prince.

The duke of SuSblk, William de la Poole.

fVhit. The duke of Siiflblk, muffled up in rags!

Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke ;

Jove sometime went disguis'd, and why not I ?

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be.

Suf. Obscure and lowly swain. King Henry's
The hono'irable blood of Lancaster, Lblood,

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom.
Hast thou not kiss"d thy hand, and held my stirrup?

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule.
And thought thee happy when I shook my head ?

How often hast thou waited at my cup.
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board.
When I have feasted with queen Margaret ?

Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall'n
;

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride :

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood.

And duly waited tor my coming forth ?

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf.

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue.

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab tiie forlorn

swain ?

Cap. First let my words slab him, as he hath me.
Stef. Base slave ! thy words are blunt, and so art

thou.

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's
side

Strike ofi'his head.
Suf.

_
Thou dar'st not for thy own.

Cap. Yes, Poole
Suf Poole ?

Cnj). Poole ? Sir Poole ? lord ?
Ay, kennel, puddle, sink: wnose filth and dirt

Troubles the silver spring wnere England drinks.

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth.
For swallowing the treasure of the realm :

Thy lips, that kiss'd the queen, shall sweep the
ground

;

And thou, that smil'dst at good duke Humprey'.s
death.

Against the senseless wnds shalt grin in vain,

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : ,

And wedded be thon to the hags of hell.

For daring to affy a mighty lord
Unto the daughter of a worthless king.

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem.
By devilish policy art thou grown great,

And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg'd

With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart.

By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to France .

The false revolting Normans, thorough thee,

Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy
Hath slain their governors, surpris'd our forts.

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home.
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils hU,

—

Whose dreadful swords were never drawijin vam,—
As hating thee, are rising up in arms :

.\nd now the house of York—thrust from the crown.
By shameful murder of a guiltless king

And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,

—

Burns with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours

Advance our half-fac'd sun, striving to shine.

Under the which is writ

—

Invitis nubibus.
The commons here in Kent are up in arms
And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary.
Is crept into the palace of our king,

And all by thee :—Away ! convey him hecce.

Suf. O that I were a god, to shoot forlh thunder
Upon these paltry, servile abject drudges

!
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Small (hiugs make base men proud ; this villain here,

Being captain of a pinnace, tlireatens more
Than Barguhis, the strong Illyrian pirate.

Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives.
It is impossible, that I should die

By such a lowly vassal as thyself.

Tny words move rage, and not remorse, in me :

I go of message from the queen to France
;

I charge thee, waft me safely cross the channel.
Cap. Walter, [death.

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy
Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artus

:

—
'tis thee I

fear.

Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I

leave thee.

What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye stoop ?

1 Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak
him fair.

Suf. Suffolk's imperial tongue is stern and rough,
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Far be it, we should honour such as these
With humble suit: no, rather let my head
Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to any.
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king

;

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole;
Than .stand uncover'd to the vulgar groom.
True nobility is exempt from fear :—
More can I bear, than you dare execute.

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more.
Siif. Come, soldiers, shew what cruelty ye can.

That th's my death may never be forgot!
Great men oft die by vile bezonians

:

A Roman sworder and banditto slave,
Murder'd sweet Tully ; Brutus' bastard hand
Stabb'd Julius Caesar; savage islanders,

Pompey the great : and Suffolk dies by pirates.

[Exit Suf. ivithWhit. and others.

Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have set.

Ft is our pleasure, one of them depart:

—

Therefore come you with us, and let him go.

[Exeutit all but the first Gentleman.

Re-enter Whitmore, ivith Suffolk's body.

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie.

Until the queen, his mistress, bury it. [Exit.
1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle !

His body will I bear unto the king :

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends :

So will the queen, that living held him dear.

[Exit with the body.

Scene II.

—

Blackheath.

Enter George Bevis and John Holland.
Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made

of a lath ; they have been up these two days.
John. They have the more need to sleep now then.

Geo. I tell thee. Jack Cade, the clothier, means
to dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a
new nap upon it.

John. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well,
I say, it was never merry world in England, since
gentlemen came up.

Geo. O miserable age ! Virtue is not regarded in

handicrafts-men.

John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather
aprons.

Geo. I^ay more, the king's council are no good
workmen.
John. True : And yet it is said,—Labour in thy

vocation : which is as much to say, as,—let the ma-
gistrates be labouring men ; and therefore should we
be magistrates.

Geo. Thou hast hit it : for there's no better sign
of u brave mind than a hard hand.

John. I see them ! I see them ! There's Best's
son, the tanner of Wingham ;

—

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, to
make dog's leather of.

John. And Dick the butcher,

—

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and ini-

quity's throat cut like a calf.

John. And Smith the weaver.

Geo. Argo, their thread of life is spun.

John. Come, come, let's fall in with them.

Drmn. Enter Cade, Dick the butcher, Smith the
iveaver, and others in great number.

Cade. We John Cade, so termed ofour supposed
father,

—

Dick. Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings.

[Aside.)
Cade. —for our enemies shall fall before «s,

inspired with the spirit of putting down kings and
princes.—Command silence.

Dick. Silence

!

Cade. My father was a Mortimer.

—

Dick. He was an honest man, and a good brick-
layer. [Aside.)

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet.

—

Dick. I knew her well, she was a midwife.
[Aside.)

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies.

—

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and
sold many laces. [Aside.)

Smith. But, now of late, not able to travel with
her furred pack, she washes bucks here at home.

[Aside.)

Cade. Therefore am I ofan honourable house.

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable

;

and there was he born, under a hedge ; for his father

had never a house, but the cage. [Aside.)

Cade. Valiant I am.
Smith. 'A must needs ; for beggary is valiant.

[Aside.)

Cade. I am able to endure much.
Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him

whipped three market days together. [Aside.)
Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire.

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat
is of proof [Aside.)

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear of
fire, being burnt i'the hand for stealing of sheep.

[Aside.)
Cade. Be brave then; for your captain is brave,

and vows reformation. There shall be, in England,
seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny ; the three-
hooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and I will make it

felony to drink small beer : all the realm shall be iu

common, and in Cheapside shall my palfry go to
grass. And when I am king, (as king I will bej

—

All. God save your majesty !

Cade. I thank you, good people :—there shall be
no money ; all shall eat and drink on my score ; and
I will apparel them all in one livery, that they may
agree like brothers, and worship me their lord.

Dick. The first thing we do, let's kill a!! the
lawyers.

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent
lamb should be made parchment? that parchment,
being srribbled o'er, should undo a man ? Soine
say, the bee stings: But 1 say, 'tis the bee's wax,
for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was never
mine own man since. How now? who's there ?

Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham.

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and
read, and cast accompt.
Cade. O monstrous

!

Smith. We took him setting of boy's copies.

Cade. Here's a villain ! [in't.

Smith. H'as a book in his pocket, with red letters

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. «
Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write

court-hand.

Cade. I am sorry for't : the man is a proper man,
on mine honour , unless I find him guilty, he shall

not die.—Come hither, sirrah, I must examine
thee : What is thy name ?

Clerk. Emmanuel.

k ,t
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Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters
;

'Twill go hard with you.

Cade. Let me alone :—Dost thou use to write

thy name ? or hast thou a mark, to thyself^ like an

honest plain-dealing man?
Clerk: Sir, I thank God, I have been so well

brought up, that I can write my name.
All. He hath confessed : away with him ; he's a

villain, and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I say : hang him with his

pen and inkhorn about his neck.

[Exeunt some with the Clerk.

Enter Michael.

Mich. Where's our general ?

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow.

Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! sir Humphrey Stafford and
his brother are hard by, with the king's forces.

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee down :

He shall be encountered with a man as good as

himself; He is but a knight, is 'a?

Mich. No.
Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight

presently ; Rise up, sir John Mortimer. Now have
at him.

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford, and WOiHAM
his brother, with drum and forces,

Staf. Rebelliotis hinds, the filth and scum of Kent,
Mark'd for the gallows,—lay your weapons down.
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom ;

—

The king is merciful, if you revolt. [blood,

PF. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to

If you go forward : therefore yield, or die. [not;

Cade. As for these silken coated slaves, I pass
It is to you, good people, that I speak.

O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign

;

For I am rightful heir unto the crown.

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer;

And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not?

Cade. And Adam was a gardener.

W. Staf And what of that ?

Cade. Marry, tliis :—Edmund Mortimer, earl of

March,
Married the duke of Clarence' daughter ; Did he

not?
W. Staf Ay, sir.

Cade. By her, he had two chil']ren at a birth.

W. Staf That's false. [true :

Cade. Ay, there's the question ; but, I say, 'tis

The elder of them, being put to nurse.

Was by a beggar-woman stol'n away

;

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage.

Became a bricklayer, when he came to age :

His son am I ; deny it, if you can.

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true ; therefore he shall be

king.

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's

house, and the bricks are alive at this day to testify

it ; therefore, deny it not.

Staf And will you credit this base drudge's words,
That speaks he knows not what ?

All. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get ye gone.

W. Staf Jack Cade, the duke of York hath
taught you this.

Cade. He lies, for I in'jented it myself. (Aside.)

—Go to, sirrah. Tell the king from me, that—for

his father's sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time
boys went to span-counter for French crowns,—

I

am content he shall reign, but I'll be protector over
him.

Dick. And, furthermore, we'll have the lord Say's
head, for selling the dukedom of Maine.

Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is England
maimed, and fain to go with a staff, but that my
puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you,
that that lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth,
and made it an eunuch : and more than that, he can
speak French, and therefore he is a traitor.

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance !

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : The Frenchmen
are our enemies : go to then, I ask but this ; Can
he, that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be a
good counsellor, or no ?

All. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head.
W. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not pre-

vail.

Assail them vdth an army of the king.

Staf Herald, away : and throughout every town.
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade

;

That those, which fly before the battle ends.
May, even in their wives' and children's sight.
Be hang'd up for example at their doors ;

—

And you, that be the king's friends, follow me.
[Exeunt the two Staffbrds, and Forces.

Cade. And you, that love tbe commons, follow
me.

—

Now shew yourselves men, 'tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman :

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon

;

For they are thrifty honest men, and .such

As would (but that fhey dare not) take our parts.

> Dick. They are all iu order, and march toward us.

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are
most out of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Anotherpart of Blackheath.

Alarums. The two parties enter and fight, and
both the Staffords are slain.

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford ?.

Dick. Here, sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen,
and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in
thine own slaughterhouse : therefore thus will I
reward thee,—The Lent shall be as long again as
it is ; and thou shalt have a license to kill for a
hundred lacking one.

Dick. I desire no more.
Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less.

This monument of the victory v/ill I bear; and the
bodies shall be dragged at my horse' heels, till I do
come to London, where we will have the mayor's
sword borne before us.

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break
open the gaols, and let out the prisoners.

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's

march towards London. [Exeunt

Scene IV.— London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King HETSinY, reading a supplication; the
Duke of Buckingham and Lord Say tvifh him ;
at a distance, QueenMARG.\RET, mourning over
Suffolk's head.

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard—that grief softens the
And makes it fearful and degenerate : [mind,
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep.
But who can cease to weep, and look on this ?

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast :

But where's the body that I should embrace ?

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the
rebels' supplication ?

K. Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to entreat

:

For God forbid, so many simple souls

Should perish by the sword ! And I myself.

Rather than bloody war should cut them short.

Will parley with Jack Cade, their general

But stay, I'll read if over once again, [face

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely
Rnl'd, like a wandering planet, over me;
And could it not enforce them to relent.

That were unworthy to behold the same ?

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to

have thy head.

Say. Ay, but I hope, your highness shall have his.

K. Hen. How now, madam ? Still

Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk's death ?

I f-^ar, my love, if that I had been dead,

Thou wouldst not have mourn'd so much for me.
Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but

die for thee.
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Enter a Messenger

K. Hen. How now ! what news ? why coin"st

thou in such haste ? llord !

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark; Fly, my
Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer,

Descended from the duke of Clarence' house
;

And calls your grace usurper, openly,

And vows to crown himself in Westminster.

His array is a ragged multitude

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless :

Sir Humpiirey Stafford and his brother's death

Hath given them heart and courage to proceed :

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen.

They call—false caterpillars, and intend their death.

K. Hen. O graceless men ! they know not what
they do.

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth,

Until a power be rais'd fo put them down.

Q. Mar. Ah ! were the duke of Sulfolk now alive,

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd.

K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee.

Therefore away with us to Kenelworth.

Say. So might your grace's person be in danger

;

Tlie sight of mc is odious in their eyes :

And therefore in this city will I stay,

And live alone as secret as I may.

Enter another Messenger.

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge

;

the citizens

Fly and forsake their houses :

The rascal people, thirsting after prey.

Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear.

To spoil the city, and your royal court

Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, take

horse. [succour us.

K. Hen. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de-

ceas'd.

K. Hen. Farewell, my lord; {To Lord Say.)

trust not the Kentish rebels.

Buck. Trust no body, for fear you be betray'd.

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence,
•

And therefore am I bold and resolute. [E.xeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. The Tower.

Enter Lord Scales, and others, on the walls.

Then enter certain Citizens, heloio.

Scales. How now? is Jack Cade sldin ?

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for

they have won the bridge, killing all those that

withstand them : The lord mayor craves aid of your

honour from the Tower, to defend the city from the

rebels.

Scales. Such aid as 1 can spare, you shall com-
mand

;

But I am troubled here with them myself.

The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower.
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head,

And thither I will send you Matthew Gongh :

Fight for your king, your country, and your lives

;

And so farewell, for 1 must hence again. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

The same. Cannon-street.

Enter Sack C\DE, and his folloivers. He strikes

his staff on London-stone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And
here, sitting upon London stone, 1 charge and com-
mand, that, of the city's cost, the pissing- conduit

run nothing but claret wine this first year of our

reign. And now, henceforward, it sliall be treason

for any that calls me other than—lord Mortimer.

Enter a Soldier, running.

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade I

Cade. Knock hira down there. {They kill him.t

S.niih. If this fellow be wise, he'll never call

you Jack Cade more ; I think he liath a very fair

naming.

Dick. My lord, there's an army gathered together
in Smiihtield.

Cade. Come then, let's go tight witli them : But,

first, go and set London-bridge on fire ; and, if you
can, burn down the Tower too. Come, let's away.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

The same. Smithfield.

Alarum. Enter, on one side. Cade and his com-
pany; on the other. Citizens, and the King's
Forces, headed by Matthew Gouch. They
Jight; the Citizens are routed, ««</ Matthew
GoUGH is slain.

Cade. So, sirs :—Now, go some and pull down
the Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with
tliem all.

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship.

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shall have it for that

word.
Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come

out of your month.
John. Rlass, 'twill be sore law then ; for he was

thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not whole
yet. [Aside)

Smith. Nay, John, it will be slinking law; foi

his breath stinks with eating toasted clieese,

(
Aside.

Cade.l have thought upon it, it shall be so.

Away, bum all the records of the realm ; my mouth
shall be the parliament of England.

.Toh}i. Then we are like to have biting statutes,

unless his teeth be pulled out. {Aside.)

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in

common.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here's the lord

Say, which sold the towns in France ; he that made
us pay one-and-twenty fifteens, and one shilling to

the pound, the last subsidy.

Enter Qkorge. Bevis, ivith the Lord Say.

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times.

—Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram
lord ! now art thou within point-blank of our juris-

diction regal. What canst thou answer to my ma-
jesty, for giving up of Normandy unto monsieur
Basimecn, tlie Dauphin of France ? Be it kno\ra
unto tiiee by these presence, even the presence of

lord Mortimer, that I am the besom that musi sweep
the court clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast

most traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm,

in erecting a grammar-school : and whereas, before,

our forefathers had no other books but the score

and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used
;

and, contrary to the king, his crown, and dig.iity,

thou hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved to

thy face, that thou hast men about thf c, that usually

talk of a noun, and a verb ; and such abominable
words, ac no Christian ear can endure to hear.

Thou bast appointed justices of peace, to call poor
men beiore them about matters they \vere not able

to answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in prison ;

and because they could not read, thou hast hanged
them; when, indeed, only for that cause they have
been most worthy to live. Thou dost ride on a foot-

clotli, dost thou not ? •

Say. What of that?

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse

wear a cloak, when honester men than thou go in

their hose and doublets.

Dick. And work in their shirt too as myself, for

example, that am a butcher.

Say. You men of Kent,

—

Dick. What say you of Kent ?

Say. Notliing but this : 'Tis bona terra, mala gen.i.

Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he sjieiiks

Latin. [will.

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you
Kent, in the commentaries Cassar writ,
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Is terni'd the civil'st place of all this isle

:

Sweet is the country, becairse full of riches
;

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ;

Which makes me hope yon are not \ oid of pity.

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy
;

Yet, to recover them, would lose my life.

Justice with favour have I always done
;

Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could never.
When have I anght exacted at your hands,
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ?

Large gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks.
Because my book preferr'd me to the king

;

And seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven,

—

Unless you be possess'd with devilish spirits,

Y ou cannot but forbear to murder me.
This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings
For your behoof,

—

Cade. Tut ! when strnck'st thou one blow in the
field ? [struck

Sat/. Great men have reaching hands : oft have I
Those that I never saw, and struck them dead.

Geo. O monstrous coward ! what, to come be-
hind folks? [good.

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for your
Cade. Give him a box o'the ear, and that will

make 'em red again.

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men's causes
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases.
Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and

the pap of a hatchet.

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man?
Say. The palsy, and not fear, i)rovoketh me.
Cade. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should say,

rU be even with you. Ill see if his head will
stand steadier on a pole, or no ; Take him away,
and behead him.

Say. Tell me, wherein I have offended most?
Have I affected wealth, or honour: speak ?

Are my chests fiU'd up with extorted gold ?

Ismy apparel sumptuous to behold ?

Whom have I injur'd, that ye seek my death ?
These hands are free from guiltless blood shedding.
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts.
O, let me live!

Cade. I feel remorse iu myself with his words:
but I'll bridle it ; he shall die, an '.t be but for plead-
ing so well for his life. Away with him ! he hns a
familiar under his tongue ; he speaks not o'God".s
name. Go, take him away, I say, and strike off his
iiead presently ; and then break into his son-in-law's
house, sir James Cromer, and strike off his head,
and bring them both upon two poles hither.

All. It shall be done.
Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when yon make your

prayers,
God should be so obdurate as yourselves.
How would it fare with your departed souls ?
And therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye.

[Exeunt some ivith Lord Say.
The proudest peer iu the realm shall not wear a
head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute;
there shall not a n>aid be married, but she shall pay
to me her maidenhead ere they have it : Men shall
hold of ine in capite ; and we charge and command,
that their wives be as free as heart can wish, or
iongiie can tell.

Dick. I\Iy lord, when shall we go to Cheapside,
and take up commodities upon our bills?

Cade. Marry, presently.
All. O brave

!

Re-enter Rebels, with the heads o/LoRD Say and
his Son-iti-law.

Cade. But is not tliis braver?—Let them kiss one
another, for they loved well, when they were alive.
Now par them again, lest thpy consult abotit the
ifiving up of some more towns ii France. Soldiers,
defer the spoil of the city until night : for with tliese

borne before us, instead of maces, will we ride
through the streets ; and at every corner, have
them kiss.—Away I [Exeunt.

Scene WW.—Southwarh.

Alarum. Enter Cade, and all his Rabhlement.
Cade. Up Fish-street ! down St. Magnus' corner!

kill and knock down ! throw thera^ into Thames !

—

[A parley sounded, then a retreat.) What noise is

this I hear? dare any be so bold to sound retreat or
parley, when I command them kill ?

Enter Buj£Jngham, and Old Clifford, with
# Forces.

Buck. Ay, here they be, that dare and will dis-

turb thee

:

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king
Unto the commons, whom thou hast misled;
And here pronounce free pardon to them all.

That vyill forsake thee, and go home in peace.
Clif. What say ye, countrymen ? will ye relent.

And yield to mercy, whilst 'tis olfer'd you

;

Or; let a rabble lead you to your deaths?
Vy ho loves the king, and will embrace his pardon.
Fling np his cap, and say—God save his majesty!
Who hateth him, and honours not his father,
Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake.
Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by.

All. God save the king ! God save the king

!

Cade. What, Buckingham, and Cliflbrd, are ye
so brave ?—And you, base peasants, do ye believe
him ? will you needs be hanged with your pardons
about your necks ? Hath my sword therefore broke
through London Gates, that ye should eave me
at the White Hart in Southwark ? I thought, ye
would never have given out these arms, till yon
had recovered your ancient freedom : but you are
all recreants, and dastards ; and delight to live in
slavery to the nobility. Let them break vour backs
vrith burdens, take your houses over your heads,
ravish your wives and daughters before your fa«es :

For me,—I will make shift for one : and so God's
curse light upon you all

!

All. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade.
Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth,

That thus you do exclaim—you'll go with him ?
Will he conduct you through the heart of France,
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ?
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to;
Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil.

Unless by robbing of your friends, and us.
Wer t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar,
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished.
Should make a start o'er seas, and v anquish you ?
Methinks, already, in this civil broil,

I see them lording it in London streets.

Crying

—

Villageois ! unto all they meet.
Better, ten thousand ase-born Cades miscarry.
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's mercv.
To France, to France, aud get what you have lost

;

Spare England, for it is your native coast

:

Heniy hath money, you are strong and manly

;

God on our side, doubt notof vicloiy.

All. A Cliftbrd ! a Cliflbrd I we'll follow the kin?
and Cliflbrd.

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and
fro as this multitude ? the name of Henry the fiiiii

hales them to an hundred inischiefs, and makes them
leave me desolate I see them lay (heir heads to-

gether, to surprize me : my sword make way for me,
fbr here is no staying.—In despiglit of tire devils
and hell, have through the very iiiidst of you ! and
heavens aud honour be witness, that no want of re-

solution in me, birt only my followers' base and ig-

nonrinious treasons, makes nie betake me to my
heels. [Exit.

Buck. What, is he fled ? go some, and follow uim
;

And he, that brings his head unto the king.

Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward.

—

[Exeunt some of them,
£e
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Follow me, soldiers ; we'll devise a mean
To reconcile you all unto the king. {Exeunt.

Scene IX.

—

Kenelivorth Castle.

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, and
Somerset, on the terrace of the Castle.

K. Hen. Was ever king, that joy'd an earthly
throne.

And could command no more content than I ?
No sooner was I crept out of my cradle.
But I was made a king, at nine months old :

Was never subject long'd to be a king,
As I do long and wish to be a subject m

Enter Buckingham and Clifford.

Buck. Health and glad tidings to j^oiir majesty

!

K. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, Cade,
surpris'd ?

Or is he but retir'd to make hira strong?

Enter, below, a great number o/Cade's Folloivers,
with Jialters about their necks.

Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do
yield

;

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks.
Expect your highness' doom, of life, or death.
K, Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting

„ ,

8^tes,
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise

!

Soldiers, this day have you redeem'cf your lives,

And shew'd how well you love your prince and
country :

Continue still in this so good a mind.
And Henry, though he be unfortunate,
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind

:

And so, vvith thanks, and pardon to you all,

1 do dismiss you to your several countries.
All. God save the king ! God save the king !

Enter a Messenger.

T\iess. Please it your grace to be advertised,
The duke of York is newly come from Ireland :

And with a puissant and a mighty power.
Of Gallowglasses, and stout Kernes,
Is marcliing hitherward in proud array

;

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along.
His arms are only to remove from thee
The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor.

K. Heti. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade and
York distress'd

;

Like to a ship, that, having 'scap'd a tempest.
Is straightway calm'd and boarded with a pirate :

But now is Cade driven back, his men dispers'd
;

A.nd now is York in arms to second him.

—

I pray thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him

;

And ask him, what's the reason of these arms.
Tell him, I'll send duke Edmund to the Tower ;

—

And, Somerset, we wll commit thee thither.

Until his army be dismiss'd from him.
Som. My lord,

I'll yield myself to prison willingly.

Or unto death, to do my country good.

K. Hen. In any case, be not too rough in terms

;

For he is tierce, and cannot brjok hard language.

Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal
As all things shall redound unto your good.

K. Hen. Come, wife, let s in, and learn to govern
better

;

For yet may England curse my wretched reicrn.

[Exeunt.

Scene X.

—

Kent. Idti's Garden.

E-nter Cade.

Cade. Fye on ambition ! fye on myself; that have
a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five

da^ ^ have I hid me in these woods; and durst not

peep out, for all the country is lay'd for me ; but
now am I so hungry, that if I might have a lease of
my life for a thousand years, I could stay no longer.

Wherefore, on a brick-wall have 1 climbed into this

garden ; to see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet

another while, which is not amiss to cool a man's
stomach this hot weather. And, I think, this word
sallet was born to do me good ; for, many a time,

but for a sallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with a
brown bill ; and, many a time, when I have been
dry and bravely marching, it hath served me instead

of a quart-potto drink in; and now the word sallet

must serve me to feed on.

Enter Iden, with Servants.

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court.

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these i

This small inheritance, my father left me,
Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy.
I seek not to wax great by others' waning

;

Or gather wealth, I c«re not with what envy :

Sufficeth, that I have maintains my state,

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate

Cade. Here's the lord of the soil come to seize me
for a stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave.

—Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand

crowTisof t'hekingfor carrying my Iiead to him ; bnt

I'll make thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow
my sword like a^reat pin, ere thou and I part.

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou be,

I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ?

Is't not enough, to break into my garden.

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds,

Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner,
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ?

Cade Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that ever

was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me
well : I have eat no meat these five days ;

yet, come
thou and thy five men, and if I do not leave you all

as dead as a door nail, I pray God, I may never eat

grass more. [stands,

Iden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while Englano'

I'hat Alexander Ideu, an esquire of Kent,
Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man.
Oppose thy stedfast gazing eyes to mine.
See if thou canst outface me with thy looks.

Set limb to limb, and thon art far the lesser;

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist

;

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon
;

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast;
And if my arm be heaved in the air.

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.

As for more words, whose greatness answers words,
Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the most complete champion
that ever I heard.—Steel, if thou turn the edge, or
cut not out the burley-boned clown in cliines of
beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech God, on
iiiy knees, thou mayest be turned to hobnails. {Tl-iy

fight. Cade Jails.) O, I am slain ! famine, and no
other, hath slain me : let ten thousand devils come
against me, and give me but the ten meals I have
lost, and I'd defy them all. Wither, garden ; and
be henceforth a burj'ing-place to all that do dwe'l
in this Iv.use, because the unconquered soul of Cade
is fled.

Iden. Is't Cade that I have slain, that monstrous
traitor ?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed.
And hang thee J'ar my tomb, when I am dead :

Ne'er shall this blood be wiped from thy point
;]

But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat,

To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

Cade. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy vic-

tory : Tell Kent from me. she hath lost her best
man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; for I,

that never feareti any, am vanquished by famine, not

by valour. (Dies.)
Idea. How much thou wrong'st me, heaven be

my judge.

Die, damned wretch, the rnrse of her that bare thee ;

And as I thrust thy body la with my sword,
So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.

Hence will I drag thee hea/ilong by the heels
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Unto a flunghill, which shall be thy grave,

And there cut oflf thy most ungracious head
;

Which I will bear in triumph to the king,

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

[Exit, dragging out the bvdij.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Tlie same. Fields between Dartford
and Blachheath.

The King's Camp on me side. On the other, enter

York, attended, with drum and colours : his

Forces at some distance.

York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim

his right,

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head :

Ring bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright.

To entertain great England's lawful king.

Ah, sancta majestas ! who would not buy thee dear ?

Let them obey, that know nnt how to rule
;

This hand was made to handle nought but gold

;

I cauuot give due action to my words.
Except a sword, or sceptre, balance it.

A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul

;

On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France.

E7iter BucKiNGHAJl.

Whoni have me here ? Buckingham, to distur.b me ?

The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble.
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee

well.

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy
greeting.

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ?

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege.

To know the reason of these arms in peace
;

Or why, thou—being a subject as I am,

—

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn,
Shouldst raise so great a power without his leave.

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court.

York. Scarce can I speak, my choler is

so great, [flint,

O, I could hew up rocks, and fight with
I am so angry at these abject terms

;

And now, like Ajax Telamonius,
On sheep or oxen could J spend my fury !

I am far better born than is the king

;

More like a king, more kingly in' my
thoughts

:

But I must make fair weather yet a while.

Till Henry be more weak, and I more
strong.

—

O Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me.
That I have given no answer all this while :

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy.

The cause why I have brought this army hither,

Is—to remove proud Somerset from the king.

Seditious to his grace, and to the state.

Buck. That is too much presumption on thy part

:

But if thy arms be to no other end,
The king hath yielded unto thy demand

;

The duke of Somerset is in the Tower.
York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ?

Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner.

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my
powers,

—

Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves
;

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George's field,

Yon shall have pay, and every thing you wish.

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldest son,—nay, all my sons.

As pledges of my fealty and love,

I'll send them all as willing as I live
;

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have
•Is his to use, so Somerset may die.

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission :

We twain will go into his highness' tent.

Enter King Henry, attended.

K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm
to ns,

)Aside.

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ?
York. In all submission and humility,

York doth present himself unto your highness.
K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou dost

bring ?

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence ;

And fight against that monstrous rebel. Cade,
Who since I heard to be discomfited.

Enter Iden, with Cade's head.

Iden. If one so rade, and of so mean condltiofi.

May pass into the presence of a king,
Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head.
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew.

K. Hen. The head of Cade ?—Great God, how
just art thou !

—

O, let me view his visage being dead.
That living wrought me such exceeding trouble.

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him
''

Iden. I was, an't like your majesty. [degree ?

K. Hen. How art thou calld ? and what is thy

Ide7i. Alexander Iden, that's my name :

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king.

Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not amiss
He were created knight for his good service.

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down ; [he kneels.) Rise
up a knight.

We give thee for reward a thousand marks
;

And will, that thou henceforth attend on us.

Jden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty.
And never live but true unto his liege !

K. He7i. See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes with

the queen

,

Go bid her hide him quickly from the duke.

Ente7 Queen Margaret and Somerset.

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks be shall not hide
his head.

But boldly stand, and front him to his face.

York. How now 1 Is Somerset at liberty ?

Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison'd thoughts,

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset ?

—

False king ! why hast thou broken faith with me.
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse?
King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king :

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes.

Which dar st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a crown
;

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff.

And not to grace an awful princely seeptre.

That gold must lound engirt these brows of mine
;

Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles' spear.

Is able with the change to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a seeptre up.

And with the same to act controlling laws.

Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more
O'er liim, whom heaven created for thy ruler.

So7n. O monstrous traitor I—I arrest thee, York,
Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown

:

Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for graee.

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me ask

of these.

If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail

;

[Exit an Attendant.

I know, ere they will have me go to ward,

They'll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement.

Q. Mar. Call hither Cliflord ; bid him come
amain.

To say, if that the bastard boys of York
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

York. O blood-'bespotted Neapolit.-»n,

Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge I

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth.

Shall be their father's bail ; and bane to those

That for my surety will refuse the boys.

Be*
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Enle7- Edward and Rich^^rd Plantagenet, ivilk

Forces, at one side ; at the other, with Forces

also, Old Clifford a7id his Son.

See, where they come ; I'll warrant they'll make it

good.

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifibrd, to deny their

bail.

Clif. Health and happiness to my lord the kmg

!

(Kneels.)

York. I thank thee, Clififord: Say, what news

with thee ?

Nay, do not fright iis with an angry look :

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ;

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee.

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mistake
;

But thou mistak'st me much, to think I do :

—

'i'o Bedlam with him ' is the man grown mad ?

K. Hen. Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitious

humour
Makes him oppose himself against his king.

Clif. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower,

And chop away that factious pate of his.

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey

;

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him.

York, Will you not, sons ?

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve.

Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons

shall.

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here !

York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so

;

J am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.

—

Call hither to the stake my two brave bears.

That, with the very shaking of their chains.

They may astonish these fell lurking curs ;

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me.

Drums. Eiiter Warwick and Salisbury, with
Forces.

Clif. Are these thy bears ? we'll bait thy bears to

death.

And manacle the bear-ward in their chains,

If thou dars't bring them to the baiting-place.

Rich. Oft have 1 seen a hot o'ervveening cur

Run back and bite, because he was withheld
;

Who, being suffer'd with tlie bear's fell paw.

Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs, and cry'd:

And such a piece of service will you do,

If you oppose yourself to match lord Warwick.

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump,

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape !

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon.

Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn your-

selves.

K. Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot

to bow ?

—

Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair.

Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son !

—

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian,

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles ?

O, where is faith? O, where is loyalty?

If it be banish'd from the frosty head

,

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth?

—

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,

And shame thine honourable age with blood ?

VVhy art thou old, and want'st experience ?

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?

For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to me.

That bows unto the grave with mickle age.

Sal. My lord, I have consider'd with myself

The title of this most renowned duke
;

And in my conscience do repute his grace

The rightful heir of England's royal seat. [me ?

K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto

Sal. I have.

,K. Hen. Canst thou dispense with heaven for

such an oath ?

Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin
;

But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath.

Who can be bound by any solemn vow

To do a murderous deed, to rob a man.

To force a spotless virgin's chastity.

To reave the orphan of his patrimony.

To wring the widow from her custom'd right

;

And have no other reason for this wrong

But that he was bound by a solenm oath.

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister.

K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm him-

self [hast,

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou

I am resolv'd for death, or dignity.

Clif. The first, I warrant thee, ifdreams prove true.

War You were best to go to bed, and dream again,

To keep thee from the tempest of the field.

Clif. I am resolv'd to bear a greater storm,

Than any thon canst conjure up to-day
;

And that I'll write upon thy burgonet,

Might I but know thee by thy household badge.

War. Now, by my father's badge, old Nevil's

crest,

The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged staff.

This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet,

(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows.

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,)

Even to affright thee with the view thereof.

Clif. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear.

And tread it under foot with all contempt.

Despight the bear-ward that protects the bear.

y. Clif And so to arms, victorious father.

To quell the rebels, and their 'complices.

Rich. Fye ! charity, for shame ! speak not in spite.

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.

Y. Clif. Foul stigmatick, that's more than thou

canst tell.

Rich. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in hell.

[Exeunt severally.

Scene II.

—

St. Albans.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Warwick.
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick calls !

And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear.

Now,—when the angry trumpet sounds alarm.

And dead men's cries do fill the empty air,

—

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me !

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms.

Enter York.

How now, my noble lord ? what, all a-foot?

York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed ;

But match to match I have encounter'd him,

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows
Even of the bonny beast he lov'd so well.

Enter Clifford.

War. Of one or both of us the time is come.
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other

chase.

For I myself must hunt this deer to death.

War. Then, nobly, York; 'tis for a crown thou
fioht'st.—

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day.

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail'd.

[Exit Wartvick.
Clif. What seest thou in me, York ? why dost

thou pause?
York. With thy brave bearing should I be in loVe,

But that thou art so fast mine enemy.
Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and

esteem,

But that 'tis shewn ignobly, and in treason.

York. So let it help me now against thy sword,
As I in justice and true right express it

!

Clif My soul and body on the action both I

—

York. A dreadful lay !—address thee instantly

[Theijfifjht, and Cliffordfalls.)
Clif. La fin couronne les ceuvres. {Dies.)

Y'ork. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou
art still.

—

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will ! [Exit.
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Enter Young Clifford.

Y. Clif. Shame and confusion ! all is on the rout

;

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell.

Whom angry heavens do make their minister.

Throw in the frozen bosoms ofour part

Hot coals of vengeance! —Let no soldier fly :

He, that is truly dedicate to war.

Hath no self love ; nor he, that loves himself.

Hath not essentially, but by circiimstdnce.

The name of valour.—O, let the vile world end,

(Seeing his deadfather.)
And the premised flames of the last day
Knit earth and heaven together!

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast.

Particularities and petty sounds
To cease !—Wast thou ordain'd, dear father.

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve

The silver Sivery of advised age
;

And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus

To die in rufnan battle '^—Even at this sight.

My heart is turn'd to stone: and, while 'tis mine.

It shall be stonj'. York not our old men spares
;

No more vwll I their babes ; tears virginal

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire
;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims.

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity :

Meet I an infant of the house of York,
Into as many gobbets will I cut it.

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did:

In cruelty will 1 seek out my fame.

Come, thou new ruiu of old Clifford's house
;

{Taking vp the body.)

As did jJJneas old Anchises bear.

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders;

But then iEneas bare a living load.

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit.

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset
fighting, and Somerset is killed.

Rich. So, lie thou there ;

—

For, underneath an alehouse' paltry sign.

The Castle in St. Albans, Somerset
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.

—

.Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still

:

Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit,

Alarums • Excursions. Enter King Henry,
Queen IVIarcaret, and others, retreating.

Q- lord ! you are slow ; forMar. Away, my,
shame, away !

K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar-
garet, stay. [nor fly

:

Q. Mar. What are you made of? you'll not fight,

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence.

To give the enemy way ; and to secure us

By what we can, which can no more but fly.

{Alarum afar off.)

If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom
Of all our fortunes : but. if we haply scape,

(As well we may, if not throngh your neglect,)

We shall to London get ; where you are lov'd
;

And where this breach, now in our fortunes made.
May readily be stopp'd.

Enter Young Clifford.

Y. Clif. But that my heart's on future mischitf set,

I would speak blasphemy, ere bid you fly

;

But fly you must; uneurable discomfit

Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.

Away, for your relief! and we will live

To see their day, and them our fortune give :

Away, my lord, away ! [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Fields near Saint Albans.

Alarum: Retreat. Flourish; then enter York.
Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Sol-

diers, tvith drum and colours.

' York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him :

That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets

Aged contusions, and all brush of time
;

And like a gallant in the brow of youth.

Repairs him with occasion ? this happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot.

If Salisbury be lost.

Rich. My noble father,

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse.

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off.

Persuaded him from any further act:

But still, where danger was, still there I met liiiu ;

And like rich hangings in a homely house.

So was his will in his old feeble body.

But, noble as he is, look where he comes.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought

to-day

;

By the mass, so did we all.—I thank you, Richard,

God knows, how long it is I have to live
;

And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to-day

You have defended me from imminent death.

—

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have :

'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled.

Being opposites of such repairing nature.

York. I know, our safety is to follow them ;

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London
To call a present court of parliament.

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth :

—

What says lord Warwick ? shall we after them ?

—

War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can.

Now by ray faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day :

Saint Albans' battle, won by famous York,

Shall be etemiz'd in all age to come.

—

Sound, drums and trumpets ;—and to London all

:

And more such days as these to us befall I [Exeunt^
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PART III.

Ti A^r u*"^.'"'
of King Henry VI. are suspected, by Mr. Theobald, of being suppositious, and are declared, by

iJr. VVarburton, to be certainly not Sliakspeare's. Mr. Tlieobald's suspicion arises from some obsolete words; but
the phraseology is hke the rest of our author's style, and single words, of^ which however 1 do not observe more than
two, can conclude little.

Dr Warburton gives no reason, but I suppose him to judge upoin deeper principles and more comprehensive views,
and to draw his opinion from the general efl'ect and spirit of the composition, which he thinks inferior to t-he other hisio-

From mere inferiority nothing can be inferred; in the productions of wit there will be inequality. Sometimes judgment
^'iu'"''iJ''"°*'""''^"**^"'^"^'''*^^""^^'l-<iefeat the artist. Of every author's works one will be the best, and one
will be the worst. The colours are not equally pleasing, nor the attitudes equally graceful, in all the pictures of Titian

Dissimilitude of style and heterogeneousness of sentiment, may sufficiently show that a work does not really belong to
ttie reputed author. But in these plays no such marks of spuriousness are found. The diction, the versification, and the
figures are hhakspeare's. These plays, considered without regard to characters and incidents, merely as narratives in
verse, are more happily conceived, and more accurately finished, than those of King .John. Richard II. or the traeic scenes

u f fi^'"'^
^*

•
^"^ ^- ^^""^ *^^ ^l"^^^ ''•"y from Shakspeare, to whom shall they be given ? What author of that

age had the same easiness of expression and fluency of numbers ? Of these three plays I think the second the best. The
truth IS, that they have not sufficient variety of action, for the incidents are too often of the same kind ; yet many of the
Characters are well discriminated. King Henry, and his queen, king Edward, the duke of Gloster, and the earl of War-
wick, are very strongly and distinctly painted. .. . Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
KING HENRY THE SIXTH
EDWARD, Prince of Wa/es, Ms Son
LEWIS XI, King of France.
DUKE OF SOMERSET, \DUKE OF EXETER, J
E.4RL OF OXFORD, '

E.4Rt, OF NORTHUMBERLAND,
EARL OF WESTMORELAND,
LORD CLIFFORD,
RICHARD PLANTAGENET, Dnke of York.
EDWARD, Earl of March, afterwards King '

Edward IV ,

EDMUND, Earl of Rutland,
GEORGE, aftertnards Duke of Clarence,
RICHARD, afterwards Duke of GlocesterDUKE OF NORFOLK, ,

MARQUIS OF MONTAGUE, i

i-^S^ SS WARWICK, \ of the Duke of York'sEARL OF PEMBROKE, ( PartyLORD HASTINGS, \
"

LORD STAFFORD, '

Lords on King
Henry's side.

>liis Sons.

SIR JOHN MORTIMER, » tt„^,^. ,„ ,*, n..t. /,/ ^^^^
SIR HUGH MORTIMER, ]

Uncles to the Duke of "i ork.

HENRY, Earl of Richmond, a Youth.
LORD RIVERS, Brother to Lady Grey.
SIR WILLIAM STANLEY.
SIR JOHN MONTGOMERY.
SIR JOHN SOMERVILLE.
Tutor to Rutland.
Mayor of York.
Lieutena7it of the Tower.
A Nobleman.
Two Keepers.
A Huntsman.
A Son that has killed his Father.
A Father that has killed his Son.

QUEEN MARGARET.
LADY GREY, afteruards Queen to Edward IV.
BONA, Sister to the French Queen.

Soldiers, and other Attendants on King Henry and King
Edward, Messengers , Watchmen, etc.

Scene,—Dicring part of the third Act, in France; during all the rest of the Platj, in England.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. The Parliament-House.

Drums. Some Soldiers of York's Party break iji.

Then, enter the Duke of York, Edward,
Richard, N0RF9LR, Montague, Warwick, and
others ivith white roses in their hats.

War. I wonder how the king escap'd our hands.
York. While we pursii'd the horsemen of the

Hd slily stole away, and left his men

:

[north.
Whereat the )jreat lord of Northumberland,
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat,
Cheer'd up the drooping army; and himself.
Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breast,
Charg'd our maia battle's front, and, breaking in,
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain.
Edw. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buckingham,

Is either slain, or wounded dangerous :

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow;
That this is true, father, behold his blood.

{Shewing his bloody Sword.)
Mont. And, brother, here's the earl of Wiltshire's

,Wood, {To York, shewing his.)
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd.
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell fhem what I did.
{Throiving down the Duke of Somersets head.)
York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my sons.

What, is your g^•ace dead, my lord of Somerset?
Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of

Gaunt

!

Rick. Thus do I hope to shake king Henry's head.
War. And so do I.—Victorious prince of York,

\vw%. ^ ^'^^ ^^^ seated in that throne
Which now the house of Lancaster nsiirps.

my

I vovv by heaven, these eyes shall never close.
This is the palace of the fearful king,
And this the regal seat : possess it, York

;

For this is thine, and not king Henry's heirs.

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I

will;

For hither we have broken in by force.

Norf. We'll all assist you ; he that flies shall di
lor/r. Thanks, gentle Norfolk Stay by me, 1

lords ;—

:

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night.
War. And, when the king comes, offer him no

violence.
Unless he seek to thrust you out by force.

V mi {T'lif^y retire.)
York. The queen, this day, here holds her par-

liament.
But little thinks we shall be of her council :

By vvords, or blows, here let us win our right.
Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's stay within this

house.

,T Y^^-J}^^ bloody parliament shall this be call'd.
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king

:

And bashful Henry depos'd, whose cowardice
Hath made us by-words to our enemies.

York. Then leave me not, my lords ; be resolute

;

I mean to take possession of my right.

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him best.
The prondest he that holds up Lancaster,
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells.
I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares :

Resolve lliee, Richard ; claim the English crown.
(Warwick leads York to the throne, who

seats himself./



Scene 1. KINO HENRY VI. 439

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, North-
umberland, Westmoreland, Exeter, a7id

others, with red roses in their hats.

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits.

Even in the chair of state ! behke, he means,

(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false peer,)

To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king.

—

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ;

—

And thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow'd
revenge

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends.

North. If I be not, heavens, be reveng'd on me !

Clif. The hope thereof makes Chfford mourn in

steel.

West. What, shall we suffer this ? let's pluck
him down

:

IVly heart for anger bums, I cannot brook it.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland.
Clif. Patience is for poltrpns, and such as he :

He durst not sit there, nad your fatherliv'd.

My gracious lord, here in the parliament
Let us assail the family of York.
North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so.

K. Hen. Ah, know you not, the city favours them,
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck?
Exe. But, when the duke is slain, they'll quickly

fly-

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry's
heart.

To make a shambles of the parliament-house !

Cousin of Exeter, Irowns, words, and threats.
Shall be the war that Henry means to use.

—

{They advance to the Duke.)
Thcu factious duke of York, descend my throne.

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet

;

I am thy sovereign.

York. Thou art deceiv'd, I am thine.

Exe. For shame, come down; he made thee

duke of York.
York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was.
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown.

In following this usurping Henry.
Clif. Whom should he follow, but his natural

king?
War. True, Clifford ; and that's Richard duke

of York.
K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my

throne ?

York. It must and shall be so. Content thyself.

War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king.

West. He is both king and duke of Lancaster;
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain.

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You
forget.

That we are those which chas'd you from the field,

\nd slew your fathers, and witii colours spread
March'd through the city to the palace gates.

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief;

An<\, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it.

West. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons,
Ttiy kinsmen, and thy friends, I'll have more lives.

Than drops of blood were in my father's veins.

Clif. Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of words,
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger.
As shall revenge his death, before I stir.

War. Poor Clifford ! how I srorn his worthless
threats !

York. Will you, we shew our title to the crown ?
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.

K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown?
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of Y'osk • ^
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March:
I am the son of Henry the Fifth,
Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop,
And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces.
War^ Talk not of France, sith tbou hast lost it al I.

ivi,' ¥ " '^^^ '"'"'^ protector lost it, and not I

:

When I was crown'd, I was but nine months old.

Rich. Y ou are old enough now, and yet, methinks,
you lose :

—

Father, tear the crown from the usurper's bead.
Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head.
Mont. Good brother, [to York) as thou lov'st

and honour'st arms.
Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus.
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king

will fly.

York. Sons, peace !

K. Hen. Peace thou I and give king Henry leave
to speak.

War. Plantagenet shall speak first:—hear hiiri.

And be you silent and attentive too, [lords
;

For he that interrupts him shall not live.

K. Hen. Think'st tliou that I will leave my
kingly throne.

Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat ?
No : first shall war unpeople this ray realm;
Ay, and their colours—often borne in France

;

And now in England, to our heart's great sorrow,

—

Shall be my winding-sheet.—Why faint you, lords ?

My title's good, and better far than his.

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be
king.

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth, by conquest got the

crown.
York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king.

K. Hen. I know not what to say; my title's

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ? [weak.
York. What then?
K. Hen. An if he may, then am I a lawful king

For Richard, in the view of many lords,

Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth
;

Whose heir my father was, and I am his.

l(ork. He rose against him, being his sovereign.
And made him to resign his crown perforce.
War. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain'd.

Think you, 'twere prejudicial to his crown?
Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown,

But that the next heir should succeed and reign.

K. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of Exeter ?

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.
York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer

not?
Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king.

K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to

him.

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'st,

Think not, that Henry shall be so depos'd.
War. Depos'd he shall be, in despite of all.

North. Thou art deceiv'd : 'tis not thy southern
power.

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,—
W hich makes thee thus presumptuous and proud,

—

Can set the duke up, in despite of me.
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence :

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive,

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father

K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive my
heart

!

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown :

—

What mutter yon, or what conspire you, lords ?

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York
;

Or I will fill the house with armed men.
And o'er the chair of state, where now he sits.

Write up his title with usurping blood.

{He stamps, and the Soldiers shew themselves.)

K. Hen. My lord ofWarwick, hear me but one

word ;

—

Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king.

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs.

And thou shalt reign in quiet, while thou liv'st.'

K. Hen. I am content : Richard Plantagenet,

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. [son ?

Clif What wrong is this unto the prince your

War. What good is this to E.ngland, and himself?

West. Base, fearful, and deepairing Henry !

Ctif. How hast thou injur'd both thy.selfand ns?
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West. 1 cannot stay to hea' these articles.

North. Nor I. [news.

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these

iVesf. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate

king.

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York,

And die in bands for this unmanly deed !

Clif. In dreadful war may'st thou be overcome !

Or live in peace, abandon'd, and despis'd !

[Exeunt Northu/nberland, Clifford, and
Westmoreland,

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them
not. [yield.

E.re. They seek revenge, and therefore will not

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter !

War. Why should yon sigh, my lord ?

K. Hen. Not for myself, lord VVarwick, but my
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. [son,

But, be it as it may :—I here entail

The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever

;

Conditionally, that here thou take an oath

To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live.

To honour me as thy king and sovereign;

And neither by treason, nor hostility.

To seek toput me down, and reign thyself.

York. This oath I willingly take, and will per-

form. {Coming from the throne.)

War. Long live king Henry ! — Plantagenet,

embrace him. [ward sons !

K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy for-

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd.

Exe. Accurs'd be he, that seeks to make them foes !

[Senet. The Lords comeforward.)
York. Farewell, my gracious lord; I'll to my

castle.

War. And I'll keep London, with my soldiers.

Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers.

Mont. And I unto the sea, from whence I came.

[Exeunt York, and his Sons, Warwick, Nor-
folk, Montague, Soldiers, and Attendants.

K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the

court.

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince o/Wales .

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray
her anger :

I'll steal away.
K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. [Going.)

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, I will follow

thee. [stay.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes ?

Ah, wretched man I 'would I had died a maid,
And never seen thee, never borne thee son.

Seeing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father !

Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus ?

Had'st thou but lov'd liiui half so well as I

;

Or felt that pain, which I did for him once
;

Or nourish'd him, as I did with my blood

;

'i'hou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there.

Rather than made that savage duke thine heir.

And disinherited thine only son,

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me :

If you be king, why should not I succeed ?

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret;—pardon me,
sweet son ;

—

The earl of Warwick, and the duke, enforc'd me.
Q. Mar. Enforc'd thee ! art thou kine, and wilt

be forc'd ?

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch !

Thou hast undone thyself, thy sou, and me

;

And given unto the house of York such head.
As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance.

'J'o entail him and his heirs unto the crown.
What is it but to make thy sepulchre,
And creep into it far before thy time ?

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais
;

.Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas
;

The duke is made protector of the realm ;

And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds

The trembling lamb, environed with wolves.

Had I been there, which am a silly woman,
The soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes,

Before I would have granted to that act.

But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour

:

And seeing thou dost. I here divorce myself.

Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed.

Until that act of parliament be repeal'd,

VV^hereby my son is disinherited.

The northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours.

Will follow mine, if once they see them spread :

And spread they shall be ; to thy foul disgrace.

And utter ruin of the house of York.
Thus do I leave thee :—Come, son, let's away •

Our army's ready ; come, we'll after them.
K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear ma

speak.

Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already
;
get

thee gone.

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with
me?

Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies.
Prince. When I return with victory from the field,

I'll see your grace : till then, I'll follow her.

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linrjer

thus. [Exeunt Q. Marg. and the Prince.
K. Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me, and to

her son,

Hath made her break out into terms of rage !

Reveng'd may she be on that hateful duke
;

VVhose haughty spirit, winged with desire,

Will cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle.

Tire on the flesh of me, and of my son !

The loss of those three lords torments my heart:

I'll write unto them, and entreat them fair;

—

Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger.
Exe. And 1, 1 hope, shall reconcile them all.

\Exeunl.

Scene II. A Room in Sandal Castle, near
Wakefield, in Yorkshire.

Enter Edwakd, Richard, and Montague.
Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. [leave.

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcihie.

Enter York.

York. Why, how now, sons and brother, at a

strife ?

What is your quarrel ? how began it first?

Edw. No quarrel, but a shght contention.

York. About what ? [and us
;

Rich. About that, which concerns your grace.
The crown of England, fathers, which is yours.

York. Mine, boy ? not till king Henry be de''^.

Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or death,
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now:

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe,

It will outrun you, father, in the end.

York. 1 took an oath, that he should quietly reign.

Edw. Liut, for a kingdom, any oath may be
broken :

I'd break a thousand oaths, to reign one year.

Rich. No ; God forbid, your grace should be
forsworn.

York. I shall be, if I claim by open war.
Rick. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me

spealc.

York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible.

Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took
Before a true and lawful magistrate,

That l^th authority over him that swears :

Henry had none, but did usurp the place

;

Then, seeiiig 'twas he that made you to depcse,
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous.

Tliereiore, to arms. And, father, do but think

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;
Within whose circuit is Elysium,
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
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Why do we linger thns ? I cannot rest,

Untill the white rose, that I wear, be dyed
Even in the lukewarm blood of" Henry's heart.

York. Richard, enough ; I will be king, or die.—

Brother, thou shalt to London presently.

And whet on Warwick to his enterprise.

—

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk,

And tell him privily of our intent.

—

Voti. Edward, shall unto my lord Cobhara,
With whom the Keutislimeu will willingly rise :

In them I trust ; for they are soldiers,
_

Witty and courteous, liberal, full of spirit.

—

While you are thus emiiloy'd, what resteth more,
But that I seek occasion how to rise

;

And yet the king not privy to my drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster?

Enter a Messenger.

Bat, stay; What news? Why com'st thou in such
post ?

Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls

and lords.

Intend here to besiege you in yonr castle :

She is hard by with twenty thousand men
;

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.

York, Ay, with my sword. What! think'st thou
that we fear them?

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ;

—

My brother Montague shall post to London ;

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest,

Whom we have left protectors of the king,

With powerful policy strengthen themselves,
And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths.

Mont. Brother, I go : I'll win them, fear it not

:

And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit.

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer.
York. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine

Yoa are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; [uncles !

The army of the queen mean to besiege us.

Sir John. She shall not need, we'll meet her in

the field,

York. What, with five thousand men ?

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need.
A woman's general ; What should we fear ?

[A march afar off.)

Edw. I hear their drums ; let's set our men in

order;
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight

York. Five men to twenty !—though the odds
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. [be great,

Many a battle have I won in France,
When as the enemy hath been tea to one

;

Why should I not now have the like success ?

[Alarum.. Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Plains near Sandal Castle,

Alarums. Excursions. Enter Rutland and his
Tutor.

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands ?

Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Clifford comes .'

Enter Clifford and Soldiers.

Clif, Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy
As for the brat of this accursed duke, [life.

Whose father slew my father,—he shall die.

Tut, And I, my lord, will bear him company.
Clif. Soldiers, away with him.
Tut. Ah, Clifi"ord ! murder not this innocent child.

Lest thou be hated both of God and man.
[Exit, forced off by Soldiers.

Clif. How now ! is he dead already ? Or, is it fear
That makes him close his eyes ?—I'll open them.

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch
That trembles under Lis devouring paws :

And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey
;

And so he comes to rend bis limbs asunder.—
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword.
And not with such a cruel threat'nicg look.

eel Clifford, hear me speak before I die
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath.
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live

Clif. In vain tlioa speak'st, voor boy ; iny fa-

ther's blood [enter.

Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words should
Rut. Then let my father's blood open it again

;

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.
Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and

Were not revenge sufficient for nie ! [thine,

No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves.
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains.
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart.
The sight of any of the house of York
Is as a fury to torment my soul

;

And till I root out their accursed line.

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore

—

[Lifting his hand.)
Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death :

To thee I pray ; Sweet Clifford, pity me

!

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords.

Rut. I never did thee harm ; Why wilt thou
Clif Thy father hath. [slay me ?
Rut. But 'twas ere I was born.

Thou iiast one son, for his sake pity me
;

Lest in revenge thereof,—sith God is just,

—

>He be as miserably slain as I.

Ah, let me live in prison all my days
;

And when I give occasion of offence,

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause.

Clif, No cause ?

Thy father slew my father ; therefore die.

(Clifford stabs him,)
Rut, Dii faciant, laudis sumtna sit ista tuee

!

[Dies.)
C/y". Plantage net ! I come, Plantagenet!

And this thy son's blood cleaving to my blade.
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood,
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [Exit.

Scene lY.—The same.

'

Alarum, Enter YoRK.
York, The army of the queen hath got the field :

My uncles both are slain in rescuing me
;

And all my followers to the eager foe

Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind.
Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves.
My sons—God knows what hath bechanced them :

But this I know,—they have deraean'd themselves
Like men born to renown, by life or death.
Three times did Richard make a lane to me

;

And thrice cried,

—

Courage, father .'fight if out
And full as oft came Edward to ray side,

With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt

In blood of those that had encounter'd him:
And when the hardiest warriors did retire,

Richard cried,

—

Charge!a7idgive nofoot ofground!
And cried,

—

A crown, or else a glorious tomb !

A sceptre or an earthly sepulchre !

With this, we charg'd again: but, out, alas!

We bodg'd again ; as I have seen a swan
With bootless labour swim against the tide.

And spend her strength with over-matching waves.
{A short alarum within.)

Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue
;

And 1 am faint, and cannot fly their fury :

And, were I strong, I would not shun their fury

The sands are number'd, that make up uiy life

Here must I stay, and here my life must end.

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northum-
berland, and Soldiers.

Come, bloody Clifford,—rough Northumberland,

—

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage

;

I am your butt and I abide your shot.

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet,

Clif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm,

With downright payment, shew'd unto my father

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car.

And made an evening at the noontide prick.

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth

A bird, that will revenge up(Mi you all :

And, iu that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaveu.
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Scorniug wbate'er you cau afflict me with.

Why come you not ? what ! iDultitiides, and fear ?

Ciif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no far-

ther ;

So doves do peck Jhe falcons piercing talons

;

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives.

Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers.

York. O Clitlbrd, but bethink, thee once again,

And in thy thought o'errun ray former time :

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face
;

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowar-

dice,

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere tliis.

Cltf. I will not baudy with thee word for word
;

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one.

(Draws.)

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thousand

causes,

I would prolong awhile the traitor's life •—
Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northumber-

land, [much,

North. Hold, Clifl'ord ; do not honour him so

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin.

For one to thrust liis hand between his teeth.

When he might sprun hiui with his foot away?
It is war's prize to take all 'vantages;

And ten to one is no impeach of valour.

[Thei/ lay Jmnds on York, who struggles.)

Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin.

North. So doth the coney struggle in the net.

( York is taken prisoner.)

York. So. triumph thieves upon their conquer'd

booty ;

So true men yield, with robbers so o'er-match'd.

North. What would your grace have done unto

him now ? (berland,

Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northum-

Come, make him stand upon this molehill here :

That raught at mountains with oustretched arms.

Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.

—

What, was it you, that would be England's king?

Was't you, that revell'd in our parliament,

And made a preachment of your high descent ?

Where are your mess oC sons to back you now ?

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George?

And Where's that valiant crook-back prodigy,

Dicky, your boy, that, with his grumbling voice.

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ?

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ?

Look, York ; I stain'd this napkin with the blood

That valiant Cliflbrd with his rapier's point

Made issue from the bosom of the boy :

And, if thine eyes can water for his death,

I give t'hee this to dry thy cheeks withal.

Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly

I should lament thy miserable state.

I pr'ythee, grieve to make me merry, York :

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance.

VVhat,hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails.

That not a tear ean fall for Rutland's death?

Why art thou patient, man? thou should'st be mad;

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee tiius.

Thou would'st be fee'H, I see, to make rae sport;

York cannot speak, unless ht wear a crown.-—

A crown for York :—and, lords, bow low to him.

—

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on.—
{Putting a paper croivn on his head.)

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king

!

Ay, this is he that took king Henry's chair
;

And this is he was his adopted heir.

—

But how is it, that great Plantagenet

Is crownd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ?

.A.S I bethink rae, you .should not be king.

Till ouf king Henr.y had shook hands with death.

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory,

And rob his temples of the diadem,

Now in his life, against your holy oath?

Q, 'tis a fault too, too unpardonable !

—

Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head
;

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do Iiim dead.

Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake.

Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let's hear the orisons he
makes.

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than wolves
of France,

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth !

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex,

To triumph like an Amazonian trull.

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates?

But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging,

IMade impudent with use of evil deeds,

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush :

To tell thee whence thou cam'st, ofwhom derivM,

Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not

shameless.

Thy father bears the type of king of Naples,

Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem
;

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ?

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ;

Unless the adage must be verified.

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death.

'Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud
;

But God, he knows, thy share thereof is small:

'Tis virtue, that doth make them most admir'd ;

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at

:

'Tis government, that makes them seem divine
;

The want thereof makes thee abominable :

Thou art as opposite to every good.

As the Antipodes are unto us.

Or as the south to the septentrion.

O, tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide !

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child,

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal.

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face ?

VVomen are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible
;

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless.

Bid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish :

Would'st have me weep ? why, now thou ha.st t!iy

will

:

For raging wind blows up incessant showers,

And when the rage allays, the rain begins.
_

These tears are ray sweet Rutland's obsequies ;

And every drop cries vengeance for his death,

'Gainst thee, fell Cliflbrd,—and thee, false French
woman.

North. Beshrewme, but his passions move me so

That hardly can I check my eyes from tears.

York. That face of his the hungry canniba'.s

Would not have touch'd, would not have stainci

wth blood

:

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,

—

O, ten times more,—than tigers of Hyrcania.

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears :

This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of ray sweet boy,

And I with tears do wash the blood away.

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this :

[He gives back the handkerchief.)

And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right,

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed cears :

Yea, evjn my foes will shed fast-falling tears,

And say,—Alas, it was a piteous deed !

—

There, take the crown, and with the crown, my curse
;

And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee.

As now I reap at thy too cruel hand I

—

Hard-hearted Ciillbrd, take me from the world

;

My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads !

North. Had he been slaughter-man to all ray kin,

I should not for my life but weep with him,

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul.

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord North um-
berland!

Think but upon the wrong he did us all.

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's

death. [Stabbing him.)

Q. Mar. And here's to right our gentle-hearted

king. [Stabbing hini,\

York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God 1
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Mv soul flies through these wounds to seek out thee.

{Dies.)

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York gates;

So York may overlook the town of York. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Plain near Mortimer's Cross in
Herefordshire.

Drum. Enter Edward, and Richard, with their

Forces, marching.

Ediv. I wonder, how our princely father 'scap'd
;

Or whether he be 'scap'd away, or no,

From Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit:

Had he been ta'en, we should have heard the news
;

Had he been slain, we should have heard the news
;

Or, had he 'scap'd, niethiuks, we should have heard
The happy tidings of his good escape.

—

How fares my brother ? why is he so sad ?

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd

Where our right valiant father is become.
I saw him in the battle range about

;

And watch'd him, how he singled Clifford forth.

Mel'iionght, he bore him in the thickest troop.

As doth a lion in a herd of neat

:

Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs;

Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry,

I'he rest stand all aloof, and bark at him.
So far'd our father with his enemies

;

So fled his enemies my warlike father

:

Methinks, 'tis prize enough to be his son.

See how the morning opes her golden gates.

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !

How well resembles it the prime of youth,

rrimm'd like a younker, prancing to his love !

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns ?

Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun

;

Not separated with the racking clouds,

But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky.

5ee, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss,

.As if they vow'd some league inviolable

:

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun.

In this the heaven figures some event. [heard of.

Edw. 'Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never
f think, it cites us, brother, to the 6eld

;

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet,

Each one already blazing by our meeds,
Sliould, notwithstanding, join our lights together,

And overshine the earth, as this the world.

Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear
Upon my target three iair shining suns.

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters ;—by your leave

I speak it,

You love the breeder better than the male.

Enter a Messenger.

jJut what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel

Borne dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ?

Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker on.

When as the noble duke of York was slain,

Your princely father, and my loving lord. [much.

Edw. O, speak, no more ! for I have heard too

Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it all.

Mess. Environed he was with many foes

;

And stood against them as the hope ofTroy
Against the Greeks, that would have enter'd Troy.
But Hercules himself must yield to odds

;

And many strokes, though with a little axe.

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak.

By many hands your father was subdu'd
;

But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm
Of unrelenting CliiTord, and the queen :

Who crownd the gracious duke in high despite
;

JLiaugh'd in his face ; aotl, when with grief he wept,
The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his cheeks,
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough CliflFord slain :

And, after many scorns, many foul taunts,
1'hey took his head, and on tlie gates of York
Thf y set the same ; and there it doth remain,

The saddest spectacle that e'er 1 view'd.
Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon

;

Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay !

—

O Clifford, boist'rous Clifford, thou hast slain

The flower of Europe for his chivalry;
And treacherously hast thou vanquish'd him.
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish'd thee !—
Now my soul's palace is become a prison

:

Ah, would she break from hence ! that this my body
Might in the ground be closed up in rest

:

For never henceforth shall I joy again,
Never, O Never, shall I see more joy.

Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body's moisture
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart

:

Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden ;

For self-san>e wind that I should speak withal.
Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast,
And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench.
To weep, is to make less the depth of grief:

Tears, then, for babes ; bljws, and revenge, for me 1

—

Richard, I bear thy name, I'll venge thy death.
Or die renowned by attempting it. [thee

;

. Ediv. His name that valiant duke hath left with
His dukedom and his chair with me is left.

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird,

Shew thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun :

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say
;

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not liis.

March. Enter 'Warwick and Montague, luith

Forces.

War. How now, fair lords ? What fare ? what
news abroad ?

Rich. Great lord ofWarwick, ifwe should recount
Our baleful news, and, at each word's deliverance.
Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told,

The words would add more anguish than the wounds.
valiant lord, the duke ofYork is slain.

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenet,
Which held thee dearly, as his soul's redemption.
Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death.
War. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in tears :

And now, to add more measure to your woes,
1 come to tell you things since then befall'n.

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought.

Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp.
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run.

Were brought me of your loss, and his depart.

I then in London, keeper of the king,

Muster'd my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends.

And very well appointed, as I thought, [queen,

March'd towards Saint Alban's to intercept the

Bearing the king in my behalf along.

For by my scouts I was advertised.

That she was coming with a full intent

To dash our late decree in parliament.

Touching king Henry's oath, and your succession.

Short tale to make,—we at Saint Albans met.

Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought

:

i^ut, whether 'twas the coldness of the king,

Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen.

That robb'd my soldiers of their hated spleen

;

Or whether 'twas report of her success
;

Or more than common fear of Cliftbrd's rigour,

Who thunders to his captives—blood and death,

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth.

Their weapons like to lightning came and went

;

Our soldiers—like the night-owl's lazy flight.

Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail,

—

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends.

I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause.

With promise of high pay, and great rewards :

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight.

And we, in them, no hope to win the day,

So that we fled ; the king, unto the queen
;

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself.

In haste, posthaste, are come to join with you,-

For in tb^ marches here, we heard you were.

Making another head to fight again. [Warwick ?
Edw. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle
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And when came George from Burgundy to England ?

War. Some six miles off the duke is h ith the
soldiers

;

And for your brother,—he was lately sent
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy,
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. [fled :

Jtic/i. 'Twasodds, belike, when valiant Warwick
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit.

But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. [hear

:

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou
For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head.
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist

;

W^ere he as famous and as bold in war,
As he is fam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer.

Ric/i. I know it well, lord Warwick : blame me not;

'Tis loi e, I bear thy glories, makes me speak.
But, in this troublous time, what's to be done ?

Shall we go throw away our coats of steel.

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns.
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads?
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes

Tell our devotion with revengeful arms?
If for the last, say—Ay, and to it, lords. [out;

War Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you
And therefore comes my brother Montague.
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen,
VVith Clitford and the haught Northumberland,
And of their feather many more proud birds.

Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax,
He swore consent to your succession,
His oath enrolled in the parliament;
And now to London all the crew are gone,
To frustrate both his oath , and what beside
May make against the house of Lancaster.
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong :

Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself.
With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March,
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure,
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand.
Why, Via ! to London we will march amain

;

And once again bestride our foaming steeds
;

And once again cry—Charge upon our foes !

But never once again turn back, and fly. [speak:
Rick. Ay, now, methinks, I hear great Warwick

Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day,
That cries—Retire, if Warwick bid him stay.

Ediv. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean :

And when thou fall'st, (as God forbid the hour!)
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend !

War. No longer earl of March, butduke of Vork;
The next degree is, England's royal throne :

For king of England shalt thou be proclaim'd
In every borough as we pass along;
And he, that throws not up his cap for joy,
.SImll for the fault make forfeit of his head.
King Edward,—valiant Richard,—Montague,

—

-Stay we no longer dreaming of renown.
But sound the trumpets, and about our task.

Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as
steel,

(As thou hast shewn it flinty by thy deeds,)
1 come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine.

Edw. Then strike up, drums :—God, and Saint

George, for us

!

Enter a Messenger. '

War. How now ? what news ?

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me.
The queen is coming with a puissant host

;

And craves your company for speedy counsel.

War. Why then it sorts , brave warriors : Let's
away. [Exeunt.

Scene 1 1.

—

Before York:

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, the Prince
fff Wales, Clifford, a«c/ Nokthumberland,
>rith Forces.

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town
of Vork.

Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy,
That sought to be encompass'd with your crown :

Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord '!

K. He?!. Ay, as the rocks cheer them, that fear

their wreck ;

—

To see this sight, it irks my very soul,

—

Withhold revenge, dear God ! 'tis not my fault,

Not wittingly have I infring'd my vow.
C/if. My gracious liege, this too much lenity

And harmful pity, must be laid aside.

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ?

Not to the beast that would usurp their den.
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick ?

Not his, that spoils her young before her face.

Who 'scapes the lurking serpent's mortal sting?

Not he, that sets his foot upon her back.
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on

;

And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood.
Ambitious York did level at thy crown,
Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows :

He, but a duke, would have his son a king.

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ;

Thou, being a king, bless'd with a goodly son.

Didst yield consent to disinherit him.
Which argued thee a most unloving father

Unreasonable creatures feed their young

:

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes.

Yet, in protection of their tender ones,

Who hath not seen them (even with those wings
Which sometime they have us'd with fearful flight,)

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nest,

Oflering their own lives in their young's defence ?

For shame , my liege , make them your precedent
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy
Should lose his birthright by his father's fault

;

And long hereafter say unto his child,

—

What mi, great-grandfather and grandsire got,

My careless father fondly gave avay !

Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy
;

And let his manly face, which promiseth
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart.

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him.
K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator.

Inferring arguments of mighty force.

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear,

—

That things ill got had ever bad success ?

And happy always was it for that son.

Whose father for his hoarding went to hell ?

I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind
;

And 'would my father had left me no more '

For all the rest is held at such a rate,

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep.
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.
Ah, cousin York ! 'would thy best friends did know.
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here !

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits; our <'oes

are nigh,

And this soft courage makes your followers faint.

You promised knighthood to our forward son
;

Unsheath your sword, and dub him presently.

—

Edward, kneel down.
K. Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight

:

And learn this lesson,—Draw thy sword in right.

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave,
I'll draw it as apparent to the crown.
And in that quarrel use it to the death.

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness
;

For, with a band of thirty thousand men,
Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York

;

And, in the towns as they do mrirch along.

Proclaims him king, and many fly to him :

Darraign your battle, for they are at hand.

Clif. I would, your highness would depart the
field;

The queen hath best success, when you are absent,

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our
'

fortune.

1.
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K. Hen. Wliy, that's my fortane too; therefore

I'll stay.

North. Be it with resolation then to fight.

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords.

And hearten those that fight in your defence :

Unsheath your sword, good father; cry Saint
George !

March. Enter Edward, George, Richard, War-
vvicK, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers.

Edio. Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thoa kneel for

And set thy diadem upon my head ; [grace,

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? [boy !

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms.

Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ?

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his knee
;

I was adopted heir by his consent

:

Since when, his oath is broke : for, as I hear,

ifou—that are king, though he do wear the crown,

—

Have caus'd him, by new act of parliament,

To blot out me, and put his own son in.

Clif. And reason too
;

Who should succeed the father, but the son?
Rick. Are you there, butcher ?—O, I cannot

speak

!

[thee,

Clif. Ay, crook-back; here I stand, to answer
Or any he the proudest of thy sort, [it not ?

Rick. 'Twas yoi'. that kill'd young Rutland, was
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

Rick. For God's sake, lords, give signal to the
fight.

War. What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield
the crown ?

Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongu'd Warwick ?

dare you speak ?

When you and I met at Saint Albans last,

Your legs did better service than your hands.

War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine.

Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled.

War. 'Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me
thence. [you stay.

Norfk. No, nor your manhood, that durst make
Rick. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently ;

—

Break off the parie ; for scarce I can refrain

The execution of my big-swolen heart

Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer.

Clef. I slew thy father : Call'si thoa him a child ?

Rick. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous

coward,
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland

;

But, ere sun-set, I'll make thee curse the deed.

K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and
hear me speak. [lips.

Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close thy

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, give no limits to my tongue
;

I am a king, and privileg'd to speak. [here,

Clif. My liege, the wound, that bred this meeting
Cannot he cur'd by words; therefore be still.

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword :

By Him that made us all, I am resolv'd.

That Chlford's manhood lies upon his tongue.

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no ?

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day,

That ne'er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown.
War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head

;

For York injustice puts his armour on, [right.

Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says is

There is no wrong, but every thing is right.

Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands
;

For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue.

Q, Mar. But thou art neitlier like thy sire nor dam
;

But hke a foul mis-shapen stigmatic,

Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided,
As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings.

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt,

Whose father bears the title of a king,
(As if a channel should be call'd the sea,)
Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art ex-

traught,

To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart ?
Ediv. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand

crowns,
To make this shameless callet know herself.

—

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou,
Although thy husband may be Menelaus

;

And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd
By that false woman, as this king by thee.
His father revell'd in the heart of France,
And tam'd the king, and made the Dauphin stoop;
And, had he match'd according to his state.
He might have kept that glory to this day

:

But, when he took a beggar to his bed.
And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal day •

Even then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him.
That 'wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France,
And heap'd sedition on his crown at home.
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ?
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept;
And we, in pity of the gentle king,
Had slipp'd our claim until another age. [spring,

Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy
And that thy summer bred us no increase.
We set the axe to thy usurping root :

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves

,

Yet now thou, since we have begun to strike,

We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down,
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods.

Ediv. And, in this resolution, I defy thee
;

Not willing any longer conference.
Since thou deny'st the gentle king to speak.

—

Sound trumpets !— let our bloody colours wave—
And either victory, or else a grave.

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. [stay :

Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we'll no longei^
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—4 FieldofBattle between Towton and
Saxton, in Yorkshire.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Warwick.
War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race,

I lay me down a little while to breathe :

For strokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid.

Have robb'd ray strong-knit sinews of their strength.

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile.

Enter Edward, running,

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, imgentle
death

!

For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is clouded.

W^ar. How now, my lord ? what hap ? what hope
of good ?

E7iter George.

Geo. Our hap is lost, our hope but sad despair ;

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us :

What counsel give you, whither shall we fly ?

Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with wings

;

And weak v/e are, and cannot shun pursuit.

Enter Richard.

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn
thyself?

Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk,

Broach'd with the steely point of Clilibrd's lance :

And, in the very pangs of death, he cry'd,

—

Like to a dismal clangour heard from far,

—

Warwick, revenge .' brother, revenge my death !

So underneath the belly of their steeds.

That staiu'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood,

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. [blood ;

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our

I'll kill my horse, because I will not fly.

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here.

Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage
;

And look upon, as if the tragedy

Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors ?

Here on my knee I vow to God above,

I'll never pause again, never stand still.

Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mine.
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Or fortune given me measure of revenge.

Edw. Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine;

And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine.—

And, ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face,

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,

Thou setter up and plucker down of kings !

Beseeching thee,—if with thy will it stands.

That to my foes this body must be prey,

—

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul !

—

Now, lords, take leave, until we meet again,

Where-e'er it be, in heaven, or on earth.

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ;—and, gentle

Warwick,
Let me embrace thee in my weaiy arras :

—

I, that did never weep, now melt vyith woe.

That winter should cut off our spring-time so.

War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lords,

farewell.

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops.

And give them leave to fly, that will not stay

;

And call them pillars, that will stand to us
;

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards

As victors wear at the Olympian games :

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts
;

For yet is hope of life, and victory.

—

Fore-slow no longer, make we hence amain. [Exeunl.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Another part of the Field.

Exctirsions. Enter Richard and Clifford.

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone :

Suppose, this arm is for the duke of York,

And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge,

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone :

This is the hand, that stabb'd thy father York
;

^nd this the hand, that slew thy brother Rutland
;

And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death.

And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and bro-

ther,

To execute the like upon thyself;

And so, have at thee.

(Theyfight. WARWICK enters; Clifford ^^es.)

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase;

For I myself will hunt tliis wolf to death. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Another Part of the Field.

Alarum. Enter King Henry.

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morning's war.

When dying clouds contend with growing light

;

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails.

Can neither call it perfect day, nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea,

Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind

;

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea
;

Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind :

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind
;

Now, one the Detter ; then, another best;

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast.

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered

:

So is the equal poise of this fell war.

Here on this molehill will I sit me down.

To whom God will, there be the victory

!

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too,

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both.

They prosper best of all when I am thence.

'Would I were dead ! if CJod's good will were so:

For what is in this world, but grief and woe ?

O God ! methinks, it were a happy life.

To be no better than a homely swain

;

To sit upon a hill, as I do now.

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point.

Thereby to see the minutes, how they run:

How many make the hour full complete,

How many hours bring about the day,

Kow many days will finish up the year,

How many years a mortal man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the times

:

So n^ny hours must I tend my flock

;

So many hours must I take my rest

;

So many hours must I contemplate

;

So many hours must I sport myself;

So many days my ewes have been with young;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean

;

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece

;

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and yeais,

Pass'd over to the end they were created.

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how lovely !

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep,

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy
To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery?

O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth.

And to conclude,—the shepherd's homely curds.

His cold thin drink out ot his leather bottle.

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade.
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys.

Is far beyond a prince's delicates.

His viands sparkling in a golden cup.
His body couched in a curious bed,

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him.

Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed his Father,
dragging in the dead body.

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits nobody.

—

This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight.

May be possessed with some store of crowns :

And I, that haply take them from him now.
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.

—

Who's this ?—O God ! it is my father's face.

Whom in this conflict I nnwares have kill'd.

O heavy times, begetting such events !

From London by the king was I press'd forth
;

My father, being the earl of Warwick's man,
Came on the part of York, press'd by his master;
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life,

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.

—

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did !

—

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee !

—

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks

;

And no more words, till they have flow'd their fill.

K. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times !

Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens.
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity.

—

Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear;
And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war,
Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with grief.

Enter a Father, who has killed his Son, with '

the body in his arms.

Fath. Thou, that so stoutly hast resistea me.
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold

:

For I have bought it with an hundred blows.- -

But let me see :— is this our foeman's face ?

Ah, no, no, it is mine only son !

—

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee,

Throw lip thine eye • see, see, what showers arise.

Blown with tiie windy tempest of my heart.

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart!

—

(), pity, God, this miserable age !

—

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly.
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural.

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !

—

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon.

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late !

K. Hen. Woe above woe ! grief more than com-
mon grief!

O, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds !

—

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity !

—

The red rose and the white are on his face.

The fatal colours of our striving houses :

The one, his purple blood right well resembles ;

The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present

:

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish !

If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death,

Take on with me. aiid ne'er be satisfied'/

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter ofmy son,

i:

:
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Shed seas of tears, and ne"er be satisfied ?

K. Hen. How will the country, for these woeful
chances.

Mis-think the king, and not be satisfied ?

Son. Was ever son, so ru'd a father's death ?

Fat/i. Was ever father, so bemoan'd a son ?

K. Hen. Was ever king, so griev'd for subjects'

woe ?

Much is your sorrow : mine, ten times so mnch.
Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my

fill. [^Exit, tvitk the body.
Fath. These arras of mine shall be thy winding-

sheet
;

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre
;

For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go.

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell

:

And so obsequious will thy father be.

Sad for the loss of thee, having no more.
As Priam was for all his valiant sons.

I'll bear thee hence : and let them fight that will.

For I have murder'd where I should not kill.

[Exit, with the body.
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with

care,

Here sits a king more woeful than yoa are.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Queen Margaret,
Prince of Wales, and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends are
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull

:

ffled,

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick
post awain

:

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds.
Having the fearful fljnng hare in sight,

W"ith fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath.
And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands.

Are at onr bacKte ; and therefore hence amain.

Exe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with them:
Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ;

-

Or else come after, I'll away before. [Exeter;
K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go
Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away I

[Exeunt.

Scene Vi.—TAe same. •

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded.

Clif. Here burns my candle out, ay, here it dies,
\Vhich, while it lasted, gave king Henry light.

Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow.
More than my body's parting with my soul.

My love, and fear, glew'd many friends to thee
;

And now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt.
Impairing Henry, strength'ning mis-proud York,
The common people swarm like summer flies :

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun ?

And who shines now bat Henry's enemies ?

Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds.
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth

:

And Henry, had'st thou sway'd as kings should do.
Or as thy father, and his father, did.
Giving no ground unto the house of York,"*
They never then had sprung like summer flies

;

I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm.
Had left no mourning widows for our death.
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air ?
And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity?
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds

;No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight •

The foe is merciless, and will not pity

;

For, at their hands, I have deserv'd no pity.
The air hath got into my deadly wounds.
And mnch eff"use of blood doUi make me faint:—
J^orae York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest

;

1 stabb'd your fathers' bosoms, split my breast.

{He faints.

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, George,
RicH.\RD, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiem.

Edw. Now breathe we, lords
; good fortune bids

us pause.
And smooth the frowns ofwar with peaceful looks.

—

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ;

—

Tliat led calm Henrj-, though he were a king.
As doth a sail, till'd with a fretting gust.
Command an argosy to stem the waves.
But think you, lords, that Cliflbrd fled with them ?
War. No, 'tis impossible he should escape :

For, though before his face I speak the words,
Y'our brother Richard mark'd him for the grave :

And, wheresoe'er he is, he's surely dead.

{Clifford groans, and dies.)

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy
leave ?

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's de-
parting.

Ediv. See who it is, and, now the battle's ended.
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us'd. [ford

;

' Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clif-

Who, not contented that he lopp'd the branch
In hewing Rutland when iiis leaves put forth.

But set his murdering knife unto the root
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring,
I mean our princely father, duke of York. [head,

^ War. From off the gates of York fetch down the
Y'our father's bead, which CHffbrd placed there

:

Instead whereof, let this supply the room
;

Measure for measure must be answered. [house,
Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our

That nothing sung but death to us and ours

:

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound,
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak.

{Attendants bring the body forward.)
War. I think his undei-standing is bereft :

—

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to
thee?—

Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life.

And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say.

Rick. O, 'would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth-
'Tis but his policy to counterfeit.

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts.

Which in the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager words
Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace.
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.
TVar. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York.
Edw. Thou pitied'st Rutland, I will pity thee.
Geo. Where's captain Marg-aret, to fence you now ?
fVar. Tliey mock thee, Clifford ! swear as thou

wast wont.
Rich. What, not an oath ? nay, then the world

goes hard.

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath :— >

I know by that, he's dead ; And, by my soul.

If this right hand would buy two hours' life,

That I in all despite might rail at him, [blood

This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing

Stifle the villain, whose unstauuched thirst

York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

War. Ay, but he's dead : Ofl" with the traitor's

head.

And rear it in the place your father's stands.

—

And now to London with triumphant march.

There to be crowned England's royal king.

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France,
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen :

So shalt tliou sinew both these lands together

;

And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread
The scatter'd foe, that hopes to rise .igain ;

For thoiKh they cauaot greatly sting to hurt,

Y'et looL o have them buz, to offend thine ears.

First, will I see the coronation

;

And then io Britany I'll cross the sea.

To eflect this marriage, so it please my lord.



448 THIRD PART OF Act IIL

Edto. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be:
For on thy shoulder do I build my seat

;

And never will I undertake the thing,

VVherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.

—

Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster;

—

And George of Clarence :—Warwick, as ourself,
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best.

Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; (ieorge, of
Gloster

;

For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous.
War. Tut, that's a foolish observation

;

Richard, be duke of Gloster : Now to London,
To see these honours in oossession. [Exeunt.

ACT IIL

ScENi: I.—A Chase in the North of England.

Enter Two Keepers, ivith cross-bows in their
hands.

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we'll
shroud ourselves;

For through this laund anon the deer will come

:

And in this covert will we make our stand.
Culling the principal of all the deer.

2 Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both may
shoot. [bow

1 Keep. That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost.

Mere stand we both, and aim we at the best;
And, for the time shall not seem tedious,

I'll tell fhee what befell me on a day,
In this self-place, where now vve mean to stand.

2 Keep. Here comes a man, let's stay till he be
past.

Enter King Henry, disgmsed,with aprayer-booh.
K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol'n, even of

pure love,

To greet mine own land with my wishful sight.

No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine
;

Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee,

1 hy balm wash'd off, wherewith thou wast anointed

:

No bending knee will call thee Caesar now.
No humble suitors press to speak for right.

No, not a man comes for redress of thee
;

For how can I help them, and not myself?
1 Keep. Ay, here's a deer whose skin's a keeper's

fee

:

This is the quondam king ; let's seize upon him.

K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities
;

For wise men say, it is the wisest course.

2 Keep. Why linger we ! let us lay hands upon
him. [more.

1 Keep. Forbear a while ; we'll hear a little

K. Hen. My queen, and son, are gone to France
ibr aid

;

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick
Is thither gone, to crave the French king's sister

To wife for Edward. If this news be true.

Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost;

For VVarwick is a subtle orator.

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words.
By this account, then, Margaret may win him

;

For she's a woman to be pitied much :

Her sighs will make a batte'y in his breast;

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart;

The tiger will be mild, while she doth mourn
;

And Nero will be tainted with remorse,

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears.

Ay, but she's come to beg ; Warwick, to give :

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry
;

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.
She weeps, and says—her Henry is depos'd ;

He smiles, and says— his Edward is instali'd
;

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak, no more :

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths tiie wrong,

Inferreth arguments of mighty strengtli

;

And, in conclusion, wins the king from her,

With promise of his sister, and what else,

To strengthen and support king Edward's place.

O Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and tliou, poor soul.

Art then forsaken, as thon went'st forlorn.

2 Keep. Say, vyhat art thou, that talk'st of kings
and queens ? [born to

:

K. Hen. More than I seem, and less than I was
A man at least, for less I should not be

;

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ?

2 Keep. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert a
king. [enough.

K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind
j

and that's

2 Keep. But, if thon be a king, where is thy crown ?

K. Hen. My crown is in niy heart, not on ray head;
Not deck'd with diamonds, and Indian stones.

Nor to be seen ; my crown is call'd, content

;

A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy.

2 Keep. Well, if you be a king, crown'd with
content.

Your crown content, and you, must be contented
'J'o go along with us : for as we think,

You are the king, king Edward hath depos'd

;

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance,

Will apprehend you as his enemy. [oath?
K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an
2 Keep. No, never such an oath, nor will not

now.
K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was king

of England?
2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now

remain.
K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months old ;

My father and my grandfather were kings
;

And you were sworn true subjects unto me
;

And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ?

I Keep. No

;

For we were subjects, but while yoa were king.

K. Hen. Why, ami dead ? do I not breathe a man?
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear.

Look, as I blow this feather from my face,

And as the air blows it to me again.

Obeying with my wind when I do blow,
And yielding to another when it blows,

Commanded always by the greater gust

;

Such is the lightness of you common men.
But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sia

My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the king shall be commanded
;

And be you kiugs ; command, and I'll obey.

I Keep. We are true subjects to the king, king

Edward.
K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry,

If he were seated as ki^g Edward is.

I Keep. We charge you, in God's name, and in

the king's,

To go vvlth us unto the officers.

K. Hen. In God's name, lead
;
your king's name

be obey'd:

And what God will, then let your king perform

And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and
Ladij Grey.

K. Ediv. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans' field

This lady's husband, sir John Grey, was slain.

His lands then seiz'd on by the conqueror:
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands

;

Which we injustice cannot well deny.

Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did lose his life.

Glo. Your highness shall do well to grant her
It were dishonour, to deny it her. [suit

;

K. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I'll make a pause.

Glo. Yea! is it so? (Aside to Clarence.)

I see the lady hath a thing to grant,

Before the king will grant her humble suit.

Clar. He knows the game ; How true he keeps
the wind ? [Aside.)

Glo. Silence! [Aside.)

K. Ediv. Widow, we will consider ofyour suit;

And come some other time, to know our mind.
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L. Grey. Right gracicns lord, I 'cannot brook
delay

:

May it please yonr highness to resolve me now

;

And what your pleasure is, sliall satisfy me.
Glo. {Aside.) Ay, widow ? then I'll warrant you

all your lands,

An if what pleases him, shall pleasure yon.
Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow.

Clar. I fear her not, unless she chance to fall.

{Aside.)

Glo. God forbid that ! for he'll take vantages.

{Aside.)

K, Edw. How many oh Idren hast thou, \vidow?
tell me.

Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of Tier.

{Aside.)

Glo. Nay, whip me then ; he'll rather give her
two. {Aside.)

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord.

Qio, You shall have four, if you'll be rnl'd by
him. {Aside.)

K. Edw. 'Twere pity, they should lose their fa-

ther's land.

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it

then. [wit.

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave ; I'll try this widow's
Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have

leave.

Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch.
{Gloster and Clarenci! retire to the other side.)

K. Hen. Now tell me, madam, do you love your
children?

L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself.

K. Edw. And would you not do much, to do them
good ? [harm.

L. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain some
K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do

them good.

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto yonr majesty.

K. Edw. I'll tell you how these lands are to be
got. [service.

L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness'

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give

them ? [to do.

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in me
K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon.

L. Grey. No. gracious lord, except I cannot doit.

K, Edw. Ay, but thoa can^t do what I mean
to ask. [commands.

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace

Glo. He plies her hard; and much rain wears the

marble. {Aside.)

Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must
melt {Aside.)

L.Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear
my task ?

A. Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a king.

L. Grey. That's soon perform'd, because I am
a subject.

K. Edw. VVhy then, thy husband's lands 1 freely

give thee.

L. Grey. I take ray leave v.'ith many thousand
thanks. [ciirt'sy.

Glo. The match is made; slie seals it with a
K. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I

mean. [liege.

L. Grey. The frnits of love I mean, my loving

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense.

What love, think'st thou, I sue so much to get?
L. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks,

my prayers

;

That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants.
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such

love. [you did.
L. Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my

mind. _ [ceive
L, Grey. My mind will never grant what I per-

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright.
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to Ke with thee.

L. Grey. To tell thee plain, I had rather lie in

prison

;

[band's lands.

K. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy hus-

L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be my
dower

;

For by that loss I will not purchase them.
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy children

mightily. [and me.
L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination

Accords not with the sadness of my suit

;

Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no.

K. Edw. Ay ; ifthou wilt say ay, to my request

:

No ; if thou dost say no, to ray demand. [end.

L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. l\1y suit is at an
Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her

brows. {Aside.)
Clar. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom.

{Aside.)
K. Edw. {Aside.) Her looks do argue her replete

with modesty

;

Her words do shew her wit incomparable
;

All her perfections challenge so\ereignty :

One way, or other, she is for a king

;

And she shall be my love, or else my queen.

—

Sav, that king Edward take thee for nis queen ?

jL. Grey. "Pis better said than done, my gracions
I am a subject fit to jest withal, [lord :

But far unfit to be a sovereign. [thee,

K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to

I speak no more than what my .soul intends
;

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love.

L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield unto

:

I know I am too mean to be your queen.
And yet too good to be your concubine.

K. Edw. You cavil, widow; I did mean, my
queen.

L. Grey. 'Twill grieve your grace, my sons should
call you—father.

K. Edit: No more, than when my daughters call

thee mother.

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children

;

And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor.

Have other some : why, 'tis a happy thing

To be the father unto many sons.

Answer no more, for thou shalt be ray queen.
Glo. The ghostly father now hath doue his shrift.

{Aside.)

Clar. When he was made a shriver, 'tvvas for

shift. {Aside.)

K. Edw. Brothers, you mnse what chat we two
have had.

Glo. The widow likes it not, for s e looks sad.

K. Edw. You'd think it strange, if I should
maiTy her.

Clar. To whom, my lord ?

K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself.

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder at the least.

Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder lasts.

Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes.

K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you
both,.

Her suit is granted for her husband's lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken,.

And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.

K. Edw. See, that he be convey'd unto the

Tower:—
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him.

To question of his appreliension.

—

Widow, go you along ;—Lords, u.se her honourable.

[Exeunt King Edward, Lady Grey,
Clarence, and Lord.

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably.

Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all.

That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring.

To cross me from the golden time I look for

!

And yet, between my soul's desire, and me,

(The lustful Edward's title buried,)

F f
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Is Clarence, Henry, and liis son young Edward,
And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies.
To take their rooms, ere I can place nij'self

:

A cold premeditation for my purpose !

Why, then I do but dream on so^ ereignty :

Like one that stands upon a promontory,
And spies a far-oft" shore, where he would tread.
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye

;

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence.
Saying—he'll lade it dry to have his way :

So do I wish the crown, being so far ofl':

And so I chide the means, that keep me from it

;

And so I say—I'll cut the causes off.

Flattering me with impossibilities.

—

My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too rauch.
Unless my hand and strength could equal them.
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard

;

What other pleasure can the world afford ?

I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap.

And deck my body in gay ornaments,
And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks.
O miserable thought I and more unlikely.
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns !

Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb :

And, for I should not deal in her soft lavvs.

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe
To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub;
To make an envious mountain on my back.
Where sits deformity to mock my body

;

To shape my legs of an unequal size
;

To disproportion me in every part.

Like tn a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp.
That carries no impression like the dam.
And am I then a man to be belov'd ?

monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought

!

Then, since this earth affords no joy to me,
But to command, to check, to o'erbear such
As are of better person than myself,
I'll make my heaven—to dream upon the crown

;

And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell.

Until my mis-shap'd trunk that bears this head.
Be round impaled with a glorious crown :

And yet I know not liow to get the crown.
For many lives stand between me and home :

And I,—like one lost in a tliorny wood.
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorjis

;

Seeking a way, and straying from the way ;

Not knowing how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out,

—

Torment myself to catch the English crown :

And from that torment I will free myself.
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile

;

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart

;

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occasions.

I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid .shall

;

I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk

;

I'll play the orator as well as Nestor,
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could,

And, like a Sinou, take another Tioy :

1 can add colours to the cameleon
; ,

Change shapes, with Protheus, for advancages.
And set the niurdrous Machiavel to school.

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown?
Tut! were it further oil', 111 pluck it down. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

France. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King, and
Lady Bona, attended ; the Kinr/ takes his state.

Then enter Queen IVIargaret, Prince Edward
her son, and the Earl o/Oxford.

K. Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Mar-
garet, [Rising.)

Sit down with us : it ill befits thy state

And birth, that tiiou should'st stand, while Lewis
doth sit. (Margaret

Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now
Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve.

Where kings command. I was, I must coni'ess.

Great Albion's queen in former golden days
;

But now mischance hath trod my title down.
And with dishonour laid me on the ground

;

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune^

And to my humble seat conform myself.

K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs

t^is deep despair ?

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes
with tears, [cares.

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in

K. Lew.Whai'er it be, be thou still like thyself.

And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck
[Seats her by him.)

To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mind
sun ride in triumph over all michauce.
Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief;

It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief.

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my droop-
ing thoughts.

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak.

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis,

—

That Henry, sole possessor of my love.

Is, of a king, become a banished man.
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn

;

While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York,
Usurps the regal title, and the seat

Of England's true-anointed lawful king.

This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret,

—

With this my son, prince Edward, Henry's heir,—
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid

;

And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done :

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help

;

Our people and our peers are both misled.

Our treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight,

And, as thou see'st, ourselves in heavy plight.

K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm
the storm.

While we bethink a means to break it off.

Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows
our foe. [thee.

K. Leiv. The more I stay, the more I'll succour

Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true

sorrow

:

And see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow.
Enter Warwick, attended.

K. Lew. What's he, approacheth boldly to our
presence V [friend.

Q. Mo*-. Ourearl of Warwick, Edward's greatest

K. Lew. Welcome, braveWarwick I What brings

thee to France ?

[Descending front his state. Queen Margaret
rises.)

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise

;

For this is he, that moves both wind and tide.

War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion,
My lord and sovereign, and thy -vowed friend,

I come,—in kindness, and unfeigned love.

First, to do greetings to thy royal per-, on
;

And, then, to crave a league of amity

;

And, lastly, to confirm that amity
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister.

To England's king in lawful marriage.

Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done.
War. And, gracious madam, [to Bona.) in our

king's 'lehalf,

I am commanded, with your leave and favour,
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue
To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart;
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears.

Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue.

Q. Mar. King Lewis,—and lady Buna, hear me
. speak,

Before you answer Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest love.

But from deceit, bred by necessity

:

For how can tyrants safely govern home.
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ?

To prove him tyrant, tliis reason may sufiice —
That Henry liveth still : but were he dead.
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Vet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's sou.

Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this league and
marriage

Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour :

For though usurpers sway the rule a while.
Vet heavens are just, and time siippresseth wrongs.
War. Injurious Margaret

!

Prince. And why not queen ?

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp
;

And thou no more art prince, than she is queen.
Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of

Gaunt,
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain

:

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest

:

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth,

Who by his prowess conquered all France :

From these our Henry lineally descends.
War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth dis-

course, ,

Vou told not, how Henry the Sixth hath lost

All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ?

Methinks, these peers of France should smile at
But for the re.st,—You tell a pedigree [that.

Of threescore and two years { a silly time
To make prescription for a kingdom's worth.

Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against

thy liege,

Whom thou obey'dst thirty and six years.
And not bewray thy treason with a blush ?

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right.

Now buckler fidsehood with a pedigree ?

For shame, leave Henry, and call Edward king.

Oxf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere,
Was done to death ? and more than so, my father.

Even in the downfall of his meltow'd years,

When nature brought him to the door of death ?

No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm.
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster.

rVar. And I the house ofYork.
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and

Oxford,
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside.

While I use further conference with VVarwick.

Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick's words
bewitch him not

!

[Retiring ivith the Priyice and Oxford.)
K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon

thy conscience,

[s Edward your true king ? for I were loth

To link with him that were not lawful chosen.

I^F^r. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour.

K. Lew.^ai is he gracious in the people's eye i*

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate,

K. Lew. Then further, all dissembling set aside,

Tell me for truth the measure of his love

Unto our sister Bona.
War. Such it seems.

As may beseem a monarch like himself.

Myself have often heard him say, and swear,

—

That this his love was an eternal plant

;

Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground.
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's sun

;

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain.

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain.

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve.

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine :

—

\fii\ confess, {to War.) that often ere this day.
When I have heard your king's desert recounted.
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire.

K. Lew. Then, VVarwick, thus,—Our sister shall

be Edward's
;

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king must make,
Which with her dowry shall be couiiterpois'd :

—

Draw near, queen Margaret ; and be a witness.
That Bona shall be wife to the English king.

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king.

Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device

By this alliance to make void my suit;
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend.
K. Letv. And still is friend to him and Margaret,

But if your title to the crown be weak,

—

As may appear by Edward's good success,

—

Then 'tis but reason, that I be releas'd
From giving aid, which late I prom.ised.
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand,
That your estate requires, and mine can yield.
War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease

Where, having nothing, nothing he can lose.

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen,

—

Y'ou have a father able to maintain you
;

And better 'twere, you troubled him than France.
Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless War-

wick, peace ;

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings !

I will not hence, till with my talk and tears.
Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord's false love

;

For both of you are birds of self-same feather.

{A horn sounded tvitkin.)

K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are for

you
;

Sent from your brother, marquis Montague.

—

These from our king unto your majesty.

—

And, madam, these for you ; from whom I know not.

(To Margaret. They all read their letters.)

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mis-
tress

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.

Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he were
I hope, all's for the best. [nettled

:

K. Lew. Warwick, what are Ihy news 'i* and
yours, fair queen ?

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un-
hop'd joys.

War. Mine, full or sorrow and heart's discontent.

K. Letv. What ! has your king married the lady

Grey ?

And now, to sooth your forgery and his.

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ?

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France ?

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ?

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before :

This pioveth Edward's love, and Warwick's
honesty. [heaven.

War. King Ljwis, I here protest,—in sight of

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,

—

That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward's

;

No more my king, for he dishonours me ;

But most himself, if he could see his shame.

—

Did I forget, that by the house of Y'ork

My father came untimely to his death?

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ?

Did I impale him with the regal crown ?

Did I put Henry from his native right

;

And am I guerdon'd at the last with shame ?

Shame on himself! for my desert is honour.

And, to repair my honour lost for him,

I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

My noble queen, let former grudges pass.

And henceforth I am thy true servitor

;

I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona,

And replant Henry in his former state.

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turnd my
hate to love :

And I forgive and quite forget old faults.

And joy, that thou becom'st king Henry's friend.

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend.

That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us

With some few bands of chosen soldiers,

I'll undertake to land them on our coast.

And force the tyrant from his seat by war.

'Tis not this new-made bride shall succour him

:

And as ior Clarence,—as my letters teli me.

He's very likely now to fall from him

;

Ff*
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For matching more for wanton lust than honour,

Or than for sti-ength and safety of oar country.

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng'd,

But by thy help to this distressed queen ?

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, now shall poor
Henry live,

LTnless thou rescue him from foul despair ?

Bona, My quarrel, and this English queen's
are one.

War. And raiue, fair lady Bona, joins with yours.

K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and
Margaret's.

Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv'd.

You shall have aid. [once.

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at

K. Lew. Then, England's messenger, return in

post

;

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king,

—

That Lewis of France is sending over maskers,'

To revel it with him and his new bride

:

Thou seest what's past, go fear thy king withal.

Bona. Tell him. In hop€ he'll prove a widower
shortly,

I'll wear the willow garland for his sake. [aside,

Q. Mar. Tell him, My mourning weeds are laid

And I am ready to put armour on.

War. Tell him from me. That he hath done me
wrong

;

And therefore I'll uncrown him, ere't be long.

There's thy reward ; be gone. [Exit Mess.
K. Lew. But, Warwick, thou.

And Oxford, with five thousand men,
Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle :

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply.

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt;

—

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty ;

—

That if our queen and this young prince agree,

I'll join mine eldest daughter, and ray joy.

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands.

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your mo-

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, [tion :—

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick
;

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable.

That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine.

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de-

serves it

;

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand.

{He gives his liand to Warwick.)
K. Leiv. Why stay we now? These soldiers shall

be levied.

And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral,

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet.

—

I long, till Edward fall by war's mischance.

For mocking marriage with a dame of France.
[Exeunt all but Warwick.

War. I came from Edward as ambassador,

But I return his sworn and mortal foe :

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me.

But dreadful war shall answer his demand.

Had he none else to make a stale, but me ?

Then none but I shall turn his jr-st to sorrow.

I was the chief, that rais'd him to the crown.

And I'll be chief to bring him down again :

Not that I pity Henry's misery.

But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene !.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Gloster, Clarence, Somerset, Monta-
gue, and others.

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you

Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ?

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ?

Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to

France

;

How could he stay till Warwick made return ?

Som. My lords, forbear this talk: here comes
the king.

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended: Lady
Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Stafford, Hast-
mcs, and others.

Glo. And his well-chosen bride.

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think.

A'. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like

you our choice.

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent?
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the earl of

Warwick
;

Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment,
That they'll take no offence at our abuse.

/i. Ediv. Suppose, they take offence without a

cause.

They are but Lews and Warwick ; I am Edward,
Your king and Warwick's, and must have my will.

Glo. And you shall have your will, because oui-

king

:

\ et hasty marriage seldom proveth well.

K. Ediv. Yea, brother Richasd, are you offended
Glo. Not I: [too?

No ; God forbid, that I should wish them sever'd.

Whom God hath join'd together : ay, and 'twere pity

To sunder them that yoke so well together.

K. Edw. Setting your scorns, and your mislike,

aside,

Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey
Should not become my wife, and England's queen :

—

And you, too, Somerset, and Montague,
Speak freely what you think.

Clar. Then this is my opinion,—That king Lewis
Becomes your enemy, lor mocking him
About the marriage of the lady Bona.

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge.

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage.

K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be
appeas'd.

By such invention as I can devise ?

Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in such
alliance,

Would more have strengtbea'd this our common-
wealth

'Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred marriage.

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of itself,

England is safe, if true within itself?

Mont. Yes ; but the safer, when 'tis back'd
with France. [France :

Hast. 'Tis better using France, than tiusting

Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas,

Which he hath given for fence impregnable.
And with their helps only defend ourselves

;

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies.

Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well

deserves
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford.

K. Ediv. Ay, what of tliat ? it was my will and
grant

;

And, for this once, my will shall stand for law.

Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not
d' ne well,

To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales
Unto the brother of your loving bride :

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence :

But in your bride you bury brotherhood.

Clar. Or else yoi would not have bestow'd the heir

Of the lord Bonville on your new wife's son.

And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere.
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife.

That thou art malcontent ? I will provide thee.

Clar. In choosing for yourself, you shew'd your
judgment;

Which being shallow, you shall give me leave

To play the broker in mine own behalf;

And, to that I'ud, I shortly mind to leave you.

K.Ediv. Leave me, ortarry, Edward will be king.

And not be tied unto his brother's will.

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty

To raise my st.'ite to title of a queen.

Do me but right, and you must all confess

'I'hut 1 was not ignoble of descent.

,
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And meaner than myseli have had like fortune.

But as this title honours me and mine,
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing.

Do cloud ray joys with danger and with sorrow.

K. Ediv. My love, forbear to fawn upon their

fro^vns

:

What danger, or what sorrow, can befall thee,

So long as Edward is thy constant friend.

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ?

Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too.

Unless they seek for hatred at my hands

:

Which, if they do, yet will I keep thee safe.

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath.

Glo- I hear, yet say not much, but think the

more. {Aside.)

Enter a Messenger.

K. Ediv. Now, messenger, what letters, or what
From France ? [news.

Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few
words,

But such as I, without your special pardon.

Dare not relate. [brief,^

K. Ediv. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in

Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them.
Wh'-it answer makes king Lewis unto our letters?

Mess. At my depart, these were his very words
;

Go tellfalse Edward, thy supposed king,—
T/iat Leivis of France is sending over maskers,
To revel it xvith him and his neiv bride.

K. Ediv. Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks
me Henry.

But what said lady Bona to my marriage ?

Mess. These were her words, utter'd with mild
disdain

;

Tell him., in hope heHlprove a widower shortly,

I II icear the ivillow garlandfor his sake.

K. Ediv. I blame not her, she could say little less
;

She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen?
For I have heard, that she was there in place.

Mess. Tell him, quoth she, my niourning weeds
are done.

And Iam ready to put armour on.

K. Ediv. Belike, she minds to play the Amazon.
But what said Warwick to these injuries ?

^

Mess. He, more incens'd against your majesty
Than all the rest, dis^harg'd me with these words

;

Tell himfrom me, that he ho !h done me wrong, '

And therefore Til uncroivn him, ere't be long,

K. Ediv. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so

proud woiJs?
Well, I will arm me, being thns forewam'd :

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption.

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?
Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so link'd

in friendship, [daughter.

That young prince Edward marries Warwick's
Clar. Belike, the elder ; Clarence will have the

younger.
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit yon fast.

For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter;
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage
I may not prove inferior to yourself

—

You, that love me and Warwick, follow me.
[Exit Clarence, and Soinerset folloivs.

Glo. Not I :

My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I

Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. {Aside.)

K. Ediv. Clarence and Somerset both gone to

Wai-wick I

Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen
;

And baste is needful in this desperate rasp.

—

Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf
Go levy men, and make prepare for war

;

They are already, or quickly will be, landed ;

Myself in person will straight follow yon.

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford.
But, ere I go, Hastings,—and Montague,

—

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest,

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance :

Tell me, if yon love Warwick more than me?
If it be so, then both depart to him

;

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends :

But if you mind to hold your true obedience.
Give me assurance with some friendly vow.
That I may never have you in suspect.

Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true!
Hast. And Hastings, as he favours Edward's

cause ! [by us ?

K. Ediv. Now, brother Richard, will you stand
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you.
K. Edw. Why so ; then am I sure of victory.

Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour.
Till me weet Warwick with his foreign power.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A plain in Warwickshire.

Enter W.4.R',mck and Oxford, with French and
other Forces.

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well

;

The common people by numbers swarm to us.

Enter Clarence and Somerset.

But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come ;

—

Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends ?

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. [wick ;

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto War-
And welcome, Somerset :—I hold it cov.'ardice

To rest mistrustful, where a noble heart
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love

;

Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother.
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings :

But welcome, Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine.

And now what rests, but, in night's coverture
Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd.
His soldiers lurking in the towns about.
And but attended by a simple guard.
We may surprise and take him at our pleasure ?

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy

:

That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede,
With slight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents.
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds

;

So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle.
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard
And seize himself; I say not—slaughter him.
For I intend but only to surprise him.

—

You, that will follow me to this attempt.

Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader.

{They all cry, Henry ')

Why, then, let's on our way in silent sort

:

For VVarwick and his friends, God and Saint
George I [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

Edtoard's Camp, near Warwick.

Enter certain Watchmen, to guard the King's
tent.

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take
his stand

;

The king, by this, is set him down to sleep.

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ?

1 Watch.W\i\y, no : for he hath made a solemn vow,
Never to lie and take his natural rest.

Till VVarwick, or himself, be quite suppressed.

2 Watch. To morrow then, belike, shall be the day.
If Warwick be so near as men report.

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that.

That with the king here resteth in his tent ?

1 Watch. 'Tis the lord Hastings, the king's

chiefest friend. (king,

3 Watch. O, is it so? But why commands tlie

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him.

While he himself keepeth in the cold field ?

2 Watch. 'Tis the more honour, because more
dangerous.

3 Watch. Ay ; but give me worship and quietness,

I like it better than a dangerous honour.

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands,

'Tis to be doubted, he would waken him,

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up Iiia

passage.
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2 Watch Ay ; wherefore else raard we his royal

But to defend his person from nignt-foes. [tent.

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Sojierset,

and Forces.

War. This is his tent ; and see, where stand his

guard.

Courage, my masters : honour now, or never

!

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours.

1 Watch. Who goes there ?

2 Watc/i. Stav, or thou diest.

Wartvicl; and the rest, cry all— Wariviclc'.

Warwick ! and set upon the Guard:, tvho

fly, crying—Arm ! arm ! Warwick, and
the rest, following them.

The drum beating, and trumpets sounding, re-

enter Warwick, and the rest, bringing the King
out in a gown, sitting in a chair : Gloster and
Hastings fly.

Sam. What are they that fly there ?

War. Richard and Hastings : let them go, here's

the duke,

K. Edw. The duke ! vvhy> Warwick, when we
parted last,

Thon call'dst me king ?

War. Ay, but the case is alter'd

:

When you disgrac'd me in my embassade.

Then I degraded you from being king,

And come now to create you duke of YorL
Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom.

That know not how to use ambassadors
;

Nor how to be contented with one wife
;

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly
;

Nor how to study for the people's welfare
;

Nor how to shrowd yourself from enemies ?

K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here

too ?

Nay, then I see, that Edward needs must down.

—

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance.

Of thee, thyself, and all thy complices,

Edward will always bear himself as king :

Though fortune's malice overthrow my state.

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel.

War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's

king : {Takes off his crown.)

But Heniy now shall wear the English crown.

And be true king indeed; thou but the shadow.

—

My lord of Somerset, at iny request.

See that forthwith duke Edward be convey'd

Unto my brother, archbishop of York.

When 1 have fought with Pembroke and his fellows,

I'll follow you, and tell what answer
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him :

Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of York.

K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must needs
abide

;

It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

[Exit King Edward, led out ; Somerset loith him.

Oxf. \Vliat now remains, my lords, for us to do
;

But march to London wth our soldiers ? [do :

War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have to

To free king Henry from imprisonment.

And see hira seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers.

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden
change? [learn,

Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to

Wliat late misfortune is befall'n king Edward ?

Riv. What, loss of some pitch'd battle against

Warwick ?

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss ofhis own royal person.

Riv. Then is my sovereign slain?

Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner
;

Either betray'd by falsehood ofhis guard.
Or by his foe surpris'd at unawares

:

And, as I further have to understand,
Is new committed to the bishop of York, /

Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe.

Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief:

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may
;

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day.

Q. Eliz.TiW then, fair hope must hinder life's decay.

And I the rather wean me from despair.

For love of Edward's ofi'spring in my womb
;

This is it that makes me bridle passion.

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross
;

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear.

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs.

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drosvn

King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English crown.

Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then be-

come? [London,
Q.Eliz. I am informed, that he comes towards

To set the crown once more on Henry's head :

Guess thon the rest ; king Edward's friends must
down.

But, to prevent the tyrant's violence,

(For trust not him, that hath once broken faith,)

I'll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary.

To save at least the heir of Edward's right

;

There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud.

Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly

;

If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Park near Middleham Castle, in

Yorkshire.

Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir William Stan-
ley, and others.

Glo. Now, my lord Hastings,- and sir William
Stanley;

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither.

Into this chiefest thicket of the park.

Thus stands the case : You know, our king, my
brother.

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands
He hath good usage and great liberty

;

And, often but attended with weak guard,

Comes hunting this way to disport himselil

I have advertis'd him by secret means.
That if about this hour he make this way,
Under the colour of his usual game.
He shall here find his friends, wth horse and men.
To set liim free from his captivity.

Enter King Edward, and a Huntsman.

Himt. This way, my lord ; for this way lies the

J^ame.
k: Nay, this way, man; see, where the

huntsmen stand.

—

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest.

Stand you thus close to steal tlie bisiiop's deer?
Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste •

Your hor.se stands ready at the i>ark corner.

K. Edw. But whither shall we then ?

HaM. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship Irora thence
to Flanders. [meaning.

Glo. Well guess'd, believe me ; for *hat was my
K. Edw. Stanley. I will requite thy forwardness.
Glo. But wherelbie stay we ? 'tis uo time to talk.

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say'st thou ? wilt thou
go along ?

Hunt. Better do so, than tan-y and be hang'd.
Glo. Come then, away ; let's liave no more ado.

K. Edw. Bishop, ftirewell : shield thee from
Warwick's frown

;

And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

A Room in the Tower.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, So-
MERSET, young Richmond, Oxford, Montague,
Lieutenant of the Tower and Atteridants.

K. Hen. Master lieutenant , now that God and
friends

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat

;

And turu'd my captive state to liberty,

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys
;

At our enlargemeut what are thy due fees ?
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Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their

sovereigns

;

But, if an humble prayer may prevail,

I Uif n crave pardon of yotir majesty.

K Hen. For what, lientenant ? for well using me ?

Nay, be thou sure, I'll well requite thy kindness.

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure :

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts,

At last, by notes of household harmony,
They quite forget their loss of liberty.

—

But, Warwick, after God, thou set'st me free,

And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ;

fie was the author, thou the instrument.

'I'herefore, that 1 may conquer fortune's spite.

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ;

And that the people of this blessed land

May not be panish'd with my thwarting stars

;

Warwick, although my head still wear the crown,
I here resign my government to thee.

For thon art fortunate in all thy deeds. [ous

;

War. Your grace hath still been fam'd for virtu-

And now may seem as wise as vJrtuous,

By spying, and avoiding, fortune's malice,

For new men rightly temper with the stars :

Vet in this one thing let me blame your grace.
For choosing me, when Clarence is in place.

C/a. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway.
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity,

Adjug'd an olive branch, and laurel crown.
As likely to be biest in peace, and war;
And therefore I yield th< e my free consent

fVar. And 1 choose Clarence only for protector.

/f. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both
your hands; [hearts.

Now join your hands, and, with your hands, your
'J'hat no dissension hinder government

:

i make you both protectors of this land

;

While I myself will lead a private life.

And in devotion spend my latter days.

To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. [will?

War. What answer Clarence to his sovereign's

Clar. That he consents, if Warvvick yield consent

;

For on thy fortune I repose myself.

War. \V'hy then, though loath, yet must I be
content:

We'll joke together, like a double shadow
'J'o Henry's body, and supply his place :

i mean, in bearing weight of government.
While he enjoys the honour, and his ease.

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful,

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor.

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.

Clar. What else ? and that succession be detew
min'd. [part.

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his

K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief affairs.

Let me entreat, (for 1 conmiand no more,)
That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward,
Be sent for, to return from France with speed :

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. [speed.

CUir. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all

K. Hen. My lord of Somerset, what youth is that.

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ?

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Rich-
mond.

K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope ; If secret

powers {Lays his hand on his head.)
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss.

His looks are full of peaceful majesty
;

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a sceptre : and himself
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne.
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he,
Must help you more than you are hurt by me.

Enter a Messenger.

War, What news, my friends ?

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother.
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy.
War. Unsavoury news : But how made he escape
Mess. He was convey'd by Richard duke of

Gloster,
And the lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret ambush on the forest side.
And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him;
For hunting was his daily exercise.
War. My brother was too careless of his charge.

—

But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide
A salve for any sore that may betide.

[Exeunt King Henri/, War. Clar. Lieut.
and Attendants.

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's :

For, doubtless. Burgundy will yield him help;
And we shall have more wans, before't be long.
As Henry's late presaging prophecy [mond

;

Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Rich-
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts
What may befall hmi, to his harm and ours

:

Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst.
Forthwith we'll send him hence to Britany,
Till storms be past of civil enmity.

Oxf. Ay; for, if Edward repossess the crown,
'Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall down.
Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Britany.

Come, therefore, let's about it speedily. [Exeunt.

Scene VU.—Before York.

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Hastings, and
Forces.

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastmgs,
and the rest;

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends,
And says—that once more I shall interchange
My waned state for Henry's regal crown.
Well have we pass'd, and now repass'd the seas.
And brought desired help from Burgundy :

What then remains, we being thus arriv'd
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York,
But that we enter, as into our dukedom"?

Glo. The gates made fasti—Brother, I like
not this

;

For many men, that stumble at the threshold
Are well foretold—that danger lurks within.

K. Edw. Tush, man ! abodements must not now
affright us

:

By fair or fool means we must enter in.

For hither will our friends repair to us.

Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more, to sum-
mon them.

Enter on the walls, the Mayor of York, and his

Brethren.

May. My lords, we were fjrewarned of your
coming,

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves
;

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry.
K. Edtv. But, master mayor, ifHenry be your king.

Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York.
May. True, my good lord ; I know you for no

less.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my
dukedom,

As being well content with that alone.

Glo. But, when the fox hath once got in his nose,

He'll soon find means to make the body follow.
_

(Aside.
)

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a
doubt ?

Open the gates, we are king Henry's friends.

May. Ay, say you so '! tiie gates shall then be
open'd. [Exeuntfrom above.

Glo. A wise stout captain, and persuaded soon I

Hast. The good old man would fain that all

were well,

So 'twere not 'long of him : but, being onter'd,

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade

Both him, and all Lis brothers, unto reason.
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Reenter the Mayor, and two AlderMen, beloio.

K. Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must
not be shut,

But in the niglit, or iu the time of war.

What ! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys
;

{Takes his keys.)

For Edward will defend the town, and thee,

And all those friends that deign to follow me.

Drum.Enter Montgoiiery, and Forces, marchincj.

Glo. Brotlier, this is sir John Monlgoraery,

Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv'd.

K. Edw. Welcome, sir John ! Bat why come
you in arms ?

Mont. To help king Edward iu his time of storm,

As every loyal subject ouglit to do.

K. Edw. Tiianks, good Montgomery But we
now forget

Our title to the crown ; and only claim

Our dukedom, till God please to send the rest.

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again
;

I came to serve a king, and not a duke.

—

Drummer, strike up, and let us march awav.
[A March begun.

)

K. Edw, Nay, stay, sir John, awhile ; and we'll

debate.

By what safe means the crown may be recovered.

Mont. What talk you of debating '> in few words,

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king,

I'll leave you to your fortune ; and be gone
To keep them back, that come to succour you :

Why should we fight, if you pretend no title ?

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice

points ?

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we'll

make Our claim :

Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning.
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms must

rule. [crowns.

Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand
;

The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

K. Edw. Then be it as you will ; for 'tis ray right.

And Henry but usurps the diadem. [self;

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like him-
And now will I be Edward's champion.

Hast. Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be here
proclaiin'd :

—

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation.

[Gives him a paper. Flourish.)

Sold. (Reads.) Edward the Fourth, by the grace

of God, king of England and France, and lord of
Ireland, §^'c.

Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's
By this I challenge him to single fight. (right,

[Throws down his gauntlet.)

All. Long live Edward the Fourth!
ti. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ;

— and
thanks unto you all.

If fortune serve me, I'll requite this kindness.

Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York :

And, when the morning sun shall raise his car

Above the border of this horizon,

We'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates
;

For, well I wot, that Henry is no soldier.

—

Ah, froward Clarence !—how evil it beseems thee,

I'o flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother !

Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and War-
wick.

—

Come on, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the day
;

And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay.

[iExeunt.

Scene VIII.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, Mon-
tague, Exeter, and Oxford.

War. What counsel, lords? Edward from Belgia,
With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pa.ss'd in safety through the narrow seas.
And with his troops doth march amain to London

;

And many giddy people flock to him.

Oxf. Let's levy men, and beat him back again.

Clar. A little fire is guickly trodden out

;

Which, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench.

War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted

friends.

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war;
Tliose will I muster up :—and thou, son Clarence,

Shalt stir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent,

The knights and gentlemen to come with the

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham,
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find

Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'st :

—

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd.

In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends.

—

My sov'ereign, with the loving citizens,

—

Like to his islaud, girt in with the ocean,

Or modest Dian, circled with her nymphs,

—

Shall rest in London, till we come to him.

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.

—

Farewell, my sovereign. [true hope.

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy's

Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness" hand.

K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortu-

nate ! [leave.

Mont. Comfort, my lord!— and so I fake my
Oxf. And thus {Kissing Henry's hand.) 1 seal

my truth, and bid adieu.

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague,
And all at once, once more a happy farewell.

War. Farewell, sweet lords ; let's m.-et at Co-

venti-y. [Exeunt War. Clar. Oxf. and Mont.
K. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while. ;

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ?

Methinks, the power that Edward hath in field.

Should not be able to encounter mine.

Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest.

K. Hen. That's not my fear, my meed hath got

me fame.
I have not stopp'd mme ears to their demands.
Nor posted ofl' their suits with slow delays

;

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds.
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs,

i\ly mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears

;

I have not been desirous of their wealth.
Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies.

Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd
;

Then why should they love Edward more than me ?

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace ;

And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb,
The lamb will never cease to follow him.

[Shout ivilhin. A Lancaster ! A Lancaster !

Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are thsse ?

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers.

Edw. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry, bear !:aii

hence,

And once again proclaim us king of Ergland.—
You are the fount, that makes small brooks to flow ;

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry,

And swei! so much the higher by their ebb.

—

Hence with him to the Tower; let him not speaV.
[Exeutit some with King Henry.

And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course,

Where peremptory Warwick now remains :

The sun shines b'lt, and, if we use delay,

Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay,

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join.

And take the great grown traitor unawares :

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Coventry.

Enter, upon the walls, Warwick, the Mayor of
Coventry, two Messengers, and others.

War. Where is the post that came from valiant

Oxford ?

How far hence is tliy lord, mine honest fellow ?

1 Mess. By this a* Dunsmore, marching hithervrard.
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War. How far off is our brother Montague ?

—

Where is the post that came from Montague ?

2 Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop.

Enter Sir Joetn Somerville,
War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son?

And, by the guess, how nigh is Clarence now ?

Sont. At Southam, I did leave him with his forces,

And do expect him here some two hours hence.
{Drum heard.)

TVar. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum.
Sotti. It is not his, my lord ; here Southam hes

;

The drum, your honour hears, marcheth from War-
wick, [friends.

War. Who should that be ? belike, unlook'd-for

Som, They are at hand, and you shall quickly

know.

Drums. Enter King EdwaRD, Gloster, and
Forces, marching.

K. Edtv. Gj, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a

parle.

Glo. See iiow the surly Warwick mans the wall.

W^ar. O, unhid spite! is sportful Edward come ?

W^here slept our scouts, or how are they seduc'd,
That we could hear no news of his repair?

K. Ediv. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city

gates.

Speak gently words, and humbly bend thy knee ?

—

Call Edward—king, and at his hands beg mercy.
And he shall pardon thee thess outrages. [hence.

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down ?

—

Call Warwick— patron, and he penitent,

And thou shalt still remain the duke of York.
Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said

—

the king •

Or did he make the jest against his will ?

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift^

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give

I'll do thee service for so good a gift.

War. 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy
brother. [wick's gift.

K. Edw. Why, then 'tis mine, if but by War-
War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight

:

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again
;

And Henry is ray king, Warwick his subject.

K. Hen. But Warwick's king is Edward's pri-

soner :

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,

—

What is the body, when the head is off?

Glo. Alas, that W arwick had no more forecast.

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten.
The king was slily finger'd from the deck

!

You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace,
And^ ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower.
K. Edw. 'Tis even so

;
yet you are Warwick still.

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down,
kneel down

:

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools.

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow,
And with the other fling it at thy face,

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee.

K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide

thy friend

;

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair.
Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off.

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood,

—

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more.

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours.

War. O cheerful colours ! see, where Oxford
comes

!

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster !

(Oxford and his Forces enter the City.)
Tne gates are open, let us enter too.

Olo.

K. Edw. So other foes may set upon our backs;
Mand we m good array ; for they, no doubt,
Willissue out again, and bid us battle-
{'

°V,V
*"*^ '^'^y ^eing of small defence,

\^ e 11 quickly rouse the trajtors in the same.

War. O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help.

Enter Montagde, ivith drum and colours.

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster!
{He and his Forces enter the City.)

Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this
treason.

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear.
K. Ediv. The harder match'd, the greater victory

;My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest.

Enter SOMERSET, ivith drum and colottrs.

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster

!

{He and his Forces enter the City.)
Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset,

Have sold their lives unto the house of York
;

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold.

Enter Clarence, tvith druin and colours.

War. And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps
along,

Of force enough to bid his brother battle
,

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails,
'More than the nature of a brother's love ;

—

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls.
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this

means ? ( Taking the red rose out ofhis cap.^
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee :

I will not ruinate my father's house,
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together,
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, Warwick,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural.
To bend the fatal instruments of war
Against his brother, and his lawful king ?
Perhaps, thou wilt object ray holy oath :

To keep that oath, were more impiety
Than Jephtha's, when he sacrific'd his daughter.
I am so sorry for my trespass made.
That, to deserve well at my brother's hands,
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe

;

With resolution, wheresoe'er I meet thee,
(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad).
To plague thee for thy foul misleading nie.

And so, proud hearted Warwick, I def^y thee.
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks.

—

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends;
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults.

For 1 will henceforth be no more uncoostant.
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times

more belov'd.

Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate. [like .

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother-
War O pa.ssing traitor, perjur'd, and unjust!
K. Edw. What, Warwick,' wilt thou leave the

town, and fight ?

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ?

War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence :

I will away towards Barnet presently.

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st,

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads
the way :

—

Lords, to the field • Saint George, and victory !

[March. Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Field of Battle, near Barnet.

Alarums, and Excursions. Enter King Edward,
bringing in WAR\^^CK, ivounded.

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die
our fear;

For Wajwick was a bug, that fear'd us all.

—

Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee.

That Warwick's bones may keep thine company.
[Exit.

War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe.

And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick?
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shews,
My blood, my want of strength, ray sick heart

shews.
That I must yield my body to the earth,

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe
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Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge.

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle.

Under whose shade the ramping lion slept; [tree.

Whose top -branch overpeer'a Jove's spreading
And kept low shrubs from winter's poweriul wind.
These eyes, that now are dimm'd witfi death's black

veil,

Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun.

To search the secret treasons of the world :

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood.

Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres
;

For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave ?

And w!io durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow?
Lo, now my glory sraear'd in dust and blood !

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had.
Even now forsake me; and, of all my lands.

Is nothing left me, but my body's length !

Why, what Is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust ?

And, live we now we can, yet die we must.

Enter Oxford and Somerset.

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wertthouas we
We might recover all our loss ag^in

!

[are,

The queen from France hath brought a puissant
power

;

[fly

!

Even now we heard the news : Ah, coiild'st thou
War. Why, then I would not fly.—Ah, Mon-

tague,

If thoa be there, sweet brother, take my hand.
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile !

Thou lov'st me not ; for, brother, if thou didst.

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood.
That glews my lips, and will not let me speak.
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. [last

;

So7n. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his
And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick,
And said—Commend me to my valiant brother.

And more he would have said ; and more he spoke.
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault.

That might not be distingiiish'd ; but, at last,

I well might hear deliver'd with a groan,

—

O, farewell, Warwick!
War. Sweet rest to his soul !

—

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids
You all farewell, to meet again in heaven. [Dies.)

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen's great
power

!

, [Exeunt, bearing off Wartvick's body.

Scene HI.

—

Another part of the Field.

Flourish. Enter King Edward, in triumph; ivith

Clarence, Gloster, and the rest.

K. Edtv. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward
course.

And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory.

But, in the midst of this bright shining day,

I spy a black, suspicious, threat'ning cloud.

That will- encounter with our glorious sun.

Ere he attain his easeful western bed :

I mean, my lords.—those powers, that the queen
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coast.

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud.

And blow it to the source from whence it came :

Thy very beams will dry those vapours np

;

For every cloud engenders not a storm.

Glo. The queen is valud thirty thousand strong.

And Somerset; with Oxford, fled to her;

If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd.

Her faction will be full as strong as ours.

K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving friends.

That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury
;

We, having now the best at Barnet field.

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way:
And, as we march, our strength will be augmented
In every county as we go aloig.

—

|!>trike up the drum ; cry—Courage ! and away.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Plains near Tewksbury.

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edv/ard,
Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers.

Q. Mar. Great lords wise men ne'er sit and wail

their loss,

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms.

What though the mast be now blown over-board,

The cable broke, the holding anchor lost.

And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood?

Yet lives our pilot still : Is't meet, that he
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad.

With tearful eyes add water to the sea,

And give more strength to that which hath too much

;

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock.

Which industry and courage might have sav'd ?

Ah, what a shame ! ah ! what a fault were this !

Say, Warwick was our anchor; What of that?

And Montague our top-mast; What of him ?

Our slaughttr'd friends the tackles ; What of these ?

VVhy, is not Oxford here another anchor ?

And Somerset another goodly mast?
The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings?
And though unskilful, why not Ned and I

For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge?
We will not from the helm, to sit and weep; [no,

But keep our course, though the rough winds say

—

From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck
As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair.

And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ?

What Clarence, but a quicksaud of deceit?

And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ?

All these the enemies to our poor bark.

iSay, you can swim ; alas, 'tis but a while :

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink ;

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you oti'.

Or else you fauiish, that's a threefold death.

This speak I, lords, to let you understand.
In case some one of you would tly from us,

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the hrothers.

More than with ruthless waves, with sands, ao.I

rocks.

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided,
'Twere childish weakness to lament, or fear.

Prince. Jlethiuks, a woman of this valiant spirit

Should, if a coward heard her speak these words.
Infuse his breast with magnanimity.
And make him, naked, foil a man at arms.
I speak not this, as doubting any here ;

For, did I but suspect a fearful man,
He should have leave to go away betimes

;

Lest, in our need, he might 'nfect another.

And make him of like spirit to himself.

If any such be here, as God forbid !

Let him depart, beibre we need his lielp.

Oxf. Women and children of so high a courajj- '.

And v/arriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual shame.

—

O, brave young prince ! thy famous g'lndfather
Doth live again in thee ; Long may'st thou live,

To bear his image, and renew his glories

!

Som. And he, that will not fight for such a hope.
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day,

If he arise, be mock'd and,vvonder'd at.

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset;—sweet Ox-
ford, thanks. [thing else

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath no

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand,
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute.

Oxf. I thought no less: it is his policy,

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.

Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readiness.

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your for-

wardness, [budge.

Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not

March. Fmter, at a distance, King Edwarh
Clarence, Gloster, and Forces.

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the

thorny wood.
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vvTjicb, by the heavens' assistance,and your strength,

Most by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.

I need not add more fuel to your fire,

For, well I wot, ye blaze to bum them out

:

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords.

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I

should say,

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak,

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. [reign.

Therefore, no more but this :—Henry, your sove-

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp'd.

His realm a slaughterhouse, his subjects slain.

His statutes caucell'd, and his treasure spent

;

And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil.

You fight in justice : then, in God's name, lords,

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight.

, [Exeunt both armies.

Scene V.

—

Another part of the same.

AJariims : Excursions : and afterwards a retreat.

Then, enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster,
and Forces : with Queen Margaret, Oxford,
and Somerset, prisoners.

K. Edw. Now, here a period of tumultnons broils.

Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle straight

:

For Somerset, off with his guilty head.
<io, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak.

Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with
words. [tune.

8mn. Nor I, but. stoop with patience to my for-

[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset, guarded.
Q. Mar. So part we sadly in his troublous world.

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem.

K. Echo. Is proclamation made,—that, who finds

Edward,
Shall have a high reward, and he his life ?

Glo. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward comes.

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward.
K. Ediv. Bring forth the gallant, let as hear him

speak.

\VhatI can so young a thorn begin to prick?
Edward, wnat satisfaction canst thou make,
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects.

And all the trouble thou hast turn'd me to ?

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious

York

!

Suppose, that I am now my fathers month
;

Resign thy chair, and where I stand, kaeel thou.

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee,

W'liich. traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to.

Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so re-

sol v'd ! [coat,

Glo. That you might still have worn the petti-

And ne'er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster.

Prince. Let yEsop fable in a winter's night

;

rlis currish riddles sort not with this place.

Glo. By heaven, brat, I'll plague you for that

word. [men.

{). Mar. Ay^ thou wast bom to be a plague to

Glo. For God's sake, take away this captive scold.

Prince. Nay,- take away tliis scolding crook-back
rather. [tongue.

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your

Clar. Untutord lad, thou art too malapert.

Prince. I know my duty, you are all undutifil

:

Lascivious Ed vvard,—and thon perjur'd George,

—

And thou mis-shapen Dick,—I tell ye all,

I am your better, traitors as ye are ;

—

And thou nsnrp'st r.iy fither's right and mine.
K. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this raiier here.

{Stabs him.)

Glo. Sprawl'st thoa ? take that, to end thy agony.

{Glo. stabs him.)
Clar. And there's for twitting me with perjury.

{Clar. stabs him.)
Q. Mar. O, kill me too

!

Glo. xMarry, and shall. {Offers to kill her.)
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done

too much. fword.s ?

Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world with

K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means for

her recovery.

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king, my brother j

I'll hence to London, on a serious matter

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.

Clar. What? what?
Glo. Tlie Tower, the To^ver ! [Exit.

Q. Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned ! speak to thy mo-
ther, boy

!

Canst thou not speak?—O traitors! murderers.'

—

They, that stabb'd Cfesar, shed no blood at all.

Did not off'end, nor were not worthy blame,

If this foul deed were by, to equal it.
_

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child

;

.\nd men ne'er spend their fury on a child.

What's worse than murderer, that I may name it?

No, no ; my heart will burst, an if I speak :

—

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst.

—

Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals!

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd !

Vou have no children, butchers! if you had.

The thought of them would have stirr'd up remorse :

But, if you ever chance to have a child,

^

Look in his youth to have him so cut off, [prince !

As, deathsmen ! you have rid this sweet voung
. K. Ediv. Away with her; go, bear her hence

perforce. [here

;

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch me
Here sheath thy sword, I'll pardon thee my death :

What ! wilt thou not ?—then, Clarence, do it thou.

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease

Q. Mar. Good ClarencCj do ; sweet Clarence, do

thou do it. [do it ?

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear, I would not

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself;

'Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity.

What ! wilt thou not? where is that devil's butcher,

Hard-favour'd Richard ? Richard, where art thou ?

Thou art not here : Murder is thy alms-deed
;

Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back.

K. Edw. Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her hence.

Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this

prince ! \_Exit, led out forciblr.

K. Ediv. Where's Richard gone ?

Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess.

To make a bloody supper in the Tower.

K. Edw. He's sudden, ifa thing comes in his head.

Now march we hence : discharge the common sort

With pay and thanks, and let's away to London,

And see our gentle queen how well she fares

;

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

London. A Room in the Tower.

King Henry is discovered sitting with a book in

his Jiand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter

Gloster.
Glo. Good day, my lord ! What, at your book

so hard? [say rather:

K. Hen. -Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should

'Tis sin to flatter, good was little better :

Good Gloster, and good devil, were ahke.

And both preposterous; therefore, not good lord.

Glo. Sirrali, leave us to ourselves : we must ccm

fer. [Exit Lieutenant.

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the

wolf:

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece,

And next his throat unto the butcher s knife.—

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act

.

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind

The thief doth fear each bush an officer.

K. Hen. The bird, that hath been limed in a bush,

W ith trembling wings niisdoubteth every bush :

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird.

Have now the fatal object in my eye, [kill'd

Where my poor young was lini'd, was caught, and

Glo. Why, what a pee\ ish fcol was that of Crete,

That taught his son the office of a fowl ?

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd.

K. Hen. I, Daedalus; my poor boy, learns;
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Thy father, Minos, that denied onr course ;

The 811D, that sear'd the wicgs of-my sweet boy,

Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea,

\V'hose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words

!

My breast can better brook thy dagger's point,

Than can my ears that tragic histon,\

—

Bat wherefore dost thou come ? is't for my life ?}

Glo. Thiuk'st thoa, I am an executioner?

K. lien. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art

;

If murdering innocents be executing,

Why, then thou art au execi;tioner.

Glo. Thy SOD I kill'd for his presumption.

K. Hen. Hadst thou been killed, when first thou

didst presume.

Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine.

And thus I prophecy,—that many a thousand,

Which now mistrust no parcel ol my fear

;

And many an old man's sigh, and many a widow's,

Aud many an orphan's water-standing eye,

—

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands' fate,

And orphans for their parents' timeless death,

—

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born.

The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign

;

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time
;

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down
trees

;

The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top,

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain,

And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope

;

To wit,—an indigest deformed lump.

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast born,

To signify,—thou cam'st to bite the world :

And, if the rest be true which I have heard,

Thou cam'st

—

Glo. I'll hear no more ;—Die, prophet, in thy

speech; (Stabs hitn.)

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordaind. [this.

K. Hen. Ay, aud for much more slaughter after

God 1 forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! (Dies.)

Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster

Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have

mounted.
See, how my sword weeps for the poor king's death !

0, mav such purple tears be always shed

From those that wish the downfal of our house !

If any spark of Hfe be yet remaining,

Down, down to hell ; and say—I sent thee thither,

(Stabs him again.)

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.—

Inde«d, 'tis true, that Henry told me of;

For I have often heard my mother say,

1 came into the world with my legs forward :

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste,

And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right?
'

The midwife wonder'd; and the women cried,

0, Jesus bless us, he is born tuith teeth?

And so I was ; which plainly signified

—

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.

Then, since the heavens have shap'd my body so.

Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.

I have no brother, I am like no brother

:

And this word—love, which greybeards call divine.

Be resident m men like one another.

And not in me ; I am myself alone.

—

Clarence, beware; thou keep'st me from the light;

But 1 will sort a pitchy day for thee :

For I will buz abroad such prophecies.

That Edward shall be fearful of his life

;

And then, to purge his fear. I'll be thy death.

King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone :

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest;

Counting myself but bad, till I be best.

—

I'll throw thy body in another room,

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Exit,

ScENS VII.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace.

King Edward is discovered sitting on his throne ;

Queen Elizabeth ivith the infant Prince,
Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and others
near him.

K. Edw. Once more we sit iu England's royal

throne,

Re-purchas'd with the bloed of enemies.
What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's com,
Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their pride ?

Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd
For hardy and undoubted champions

:

Two Clifl'ords, as the father and the son

:

And two Northuraberlands; two braver men
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound :

With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and
Montague,

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion.

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd.

Thus have we swept suspicion from on.- seat.

And made our footstool of security.

—

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy :

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself
Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night;

Went all a-foot in summer's scalding heat.

That thou might'st repossess the crovMiin peace;
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain.

Glo. I'll blast his harvest, if your head were laid;

For yet I am not look'd on in the world.

This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave

;

And heave it shall some weight, or break my
back :

—

Work thou the way,—and thoa shalt execute.

(Aside.)

K. Ediv. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely

queen;
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both.

Clar. The duty, that I owe unto your majesty,

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.

K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy bro-

ther, thanks. [sprang'st,

Glo. And that I love the tree from whence tnoti

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit :

—

Tosay the truth, so Judas kiss'd his master
; j

And cried--all hail ! when as he meant— > Aside.
all harm. )

^K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights.

Having my country's peace, aud brothers" loves.

Clar. W'hat will your grace have aoue with Mar-
garet ?

Reignier, her father, to the king of France
Hath pa.vn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransome.
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to

France.

And now what rests, but that we speud the time
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows,
.Such as befit the pleasures of the court?

—

Sound, drums and trumpets !—farewell, sour aanoy I

For here, I hope^ begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt.
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This is one of the most celebrated of our author's performances ; yet I know not whether it has not happened to him
as to others, to be praised most, when praise is not most deserved. That this play has scenes noble in themselves, and
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improbable. Johnson.
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Scene,—England.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of Vork
;

And all the clouds, that lowr'd upun our house.

In the deep bosom of the ocean bury'd.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments

;

Onr .stern alarums chang'd to merry meetings.

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.

Grim-visag'd war hath sraooth'd his wrinkled front

;

And now,—instead of mounting barbed steeds.

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

—

He capers nimbly in a lady's chauiber.

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I,—that am not shap'd for sportive tricks.

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass
;

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty,

To strut before a tsanton ambling nymph
;

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proiwrtion,

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,

Deforra'd, unfinish'd, sent before my time

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,

And that so lamely and unfashionable.

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them y-^

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace.
Have no delight to pass away the time

;

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,

.And descant on mine own deformity;
And therefore,—since I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

—

I am determined to prove a villain.

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous.
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams.
To set my brother Clarence, and the king.
In deadly hate the one against the other

:

And, if king Edward be as true and just.
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous.
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up;
About a prophecy, vehich says—that G
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. comes.
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury.
Brother, good day : What means this armed guard.

That waits upon your grace ?

Clar. His majesty.
Tendering my person's safety, bath appointed
This conduct to convey me to the Tower.

Glo. Upon what cause ?

Clar. Because my name is—George.
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours

;

He should, for that, commit your godfathers :

—

O, belike, his majesty hath some intent.

That you shall be new christen'd in the Tower.
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know?

Clar. \ ea, Richard, when 1 know ; for, I protest.

As yet I do not : But, as I can learn.

He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams

;

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says—a wizard told him, that by G
His issue disinherited should be

;

And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought, that I am he :

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,

Have raov'd his higlmess to commit me now.
Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by wo-

men ;

—

'Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower;
]\Iy lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, 'tis she,

That tempers him to this extremity.

W as it not siie, and that good man of worship,

Antony VV'oodeville, her brother there,

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower;
From whence this present day he is deliver'd?

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe.

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure,

But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds

That trudge betwixt the king and iSlistress Shore.

Heard you not, what an humble suppliant

Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what,— I think, it is our way.
If we will keep in fevour with the king,

To be her men, and wear her livery :

The jealous o"er-worn widow, and herself,

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen.

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy.
Bralc. I beseech your graces both to pardon me

\

His majesty hath straitly given in charge,

1 h;it no man shall have private conierence.

Of what degree soever, with his brother.
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Glo. Even so ? an please your worship, Braken-
Yon may partake of any thing we say : [bury,

We speak no treason, man ;—We say, the king

Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen
Well struck in years ; fair and not jealous ;

—

We say, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip,

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue
;

And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks :

How say yon, sir ? can you deny all this ?

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have naught
to do.

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore? I tell

thee, fellow.

He that doth naught with her, excepting one,

Were best to do it secretly, alone.

Brak. What one, my lord ?

Glo. Her husband, knave:—Would'st thou be-

tray me ? [withal,

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon nie ; and.

Forbear your conference with the noble duke,

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will

obey.

Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must obey.

Brother, farewell : I will unto the king

;

And whatsoe'er you will employ me iu,

—

Were it, to call king Edward's widow—sister,

—

I will perform it to enfranchise you.

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood,

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well.

Glo. Well, your iraprisonnieut shall not be long

;

I will deliver you, or else lie for you

:

Mean time, have patience.

Clar. ' I must perforce ; farewell.

[Exeunt Clarence., Brakenhury, and (jiiard.

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er re-

turn.

Simple, plain Clarence !—I do love thee so,

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven.

If heaven will take the present at our hands.

But who comes here ? the new deliver'd Hastings ?

Enter HASTINGS.

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord !

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain .'

Well are you welcome to this open air.

How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment?
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners

must

:

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks.

That were the cause of my imprisonment. [too

;

Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence
For they, that were your enemies, are his.

And have prevaiVd as much on him, as you.

Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be mew'd,
^Vhile kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

Glo. What news abroad ?

Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at home ;

—

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy,

Aud his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed.

O, he that kept an evil diet long,

And over-much consum'd his royal person

;

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

What, is he in his bed ?

Hast. He is.

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you.

[Exit Hastings.
H" cannot live, I hope ; and must not die.

Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven.
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to CI irence.

With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments
;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live :

Wliich done, God take king Edward to his mercy.
And leave the world for me to bustle in

!

For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter

:

What though I kiil'd her husband, and her father?
The readiest way to make the wench amends,

Is—to become her husband, and her father :

'

The which will I ; not all so much for love,

As for another secret close intent.

By marrying her, which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market

:

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives, and
reigns

;

When they are gone, then must I count my gains.

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. Another Street.

Enter the corpseofKmc Henry the Sixth, borne
in an open coffin, Gentlemen bearing halberds,
to guard it ; and Lady Anne as mourner.

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load,

—

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse.

Whilst I a while obsequiously lament
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

—

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king !

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood !

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost.

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slanghter'd son,

Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these

wounds

!

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :

—

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes !

Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it

!

Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence !

More direful hap betide that hated wretch.

That makes us wretched by the death of thee.

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads.

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives

!

If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light.

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect
May fright the hopeful mother at the view

;

And that be heir to his unhappiness !

If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him,

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !

—

Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load,

Taken from Paul's to be interred there
;

And, still as you are weary of the weight.
Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corse.

[The bearers take up the corpse, and advance.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it

down. [fiend,

Anne. What black magician conjures up this

To slop devoted charitable deeds?
Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by St. Paul,

I'll make a corse of him that disobeys.

1 Ge7it. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin

pass. [mand :

Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou when I com-
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,

Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot,

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.
{The bearers set down the coffin.)

Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ?

Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.

—

Avaunt, thou dreadful min-ster of hell

!

Thou had'st but po\\ er over his mortal body,
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone.

Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and
trouble us not;

For thou hast n)ide the happy earth tliy hell,

Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries :

—

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry's wounds
Open their congeal'd months, and bleed afresh !

—

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;

For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells;
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Thy deed, inhnman and nnnatnral.

Provokes this deluge most nnnatnral.

—

O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death

!

O earth, v.hich this blood drink'st, revenge his

death

!

(dead,

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick

;

A-s thou dost swallow up this good king's blood,

Which his hell-govem"d arm hath butchered

!

Glo. Lad-y, you know no rules of charity,

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

^7jne. Villain, thou know'st no law ofGod nor man
;

No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity.

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast.

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth!

Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry.

—

V^ouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman.
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave.

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.

AtiTK. Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a man.
For these known e\ ils, but to give me leave.

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. [have

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. [make
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst

No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

Glo. By such despair, I should accuse myself.

Aline. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand ex-
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, [cus'd

;

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.

Glo. Say, that I slew them not ?

Anne. Why then, they are not dead :

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee.

Glo. I did not kill your husband.
Anne. Why, then he is alive.

Glo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward's hand.

Anne. In thy soul's tliroat thou liest
;
queen Mar-

garet saw
Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood

;

The which thou once didst bend against her breast.

But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

Glo. I was provoked by her slanderous tongue.

That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries

:

Didst thou not kill this king ?

Glo. I grant ye.

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God
grant me too,

Thon may'st be damned for that wicked deed !

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. [him.

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never

come.
Glo. Let hitn thank me, that holp to send him

thither

;

For he was fitter for that place, than earth.

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me
name it.

Anne. Some dungeon.
Glo. Your bed-chamber.
Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where tliou liest

!

Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
Anne. I hope so.

Glo. I know so.—But, gentle lady Anne,

—

To leave this keen encounter of our wits.
And fall somewhat into a slower method ;

—

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner ? [effect.

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs'd
Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that CaTect

;

Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep,
To undertake the death of all the world.
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.

.47i?ie. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.
Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's

wreck,

You should not blemish it, if I stood by :

As all the world is cheered by the sun.
So I by that ; it is my day, my life.

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death
thy life!

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art
both.

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee.
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural,

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee.
Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable.

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.
Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,

Did it to help thee to a better husband. [earth.

Aline. His better doth not breathe upon the
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could.
Anne. Name him.
Glo. Plantagenet.
Anne. Why, that was he.

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature.
Anne. Where is he ?

Glo. Here : {She spits at him.) Why
dost thou spit at me ?

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake

!

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

0;it of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes.

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, ha\e infected mine.
Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee

dead

!

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once
;

For now they kill me with a living death.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt-tears,

Sham'd their aspects with store of childish drops :

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear,

—

Not, when my father York and Edward wept.
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made.
When black-fac'd Clifford shook his sword at him :

Norwhen thy warlike father, like a cliild.

Told the sad story of my fatlier's death

;

And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep,
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks.
Like trees bedash'd with rain: in that sad time,
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale.
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind wilh weeping.
I never sa'd to friend, nor enemy ;

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word
;

But now thy beauty is proposed my fee,

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to

speak. [She looks scornfully at him.)
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannut forgive,

Lol here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword
;

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast.

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke.

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

{He lays his breast open ; she offers at it

with his sivord.)

Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill king Henry;

—

But 'twas thy beauty that pro\ oked me.

Nay, now despatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd young Ed-
ward :— {She atjain offers at his breast.)

But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

{She lets fall the sword.)

Take up the sword again, or take up me.

Anne. Arise, dissembler: though l wish thy death,

I will not be thy executioner.

G/o. Tlien bid nie kill myself, and I will do it.

Anne. I have already.

Glo. Tliat was in thy rage :

Speak it again, and, even with the word.

This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ;

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart.

Glo. 'Tis figur'd in my tongue.

Anne. I fear me, both are false.
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Then manGio.
Wan never true.

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.
Glo. Say then, my peace is made.
A nne. That shall you know

Hereafter.

G/o. But shall I live in hope ?

Anne. All men,
I hope, live so.

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

Anne. To take, is not to give.

{S/ie puis on the ring.)

Glo. Look, how this ring eueompasseth tliy finger.

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart

;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted servant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious band.
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.
Anne. What is it "?

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad
designs

To him that hath more cause to hs a mourner,
A nd presently repair to Crosby-place

;

Where—after I have solemnly interr'd.

At Chertsey monast'ry, this noble king.

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

—

I will with all expedient duty see you

:

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you.
Grant rae this boon.

A7ine. With all i,iy heart ; and much itjoys me too,

To see you are become so penitent.

—

Tressei, and Berkley, go along with me.
Glo. Bid me farewell.

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve :

But, since you teach r.ie how to flatter you.
Imagine I have said farewell already.

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressei, and Berkley.
Glo. Take up the corse, sirs.

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ?

Glo. No, to White-Friars ; there attend nty

coming. [Exeunt the rest, with the corse.

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd 'l

Was ever woman in this humour won ?

I'll have her,—but I will not keep her long.

What ! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father,

To take her in her heart's extremest hate
;

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,
The bleeding witness of her hatred by

;

With God, her conscience, and these bars against

me.
And I no friends to back my suit withal.

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks,

And yet to win her,—all the world to nothing

!

Ha

!

Hath she forgot already that brave prince,

Edward, her lord, whom I some three months since
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury 'I

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

—

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature,

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,

—

The spacious world cannot again aflbrd :

And will she yet abase her eyes on me,
That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince.

And made her widow to a woi'ul bed';"

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ?

On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus ?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all this wliile :

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,

Myself to be a marvellous proper man.
Ill be at charges for a looking-glass

;

And entertain a score or two of tailors.

To study fashions to adorn my body :

Since I am crept in favour with myself,
I will maintain it with some little cost.

But, first, I'll turn yon fellow in his grave
;

And then return lamenting to my love.

—

Shine out, fair sun, till 1 have bought a glass,
I'hat I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord
Grey.

Riv. Have patience, madam; theres no doubt,
his majesty

Will soon recover his ancustom'd health.

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse :

Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort,

And cheer his grace \sith quick and merry words

;

Q. Elis. Ifhe were dead, what would betide ofme?
Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord.

Q. Eliz.Tlie loss ofsuch a lord includes all harms.
Grey. The heavens have bless'd yon with a goodly

son.

To be your comforter, when he is gone.

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is young ; and his minority
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not me. nor none of you.

Riv. Is it concluded, tie shall be protector?

Q. Eliz. It is determiu'd, not concluded yet

:

But so it must be, if the king miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Stanley.

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and
Stanley.

Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace!

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as yoa have
been I

Q. Eliz. The countess Richmond, good ray lord

of Stanley,

To your good prayer will scarcely say—amen.
Yet. Stanley, notwithstanding she's^^our wife,

Anci loves not me, be you, good lortl, assur'd,

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers
;

Or, if she be accus'd on true report,

Bear with her weaki:ess, which, I think, proceeds
FroHi wayward sickness, and no grounded malice.

Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of
Stanley ':"

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I,

Are come from visiting his majesty.

Q. Eliz.Wh?it likelihood of his amendment, lords ?

Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks
cheerfully. [with him ?

Q. Eliz. God grant him health ! Did you confer

Buck. Ay, madam : he desired to make atonement
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers.

And between them and my lord chamberlain
;

And sent to warn them to his royal presence.

Q.Eliz. 'Would all were well!—But that will

never be

;

I fear, our happiness is at the height.

Enter Glostek, Hastings, and Dorset.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it :

—

Who are they, that complain nnto the king,

That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not ?

By holy Paul, thiy love his grace but lightly

That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair.

Smile in men's fiices, smooth, deceive, and cog.
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy,
I must be held a rancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm,
But thus his simple trutii must be abus'd
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? [grace ?

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks your
Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace.

When have I injur'd ihee ? when done thee wrong?

—

Or thee ?—or tlit e i'—or any of your faction ?

A plague upon you all ! His royal grace,

—

WiioMi God preserve better tlian you would wish I

—

Cannot be quiet scarce a breathiug-while.
But yon must trouble him with lewd complaints.

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the
matter

:

The king, of his own royal disposition,
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And Dotprovok'd by any suitor else;

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred.

That in your outward action shews itself,

Against my children, brothers, and myself,

Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it,

Gto. I cannot tell ;—The world is grown so bad,
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch :

Since every Jack became a gentleman,
There's many a gentle person made a Jack.

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning,
brother Gloster

;

You envy my advancement, and my friends

;

God grant, we never may have need of you ! [you :

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of
Our brother is imprison d by your means.
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility

Held in contempt; while great promotions
Are daily given, to ennoble those [ble.

That scarce, some two days since, were worth a no-

Q. Eliz. By Him, that rais'd me to this careful

height
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd,

I never did incense his majesty
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.
My lord, you do me shameful injury,

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.

Glo. Von may deny that you were not the cause
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment.
Riv. She may, my lord ; for

—

[not so ?

Gto. She may, lord Rivers ?—why, who knows
She may do more, sir, than denying that

:

She may help you to many fair preferments
j

And then deny her aiding hand therein.

And lay those honours on your high desert.

VVliat may she not? She may, -ay, marry, may she,

—

Riv. What, marry, may she ?

Glo. What marry, may she ? marry with a king,

A batchelor, a handsome stripling too :

! wis, your grandam had a worser match.

Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scofls :

By heaven, 1 will acquaint his majesty.

Of those gross taunts I often have endur'd.

I had rather be a country servant-maid.

Than a great queen, witli this condition

—

To be so baited, scorn'd, and storm'd at

:

Small joy have I in being England's queen.

Enter Queen Margaret, behind.

Q. Mar. And lessen'd be that small, God, I be-

seech thee

!

Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. [king ?

(ilo. What? threat you me with telling of the

Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said

I will avouch, in presence of the king :

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower.
'Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot.

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well

:

Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury.
Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king,

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs;

A weeder-out of bis proud adversaries,

A liberar rewarder of his friends

;

To royalize his blood, 1 spilt mine own. [thine.

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his, or

Gto. In all which time, you, and your husband
Grey,

W^ere factious for the house of Lancaster;

—

And, Rivers, so were you :—Was not your husband
In Margaret's battle at Saint Albans slain ?

Let me put in your minds, if you fcrget,

What you have been ere now, and what you are
;

Withal, what I have been, and what 1 am.
Q. Mar. A murd'rous villain, and so still (hou art.

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father War-
wick,

Ay, and forswore himself,—Which Jesu pardon!

—

Q. Mar. Which God revenge!
Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the corwn ;

And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up :

I would to God, my heart were flint like Edward's,
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine

;

I am too childish-foolish for this world. [world,
Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this

Thou cacodaemon ! there thy kingdom is.

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days.
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies,
We follow'd then our lord, our lawful king

;

So should we you, if you should be our king.
Glo. If I shculd be ?—I had rather be a pedlar:

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof!
Q. Eliz^ As little joy, my lord, as you suppose

You should enjoy, were you this country's King
;

As little joy you may suppose in me.
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof;
For I am she, and altogether joyless.
I can no longer hold me patient.— (Advancing.)
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out
in sharing that which you have pill'd from me

:

Which of yon trembles not, that looks on me ?
If not, that, t being queen, you bow like subjects

;

Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels ?—»
-A.h, gentle villaii^ do not turn away ! [my sight?

Glu. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd

;

That will I make, oefore I let thee go.
Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death?
Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in ba-

nishment.
Than death can yield me here by my abode.
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me,

—

And thou, a kingdom ;—all of you, allegiance :

Tliis sorrow that I have, by right is yours

;

And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine.
Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee,

—

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with
paper.

And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes

;

And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout,

Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ;

—

His curses, then from bitterness of soul

Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee
;

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed.
Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent.
Hast. O, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that babe.

And the most merciless, that e'er was heard of
Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was re-

ported.

Dors. No man but prophesied revenge for it.

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see

it. [came,

Q. Mar. What! were you snarling all, before t
Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heaven,

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death.

Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment.

Could all but answer for that peevish brat

!

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?

—

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick

curses

!

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king.

As ours by murder, to make him a king !
_

Edward, thy son, tiat now is prince of Wales,

For Edward, my son, that was prince of W'ales,

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence !

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen.

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

Long may'st thou live, to wail thy children's loss;

And see another, as 1 see thee now,

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine !

Long die tliv happy days before thy death
;

And, after many lengtheud hours of grief.

Die neither matlier, wife, nor England's queen I

—

Rivers,—and Dorset,—you were slanders by,

—

And 60 wast thou, lord Hastings,—when ray son
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Was stabb'd \vith bloody daggers ; God, I pray him.

That none of you may live yourpatural age,

But by some unlook'd accident cut ott ! [hag.

G/o. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd

Q. Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou

shalt hear me.

If heaven have any grievous plague in store,

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe.

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace !

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul I

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st,

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends !

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine.

Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils !

Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog !

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity

The slave of nature, and the son of hell

!

Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb .'

Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins !

Thou rag of honour 1 thou detested

—

Glo. Margaret.

Q. Mar. Richard

!

. Glo. Ha?
Q. Mar. I call thee not.

Glo. I crj- thee mercy then ; for'I did think.

That thou had'st call'd me all these bitter names.

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look'd for no reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse.

Glo. 'Tis done by me ; and ends in—Margaret.

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curse

against yourself.

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my
fortune !

Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider.

Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about?

Fool, fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me
To help thee curse this pois'nous hunch-back'd toad.

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse
;

Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience.

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all

mov'd mine.

Riv. Were you well serv'd, you would be taught

your duty.

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do me
duty,

Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects :

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty.

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic.

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert

:

Your lire-new stamp of honour is scarce current

:

O, that your young nobility could judge.

What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable ! [them
;

They that stand high, have many blasts to shake

And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces.

Glo. Good counsel, marry; learn it, learn it,

marquis.

Dor. It touches you, ray lord, as much as me.

Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was born so

Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, [high.

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

Q Mar. And turns the sun to shade ;—alas ! alasl

—

Witness my sou, now in the shade of death
;

VVhose bright out shining beams thy cloudy wrath

Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's uest :—
O God, that aee'st it, do not suffer it

;

As it was won with blood, lost be it so?

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity.

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me
;

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd.

My charity is outrage, life my shame,

—

And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage I

Buck. Have done, have done.

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand,

In sign of league and amity with thee

;

Now fair befal thee, and thy noble house .

Thy garments are, not spotted with our blood,

Nor thou within the compass of my curse.

BhcIc. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass
The lips of those that breathe them in the air.

Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they ascend the sky,

And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace.

Buckingham, beware of yonder dog
;

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites.

His venom tooth will rankle to the death :

Have not to do with hiin, beware of him
;

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him

;

And all their ministers attend on him.

Glo. What doth she say, my lord ofBuckingham ?

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord.

Q. Mar. What, doth thou scorn me for my gentle

counsel ?

And sooth the devil that I warn thee from?
O, but remember this another day.
When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow

;

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess,

—

Live each of you the subjects to his hate.

And he to yours, and all of you to God's! [Exit.

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her

curses.

Riv. And so doth mine ; I muse, why she's at

liberty.

Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother

;

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, that I have done to her.

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.

1 was too hot to do some body good,

That is too cold in thinking of i\ now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid

;

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ;

—

God pardon them that are the cause thereof I

Riv. A virtuous and a christian like conclusion,

To pray for them that have done scath to us.

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ;—

For had 1 curs'd now, I had curs'd myself. {Aside.)

Enter Catesby.

Cafes. Madam, his majesty doth call for you,

—

And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords.

Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come :—Lords, will you go
with me ?

Riv. Madam, we will attend upon your grace.

[Exeunt all but Glosic::

Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach,
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.

Clarence,—whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness,

—

I do bevveep to many simple gulls
;

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham;
And tell them—'tis the queen and her allies.

That stir the king against the duke my brother.

Now they believe it ; and withal whet me
To be reveiig'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey:
But then I sigli, and, with a piece of scripture.

Tell thehi—that God bids ns do good for evil

:

And thus I clothe ray naked villany

With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ;
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.

Enter two Murderers.

But soft, here come my executioners.

—

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates ?

Are YOU now going to despatch this thing ?

1 Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to have the

That we may be admitted where he is. [warrant,

Glo. Well thought npon, I have it here about me :

(Gives the Warrant.)
When you have done, repair to Crosby-place.

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead
;

For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps,

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to

Talkers are no good doers ; be assur'd, Lprate,
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We go to use our bands, and not our tongues.

Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools' eyes

drop tears :

I like you, lads :—about your business straight.

Go, go, despatch.
1 Miird. \^'e will, my noble lord. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Room in the Tower.

Enter Clarence «mc/Brakenbury.
Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ?

Clar. O, I have passd a miserable night,

.So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,

That, as I am a christian faithful man,
I would not spend another such a night,

Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days
;

So full of dismal terror was the time.

Brak. What was your dream, my lord? I pray
you, tell me. [Tower,

Clar. Methought, tluit I had broken from the

And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy
;

And, in my company, my brother Gloster :

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the hatches ; thence we look'd toward England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times.

During the wars of York and Lancaster,
That had befall'n ns. As we pao'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling,

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board,
Into the tumbling billows of the main.

Lord i methought, what pain it was to drown !

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears !

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes !

Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks
;

A thousand men, that fishes guaw'd upon
;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl.

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,

All scatteid in the bottom of the sea.

Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and, in those holes

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept

(As 'twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems,
'Vhat woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by.

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of deatii.

To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ?

Clar. Methought, I had ; and often did I strive

To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood

Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth

To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air;

But smother'd it within my panting bulk,

VVhich almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore agony ?

Clar. O no, my dream was lengthen'd after life
;

O, then began the tempest to my soul!

1 pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood,

VVith that grim ferryman which poets write of.

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul,

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick
;

Who cry'd aloud,

—

What scourgefor perjuri/

Can this dark monarchy affordfalse Clarence 1

And so he vanish'd : Then carne wand'ring by
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out aloud,

—

Clarence is co9ne,—false, fleeting, perjur'd Cla-
rence,

That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ;
—

Seize on him. Juries, take him to your torments!—
VVith that, methought, a legion of foul fiends

Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise
T trembling w-ak'd, and, for a season after,

Could not believe but that I was in hell

;

Such terrible impression made my dream.
Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you

;

I am afraid, raethinks, to hear you tell it.

Clar. O Brakenbury, I have done these things,

—

That now give evidence against my soul,

—

For Edward's sake ; and, see, how he requites me !

—

O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appe-ise thee.

But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds.
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone :

O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children '.

—

I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me
;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.
Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace gocd

rest ;

—

{Clarence reposes himself on a chair.)
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours.
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night.

Princes have but their titles for their glories.

An outward houour for an inward toil

;

And, for unfelt imaginations,
They often feel a world of restless cares:
So that, between their titles, and low name.
There's nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.

1 Miird. Ho ! who's here ?

Brak. What would'st tliou, fellow, and hovY
cam'st thou hither?

. 1 Mtird. I would speak with Clarence, and I camt*
hither on my legs.

Brak. What, so brief? [dious :—
2 Murd. O, sir, 'tis better to be brief than te-

Let him see our commission ; talk no moir.
{A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, zvlio

reads it.)

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands :

I will not reason what is meant hereby,
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
Here are the keys ;—there sits the duke asleep

:

I'll to the king; and signify to him.
That thus I have resign'd to you my charge.

1 Murd. You may, sir ; 'tis a point of wisdom :

Fare you well. [Exit Blakenbury.
2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ?

1 Murd. No; he'll say, 'twas done cowardly,
when he wakes.
2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall

never wake until the great judgment day.
1 Murd. Why, then he'll say, we stabb'd him

sleeping.

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, hath
bred a kind of remorse in me.

1 Murd. What ? art thou afraid ?

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it

:

but to be daran'd for killing him, from the which
no warrant can defend me.

1 Murd. I thought, thou had'st been resolute.

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. [him so.

1 Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloster, and tell

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I hope,
this holy humour of^ mine will change ; it was wont
to hold me but while one would tell twenty.

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now?
2 Murd. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience

are yet within me. [done.

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed's

2 Murd. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward.
1 Murd. Where's tliy conscience now ?

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster's purse.

1 Murd, So, when he opens his purse to give us

our reward, thy conscience flies nut.

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there's few,

or none, will entertain it.

1 Murd. W"hat, if it come to thee again ?

2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous

thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot

steal, but it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear,

but it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neigh-

bour's wife, but it detects him : 'Tis a blushing

shame-faced spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom

;

it fills one full of obstacles : it made me once restore

a purse of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars

any man that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns
and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man,
that means to live well, endeavours to trust to him-
self, and live without it.

og»
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looks

my looks

J Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow,

persuading ine not to kill the duke.

2 Murd. Take the de^il in thy mind, and believe

him not : he would insinuate with thee, but to make
thee sigh. [with me.

1 Murd. I aw strong-framVl, he cannot prevail

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects his

reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ?

1 Murd. Take him over the costard vnth the hilts

of thy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey-

bntt, in the next room. [him.

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a sop of

1 Murd. Soft ! he wakes.

2 Murd. Strike.

1 Murd. No, we'll reason with him.

Clar. Where art tliou, keeper? give me a cup of

wine. [anon.

1 Murd. Yon shall have wine enough, my lord,

Ctar. In God's name, what art thou ?

1 Murd. A man, as you are.

Clar. But not, as I am, royal.

1 Murd. Nor yon, as we are, loyal.

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy

humble.
1 Murd. My voice is now the king's,

my own.
Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thon

speak

!

Your eyes do menace me : Wby look yon pale ?

Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ?

Both Murd. To, to, to,—
Clar. To murder me ?

Both Murd. Ay, ay.

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so.

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ?

1 Murd. Otfended us you have not, but the kmg.

Clar. I shall be reeoncil'd to him again.

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die.

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of

men.
To slay the innocent? What is my oflence !

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me .

What lawful quest have given their verdict up

Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd

The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death ^.

Before I be convict by course of law.

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope for any goodne.ss.

By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins,

That you depart, and lay no hands on me

;

The deed you undertake is damnable.

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command.
'. 2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our king.

* Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings

Hath b the table of his law commanded,
That thou shalt do no murder ; Wilt thou then

Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ?

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand,

To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl

on thee.

For false forswearing, and for murder too :

Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight

In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God,

Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous

blade,

Uurip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son.

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and

defend.

1 Murd. How canst thou urge Gods dreadful

law to us.

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ?

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake :

He sends you not to murder me for this;

For in that sin he is as deep as I.

If God will be avenged for the deed,

O, know you, that he doth it publicly:

Take not the (quarrel from bis powerful arm
;

He needs no indirect nor lawless course,

To cut off those that have oiiended him.

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister.

When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet,

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ?

Clar. My brother's Jove, the devil, and my race.

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. [fault,

Clar. If yon do love my brother, hate not me

;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again.

And I will send you to my brother Gloster
;

Who shall reward you better for ray life.

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

2 Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloster

hates you.

Clar. O, no ; he loves me, and he holds me dear :

Go you to him from me.
Boik Murd. Ay, so we will. (York

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father

Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm.

And charg'd us from his soul to lo\'e each other.

He little thought of this divided friendship :

Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep.

1 Murd. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson'd us to

weep.
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind.

1 Murd. llight, as snow in harvest.—Come, you

deceive yourself;

Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune,

And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sobs.

That he would labour my delivery.

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven.

2 Murd Make peace with God, for you must
die, ray lord.

Clar. Hast tliou tliot holy feeling in thy soul.

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind

That thou wilt war with God, by murdering me ?

—

Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set y u on
To do this deed, will bate you for the deed.
2 Murd. What shall we do ?

Clar. Relent, and save your souls.

1 Murd. Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and womanish.
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.

—

Which of you, if you were a prince's son,

Being pent from liberty, as I am now,

—

If two such murderers as yourselves came to yon,—
Would not entreat for life ?

—

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer.

Come thou on ray side, and entreat for me.
As you would beg, were you in my distress.

A begging prince what beggar pities not ?

2 Murd. Look behind you, ray lord.

1 Murd. Take that, and that: if all this will not

do, (Stabs kirn.)

ril/Jro.vn you in the malmsey-butt within.

[Exit with the body.
2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately de-

spatch'd !

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous guilty murder done !

Re-enter first Murderer.

1 Murd. How now ? what raean'st thou, that thou
help'st me not?

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have
been. [brother

!

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav'd his

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say

;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit.

1 Murd. So do not I
;
go, coward, as thou art.

—

Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole,

Till that the duke give order for his burial

:

And when I have my raeed, I will away;
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit,
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ACT II.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace.
Enter King Edvvxhd, {led in sicl,) Queen Eliza-
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Bucking-
H'AM, Grey, and others.

K. Edw. Why, so :—now have I done a good
day's work ;

—

Yon peers, continue this united league :

I every day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence;
And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven,
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth.

Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand
;

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging
hate

;

And with ray hand I seal my true heart's love.

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like !

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your

I lest he, that is the supreme King of kings.

Confound your hidden falsehood, and award
iiither of you to be the other's end.
Hast. So prosper I, as 1 swear perfect love !

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart

!

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in
this,

—

Nor your son Dorset,—Buckingham, nor you ;

—

Von have been factious one against the other.
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand

:

And what you do, doit unfeignedl/. [remember
Q. Eliz. There, Hastings;—! M'ill never more

Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine !

K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him,—Hastings, love
lord marquis.

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest.
Upon my part shall be inviolable.

Hast. And so swear I. {Embraces Dorset.)
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou

this league
With thy enibracements to my wife's allies.

And make me happy in your unity.

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate
Upon your grace, {To tlie Queen) but with all du-

teous love

Doth cherish your and yours, God punish me
With hate in those where I expect most love !

When I have most need to employ a friend,
And most assured that he is a friend.
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile.
Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven.
When I am cold in love, to you, or yours.

{Embracing Rivers, §!'c.)

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking-
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. [ham,
'1 here wanteth now our brother Gloster here.
To make the blessed period of this peace. [duke.

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble

Enter Gloster.
Glo. Good-moiTow to my sovereign king, and

queen

;

And, princely peers, a happy time ofday

!

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the
day :

—

Brother, we have done deeds of charity

;

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate.
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege.

—

Among this princely heap, if any here.
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise.
Hold me a foe :

If I unwittingly, or in my rage.
Have aught committed that is hardly borne
By any in this presence, I desire

I
lfp°

reconcile roe to his friendlv peace :

I

1 IS death to me, to be at eoimlty
;

j
hate it, and desire all good men's love.—

wif^'u™?*^*™' ^ '^"'eat true peace of you,W mch I will purchase with my duteous service ;—

Of you, my noble cousin Backingham,
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between ns ;—
Of you, lord Rivers,—and lord Grey, of you,—
That all without desert have frown "d on me

;

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all.
I do not know that Englishman alive.
With whom my soul is any jot at odds.
More than the infant that is born to-night

;

I thank my God for ray humility.

Q. Eliz. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter :—
I would to God, all strifes were well compounded.—
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness
To take our brother Clarence io your grace.

Glo. Why, madam, have I ofler'd love for this.
To be so flouted in this royal presence ?
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ?

. .
{They all start.)

I ou do him injury, to scorn his corse.
K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows

he is ?

Q. Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this !

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ?
Dor. Ay, my good lord j and no man in the

presence.
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers'd.
Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died

And that a winged Mercury did bear
;

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand.
That came too lag to see him buried :

—

God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal.
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood,
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,
And yet go current from suspicion I

Enter Stanley.

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done.
K. Edtv. I pr'ythee, peace; my soul is full ot

sorrow.
Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear me.
K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou le-

quest'st.

Stan. 'I'he forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life
;Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman,

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. [death,
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's

And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ?
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought,
And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath,
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd ?

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ?
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ?

Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury,
When Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me.
And said. Dear brother, live, and be a king?
Who told me, when we both lay in the field,

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in his garments; and did give himself.

All thin and naked, to the numb cold night r

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you
Had so much grace to put it in my mind.
But, when your carters, or your vvaiting-vasBals,

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd

'J'he precious image of our dear Redeemer,
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon

;

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you :

—

But for my brother, not a man would speak,

—

Nor I (ungracious) speak uuto myself
For him, poor soul.—The proudest of you all

Have been beholden to him in his life

;

Vet none of you would once plead for his life.

—

O God ! I fear, thy justice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.

—

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. O,
Poor Clarence

!

[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers,
Dorset, and Grey.
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Glo. Tliis is the fniit of rashness !—TVlark'd yoa

How Ihat the guilty kindred of tlie queen [not.

Look'd pale, when tliey did hear of Clarence' death f

O, they did urge it still unto the king

:

God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you go,

To comfort Edward with our company?
Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter the Duchess of York, loith a Son and
Daughter of Clarence.

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ?

Duch. No, boy.

Daugh. VVhy do you weep so oft ? and beat your
breast

;

And ciy

—

Clarence, my unhappy son ! [head,

Son. VVhy do you look on us, and shake your

And call us—orphans, wretches, cast-aways,

If that our noble father be alive ?

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me both

;

I do lament the sickness of the king.

As loath to lose him, not your father's death :

It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost.

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead.

The king my uncle is to blame for this :

God will revenge it; whom I will importune

With earnest prayers all to that effect.

Daugh. And so will I. [you well

:

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love

[ncapable and shallow innocents,

You cannot guess who caus'd your father's death.

Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle

Gloster

Told rr.e, the king, provok'd to't by the queen,
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him :

And when my uncle told me so, he wept.
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek :

Bade me rely on him, as on my father.

And he would love me dearly as his cliild.

Duch. Ah. that deceit should steal such gentle

shapes.

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice !

He is my son, ay, and therein my shame,
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandam?
Duch. Ay, boy.

Son. I cannot think it. Hark 1 what noise is this ?

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Rivers,
and Dorset, foUotving her.

Q. Elis. Ah ! who shall hinder me to wail and
weep ?

To chide my fortune, and torment myself?
I'll join with black despair against my soul.

And to myself become an enemy.
Duch. What means this scene ofrude impatience ?

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence :

—

Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.

—

Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ?

Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap?

—

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief;

That our swift-\>'inged souls may catch the king's

;

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest.

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow,

As I had title in thy noble husband

!

I have bewept a worthy husband's death.

And liv'd by looking on his images :

But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death

;

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

That grieves me when I see my shame in him.

Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother.

And hast the comfort of tliy children left thee :

But death hath snatch'd my husband from my arms,

And pluck'd two cratches from my feeble hands,

Clarence, and Edward. O, what cause have I,

(Thine beiog but a moiety of my grief,)

'i'o over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ?

Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept notforonr father's death

;

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?

Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left unnioan'd.

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept

!

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth laments

:

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes.

That I, being govern'd by the watery moon,

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world !

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward !

Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence.

Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and
Clarence

!

[gone.

0. Eliz. What stay had I, but Edward ? and he's

Chil. What stay had we, but Clarence ? and he's

gone. [gone.

Duch. What stays had I, but they? and they are

Q. Eiiz. Was never widow, had so dear a loss.

Duch. Was never mother, had so dear a loss.

Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs

;

Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general.

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I

;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she :

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I

:

I for an Edward weep, so do not they :

—

Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distress'd.

Pour all your tears, I am your soitow's nurse,

And I will pamper it with lamentations.

Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much dis-

pleas'd,

That you take with nnthankfulness his doing

;

In common wordly things, 'tis call'd—ungrateful.

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt,

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent

;

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven.

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,

Of the young prince your son : send straight for him.

Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives :

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave.

And plant your joys in living Edward's throne.

Enter Gloster, Buckingh.\m, Stanley, Hast-
ings, Ratcliff, and others.

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause
To wail the dimming of our shining star

;

But none can cure their harms by wailing them.

—

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy,
I did not see your grace :—Humbly on my knee
I crave your blessing. [t reast,

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty !

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man !

—

That is the buttend of a mother's blessing;

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. [Aside.)
Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart sorrov'.og

peers.

That bear this mutual heavy load of m'>an.

Now cheer each other in each other's love

Though wc have spent our harvest of tliis king,

We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken ranco;ir of your high-swoln hearts,

But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together.

Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept

:

Me seemeth good, that, with some little train,

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd

Hither to London, to be crown'd our king.

Riv. VVhy with some little train, my lord of

Buckingham ?

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude,

The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out;
Which would be so much the more dangerous,
By how much the estate is green, and yet un-

govern'd

:

Where every horse bears his commanding rein.

And may direct his course as please himself.

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent,

In ray opinion, ought to be prevented.

Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of us.

And the compact is firm, and true, in me.
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Itiv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all

:

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put
To no apparent likelihooa of breach,
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd :

Therefore I say, with noble Backingham,
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.

Hast. And so say I.

Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to determine
W ho they shall be that straight shall pos't to Ludlow.
Madam,— and you my mother,—will you go
To give your censures in this weighty business ?

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Gloster.

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince,

For God's sake, Jet not us two stay at home :

Forj by the way, I'll sort occasion.

As index to the story we late talk'd of.

To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince.

Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory,

My oracle, my prophet !—My dear cousin,

I, as a child, will go by thy direction.

Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The same. A Street.

- Enter two Citizens, tneeting.

1 Ctt. Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away
so fast?

2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself

:

Hear you the news abroad ?

1 Cit. Yes ; the king's dead.

2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady ; seldom comes the bet-

I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. [ter

:

Enter another Citizen.

3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed !

1 Cit. Give you good morrow, sir.

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Ed-
ward's death ?

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while !

3 Cit, Then, masters, look to see a troublous

world.
_

[reign.

1 Cit. No, no ; by God's good grace, his son shall

3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's govern'd by a child !

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government

;

That, in his nonage, council under him.

And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself.

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well.

I Cit. So stood the state, when Henry th^ Sixth

W^as crown'd in Paris but at nine months old.

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends,

God wot;
For then this land was famously enrich'd

With politic grave counsel ; then the king

Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.

Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and
mother.

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father

;

Or, by his fathei , there were none at all

:

For emulation now, who shall be nearest.

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

O full of danger is the duke of Gloster

;

And the queen's sons, and brothers?, haught and
proud :

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule.

This sickly land might solace as before

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be

well.

3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on

their cloaks;

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand
;

W'hen the sun sets, who doth not look for night ?

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth ;

All may be well ; but, if God sort it so,

'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect.

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear :

You cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so :

By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust

Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see

The water swell before a boist'rous storm.
But leave it all to God. Whither away?
2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices.

3 Cit. And so was I ; I'll dear you company.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Archbishop o/YoRK, the young Duke of
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of
York.
Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-

Stratford
;

And at Northampton they do re.st to-night

:

To-morrow, or next day, they will be here.

Duch. I long with all my heart to see the prince

;

I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him.

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say, my son of York
Hath almost overta'en him in his growth.

Yo7'k. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so,

Duch. VVhy, my young cousin ? it is good to grow.
York. Gran<lam, one night, as we did sit at supper.

My uncle Rivers alk'd how I did grow
More than my brother; Ay, quoth my uncle Gloster,

'Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow
apace

:

And since, niethinks, I would not grow so fast,

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make
haste.

Duch. 'Good faith, 'good faith, the saying did not

hold

In him that did object the same to thee :

He was the wretched'st thing, when he was young,
So long a growing, and so leisurely,

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.

Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious

madam
Duch. I hope, he is ; but yet let mothers doubt.

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remem-
ber'd,

I could have given my uncle's grace a flout.

To touch his growth, nearer than he touoh'd mine.

Duch. How, my young York? I pr'ythee, let me
hear it.

York. Marry, they say,- my uncle grew so fast.

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ;

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

Duch. Ipr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?

York. Grandam, his nurse.

Duch. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou

wast born.

York. If 'twere not she,! cannot tell who told me.

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : Go to, you are too shrewd.

Arch. Goocl madam, be not angry with the child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Enter a Messenger.

Arch. Here comes a messenger.

What news ?

Mess. Such news, my lord.

As grieves me to unfold.

Q, Eliz. How doth the prince ?

Mess. Well, madam, and in health.

Duch. What is thy news ?

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to

Pomfret,

With them sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Duch. Who hath committed them ?

Mess. The mighty dukes,

Gloster and Buckingham.
Q. Eliz. For what oS'ence ?

Mess. The sum of all I cau, I have disclos'd

;

Why, or for what, the nobles were committed.

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house 1

The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind;

Insulting tyianuy begins to jut

Upon the innocent and awless throne :

—

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre !

I see, as in a map, tlie end of all.
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Duch, Accnrsed and anquiet wrangling days

!

How many of yon have mine eyes beheld ?

My husband lost his life to get the crown
;

And often up and down my sons were tost,

For me to joy, aud weep, their gain, and loss :

And being seated, aud domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors,

Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother.

Blood to blood, self 'gainst self:—O, preposterous

And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen;

Or let me die, to look on death no more !

Q. EUz, Come, come, my boy, we will to sane-

Madam, farewell. '. [tuary.

—

Duck. Slay, I will go with yon.

Q. EUz. You have no cause.

Arch. My gracious lady, go,

[To the Queen.)

And thither bear your treasure and your goods.
^

For my part, I'll resign unto.your grace

The seal I keep; And so betide to me,
As well I tender you, and all of yours !

Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt.

Scene I.-

ACT III.

-The same. A Street.

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince o/W.4LES,
Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal Bouechier,
and others.

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to

your chamber. [reign :

Qlo. Welcome, dear cousin, rny thoughts' sove-

The weary way hath made you melancholy.
Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy
;

I want more uncles here to welcome me.
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your

years
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit

:

No more can you distinguish of a man,
Than of his outward shew ; which, God he knows.
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart.

Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous

:

Your grace attended to the sugar'd words.
But loak'd not on the poison oif their hearts :

God keep you from them, aud from such false friends!

Prince. God keep me from false friends I but
they were none.

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to

greet you.

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train.

May. God bless your grace with health and
happy days

!

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ;—and thank
you all.— [Exeunt Mayor, ^c.

I thought my mother, and my brother York,
Would long ere this have met us on the way :

Fy, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not

To tell us, whether they will come, or no.

Enter Hastings.

Suck. And in good time, here comes the sweat-
ing lord.

Prince. Welcome, my lord : What, will our mo-
ther come ?

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I,

The queen your mother, and your brother York,
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace.
But by his mother was perforce withheld.
Buck. Fy ! what an indirect and peevish conrse

Is this of hers?—Lord cardinal, will your grace
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York
Unto hi-s princely brother presently ?

If she deny,—lord Hastings, go with him.
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.
Card. My lord ofBuckingham, ifmy weak oratory

Can from his mother win the duke of York,
Anon expect bim here : But if she be obdurate

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid

We should infringe the holy privilege

Of blessed sauctuary ! not for all this land,

Would I be guilty of so deep a sin.

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,

Too ceremonious, and traditional :

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age.

You break not sauctuary in seizing him.

The benefit thereof is always granted

To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place.

And those who have the wit to claim the place :

This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deserv'd it

;

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it:

Then, taking him from thence, that is not there,

You break no privilege nor charter there.

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ;

But sanctuary children ne'er till now.

Card. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for

once.

—

Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ?

Hast. I go, my lord.

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste yon

may. [Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings.

Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come.

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation"?

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self.

If I may counsel you, some day, or two,

Your highness shall repose you at the Tower :

Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit

For your best health and recreation.

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place :—
Did Julius Cajsar build that place, my lord ?

Glo. He did, my gracious lordj, begin that place

Which, since, succeeding ages nave re-edified.

Prince. Is it upon record ? or else reported

Successively from age to age he built it ?

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord.

Prince. But say, my lord,, it were not register'd
;

Methinks, tlie truth should live from age to age,

As 'twere retail'd to all posterity,

Even to the general all-ending day.

Glo. So wise, so young, they say, do ne'er live

long. (Aside.)

Prince. What say you, uncle ?

Glo. I say, wthout characters, fame lives long.

Thus, like the formal vice, iniquity, \ (Aside 1

I moralize two meanings in one word. / ^
''

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man
;

With what his valour did enrich his wit.

His wit set down to make his valour live :

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror:
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.

—

I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham.
Buck. What, my gracious lord?

Prince. An if I live until I be a man,
I'll win our ancient right in France again.

Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king.

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forv.urd spring.

. [Aside.)

Enter York, Hastings, a7id the Cardinal.

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke
of York. [brother ?

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving

York. Well, my dread lord ; so must 1 call you
now.

Prince. Ay, brother ; to our grief, as it is yours :

Too late he died, that might have kept that title,

Which by his death hath lost much majesty.

Glo. How fares our cousir,, noble lord of York ?

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord.

You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth :

The prince ray brother hath outgrown me far.

Glo. He hath, my lord.

York. And tlierefore is he idle ?

Glo. O. my fair cousin, I must not say so.

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I.

Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign

;

But you have power in me, as in a kinsman.

York. I pray you, uncle, then, g'i'e me this dogger.
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Glo. My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart.

Prince. A beggar, brother ?

York. Ofmy kind uncle, that I know will give

;

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give.

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give roy cousin.

Yo7-L A greater gift ! O, that's the sword to it ?

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.

York. then, I see, you'll part but with light gifts ;

In weightier things yon'U say a beggar, nay.

Glo. It is too weighty for your giace to wear.

York, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier.

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little

lord ? [call me.

York. I would, that I might thank you as you

Glo. HowV
York. Little. [talk ;—
Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear wdth •

me :

—

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me
;

Because that I am little, like an ape, [ders.

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoul-

Buck.With. what a sharp-provided wit he reasons

!

To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle.

He prettily and aptly taunts himself:

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful.

Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you pass
along ?

Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham,
Will to your toother ; to entreat of her,

To meet yon at the Tower, and welcome you,

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ?

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so.

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear ?

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost

;

My grandam told me, he was murder'd there.

Prince. I fear no uncles dead.

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope.

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear.

But come, my lord, and, with a neavy heart.

Thinking on them, go 1 unto the Tower.
[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal,

and Attendants.
Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York

Was not incensed by his subtle mother.

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ?

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous boy

;

Bold, quick, ingeniou" forward, capable
;

He's all the mother's, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let them rest.

—

Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn
As deeply to effect what we intend.

As closely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way;

—

What think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter
To make William lord Hastings of our mind.
For the instalment of this noble diike

In the seat royal of this famous isle ?

Gate. He for his father's sake so loves the prince,

That he will not be won to aught against him.

Buck. What think'st thou tlien of Stanley ? will

not he ?

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth.

Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentle

Catesby,
And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings,

How he doth stand affected to our purpose ;

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,
To sit about the coronation.

If thou dost find him tractable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons ;

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling.
Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk,

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to-morrow hold divided councils.
Wherein thyself shall highly be employed.

Glo. Commend me to lord William : tell him,
Catesby,

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle

;

And by my friend, for joy of this good news.
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business

soundly.

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we
Cate. You shall, my lord. [sleep ?

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us
both. [Exit Catesby.

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we
perceive

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ?

Glo. Chop off his head, man;—somewhat we
will do ;

—

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables
Whereof the king my brother was possess'd.
Buck. I'll claim that promise at your grace's hand.
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness.

Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards
We may digest our complots in some form.

[Exezmi.

Scene II.

—

Before Lord Hastitigs' House.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. My lord, my lord,— (Knocking.)
Hast. {Within.) Who knocks?
Mess. One from Lord Sjanley.
Hast. [Within.) What is't o'clock ?

Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Enter Hastings.

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights'
Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say.

First, he commends liim to your noble lordship.
Hast. And then,

—

Mess. And then he sends yon word, he dreamt
To-night the boar had rased off his helm :

Besides, he says, there are two councils held

;

And that may be determin'd at the one.
Which may make you and him to rue at the other.
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's plea-

sure,

—

If presently, you will take horse with him.
And with all speed post with him toward the nortlj,

To shun the danger that his soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord
;

Bid him not fear the separated councils :

His honour, and myself, are at the one ;

And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby
j

Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us.

Whereof I shall not have intelligence.

Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance :

And for his dreams—I wonder, he's so fond

To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers ;

To fly the boar, before the boar pursues.

Were to incense the boar to follow us.

And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase.

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me
;

And we will both together to the Tower,
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.

Mess. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you say.

[Exit.

Enter Catesby.

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord !

Hast. Good morrow, Catesby
;
you are early

stirring :

What news, what news, in this our tottering state?
Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord

;

And, I believe, will never stand upright.

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm.

Hast. How ! wear the garland ? dost thou mean
the crown?

Cate. Ay, my good lord. [shoulders.

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my
Before I'll see the crown «o foul misplac'd.

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it?
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Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you
forward

Upon his party, for the gain thereof:

And, thereupon, he sends you this good news,

—

That, this same vey day, your enemies,

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret.

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news,
Because they have been still my adversaries :

But. that I'll give my voice on Richard's side,

To oar my master's heirs in true descent,

Crod knows, I will not do it, to the death.

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious

mind ! [hence,

—

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month
That they, who brought me in my master's hate,

I live to look upon their tragedy.

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,

I'll send some packing, that yet think not on't.

Gate. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord.

When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it.

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so 'twill do
With some men else, who think themselves as safe

As thou, and 1 ; svho, as thou know'st, are dear
To priucely Richard, and to Buckingham.

Cate.T\\e princes both make high account ofyou,

—

For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside.)

Hast. I know, they do ; and I have M'ell deserv'd it.

Enter Stanley.

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man ?

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided f

Stan. My lord, good morrow; and good morrow,
Catesby :

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,

I do not like these several councils, I.

Hast. My lord, I hold my Jife as dear as yours;
And never, in my life, I do protest,

Was it more precious to me than 'tis now

:

'J'hink you, but that I know our state secure,

I would be so triumphant as I am ?

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode
from London,

Were jocund, and suppos'd their s-tates were sure.

And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust;

But yet, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast.

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt

;

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward !

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent.

Hast. Come, come, have with you.— Wot you
what, my lord ?

To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear

their heads,

Than some, that have accus'd them, wear their hats

.

But come, my lord, let's away.

Enter a Pursuivant.

Hast. Go on before, I'll talk with this good
fellow. [Exeunt Stan, and Catesbij.

How now, sirrah ? how goes the world with thee ?

Purs. The better, that your lordship please to ask.

Hast. I tell thee, mun, 'tis better with me now,
Than when thou met'st me last where now we meet:
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen's allies

;

But now, 1 tell thee, (keep it to thyself,)

This day those enemies are put to death,

And I in better state than ere I was.
Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good content

!

Hast. Gramercy, fellaiv : There, drink that for

me. [T/irowinjj him /tis purse.)
Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant.

Enter a Priest.

Pr. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your
honour. [heart.

Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, with all my
1 am in your deb.t for your last exercise

;

Cotne the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

Enter Buckingham.

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham-
berlain ?

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest

;

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand.

Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
Tiie men you talk of came into my mind.

What, go you toward the Tower ? [there :

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay

I shall return before your lordship thence.

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there.

Buck, And supper too, although thou know'st it

not. [Aside.)

Come, will you go ?

Hast. I'll wait upon your lordship.

[
Exeunt.

Scene III.—Pomfret. Before the Castle.

Enter Ratcliff, with a guard, conducting RiVERS,
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution.

Bat. Come, bring forth the prisoners.

Biv. Sir Richard Ratclitf, let me tell thee this,

—

To day, shalt thou behold a subject die,

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty,

Grei/.Good keep the prince from all the pack ofyou!
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers.

Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this

hereafter.

Bat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out.

Biv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O, thou bloody piison.

Fatal and ominous to noble peers

!

Within the guilty closure of thy walls,

Richard the Second here was hack'd to death
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat.

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon our
heads.

When she exclaim'd on Hastings, you, and 1,

For standing by when Richard stabb'd her son.

Biv. Then curs'd she Hastings, then curs'd she

Buckingham,
Then curs'd she Richard :—O, remember, God,
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us !

And for my sister, and her princely sons,

—

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods,

Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt!

Bat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate.

Biv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let U3 here

embrace :

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Boom in the Tower.

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of
Ely, Catesby, Lovel, and others, sittirfg o' a
table: officers of the council atte.Hamg.

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause wl:y we are met
Is—to determine of the coronation :

In God's name, speak, when is the roval day ? !

Buck. \re all things ready for that royal time ?
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination,

F.bj. To-morrow then I judge a happy day.
Buck. Who knows the lord protector's minu

herein?

Who is most inward with the noble duke ?

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know
his mind. [hearts,

—

Buck. We know each other's faces : for, our
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ;

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine ;

—

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

Hast. I thank liis grace, I know he loves me well

;

But, for his purpose in the coronation,
J 'have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd
His gracious pleasure any vva>y therein :

But you, my noble lord, may name the time ;

And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice,

Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part.

t
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Enter Gloster.

Ely. In liappy time, here comes the duke himself.

Gto. My noble lords and cousins, all, good
morrow

:

I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust.

My absence doth neglect no great design.

Which by my presence might have been concluded.
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord,

VVilliam lord Hastings had pronounc'd your part,

—

I mean, your voice,—for crowning of the king.

Glo. Ihan my lord Hastings, no man might be
bolder;

Hia lordship knows me well, and loves me well.

—

My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn,
1 saw good strawberries in your garden there

;

I do beseech you, send for some of them.
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart,

[Exit Ely.

Qlo. Consin of Buckingham, a word with you.

[Takes him aside.)

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business

;

And finds the testy gentleman so hot.

That he will lose his head, ere give consent,
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms it.

Shall lose the royalty of England's throne.
Buck, Withdraw yourself awhile, I'll go with you.

[Exeunt Qloster and Buckingham.
Stan. VVe have not yet set down this day of

triumph.

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden,
For I myself am not so well provided,
As else I would be, were the day prolong'd.

Re-enter Bishop o/Elv.

Ely. Where is my lord protector? I have sent

For these strawberries, [morning

;

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this

There's some conceit or other likes him well,

"vVhen he doth bid good morrow with such spirit.

I think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom,
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he

;

For by his face straight shall you know his heart.

Stan. What of hi« heart perceive you in his face,

By any likelihood he shew'd to-day ?

Hast. Marry, that wth no man here he is

oflended

;

For, were he, lie had shovra it in his looks.

Be-enter Gloster and Buckingham.
Glo. 1 pray yon all. tell me what they deserve.

That do conspire my death with devilish plots

Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail'd
. Upon my body with their hellish charms ?

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord.

Makes me most forward in this noble presence
To doom the offenders : Whosoe'er they be,

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.
Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil,

Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up :

And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch.
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore,
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble

lord,

Glo. If! thou protector of tliis damned strumpet,
Talk'st thou to me of ifs ?—Thou art a traitor :

—

Off with his head ;—now, by saint Paul I swear,
I will not dine until I see the same.

—

Ijovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done
;

The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me,
\Exeu7~d Council, tvith Gloster and

Buckingham.
Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me

;

For 1, too fond, might have prevented this :

Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm
;

But I nisdain'd it, and did scorn to fly.

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,
Aud startled, when he look'd upon the Tower,
A» loath to bear me to the slaughter house.

O, now I want the priest that spake to me

:

I now repent I told the pursuivant.
As too triumphing, how mine enemies
To-day at Fomfret bloodily were butiher'd,
And I myself secure in grace and favour.
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head.

Gate. Despatch, my lord, the duke weald be at
dinner

;

Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head.
Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men,

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God !

Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks.
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast

;

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.
Lov. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to

exclaim. I

Hast. O, bloody Richard !—miserable England !

I prophesy the fearful'st time to thee.
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon.
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head

;

They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead.
[Exeunt.

Scene Y.—The same. The Tower Walls.

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, «'» rusty armour,
marvellous ill-favoured.

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change
thy colour ?

Murder thy breath in middle of a word,

—

And then again begin, and stop again,

4lS if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror .

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian
;

Speak, and look back, and pry on every side.

Tremble and start at waggingof a straw,
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks
Are at my service, like enforced smiles :

And both are ready in their offices,

At any time, to grace my stratagems.
But what, is Catesby gone ?

Glo. He is ; and see, hi brings the mayor along.

Enter the Lord Mayor and Cxtesby.
Buck. Let me alone to entertain him.— Lord

mayor,
Glo. Leek to the draw-bridge there.

Buck. Hark, hark ! a drum.
Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. [you,

—

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for

Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.

Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard
us I

Enter Lovel «mo?Ratcliff, ivithHastings's head.

Glo. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff, and
Lovel.

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor.

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings.

Glo. So dear 1 lov'd the man, that I must weep.

I took him for the plainest harmle s't creat-'.ire.

That breath'd upon the earth a christian;

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded

The history of all her secret thoughts :

So smooth he daub'd his vice with shew of virtue,

That, his apparent open guilt omitted,

—

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife,

—

He liv'd from all attainder of suspect. [traitor

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st shelterVl

That ever liv'd.—Look you, my lord mayor.

Would you imagine, or almost believe,

(Were't not, that by great preservation

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor

This day had plotted, in the council-house.

To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster?

May. What ! had he so ?

Glo. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidels ?

Or that we would, against the form of law.

Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death;

But that the extreme peril of the case.

The peace of England, and our persons' safety.
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Enforc'd ns to this execution ?

May. Now, fair befal you ! he deserv'd his death

;

And your good graces both have well proceeded.

To warn false traitors from the like attempts.

I never look'd for better at his iiands,

After he once fell in with mistress Shore.

Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he should die,

Until your lordship came to see his end
;

Which now the loving haste of these our friends,

Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented :

Because, my lord, we would have had yoii heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess

The manner and the purpose of his treasons
;

That you might well have signified the same
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death.

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word shall

serve,

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak :

And do not doubt, right noble princes both.

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your just proceedings in this case.

Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship here.

To avoid the censures of the carping world.

Buck. But since you came too late of our intent.

Yet witness what you hear we did intend :

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.

[Exit Lord Mayor.
Glo. Go, after, after, cou.sin Buckingham.

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post :

—

There, at your meetest vantage of the time,

Infer the bastardy of Edward's children :

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen,

.

Only for saying—he would make his son

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house.

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so.

IMoreover, urge his hateful luxury,

And bestial appetite in change of lust; [vdves,

Which sfretch'd unto their servants, daughters.

Even where his raging eye, or savage heart.

Without controul, listed to make his prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near ray person :

—

Tell them, when tliat my motlier went with child

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York,
My princely father, then had wars in France

;

And, by just computation of the time.

Found, that the issue was not his begot

;

Which well appeared in his lineaments.

Being nothing like the noble duke my father:

Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far olf

;

Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives.

Buck. Doubt not. my lord : I'll play the orator,

As if the golden fee, for which I plead.

Were f()r myself: and so, my lord, adieu.

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's
castle

;

Where you shall find me well accompanied,
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops.

Buck. I go : and, towards three or four o'clock,

Look for the news that the Guildhall allbrds.

[Exit Buckivgkam.
Glo. Go, Lovel,with all speed to Doctor Shaw,

—

Go thou {to Cat.) to friar Penker ;—bid them both

Meet me, within tiiis hour, at B.Tvnard's castle.

[Exeunt hovel and Cateshy.
Now will I in, to take some privy order

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight

;

And to give notice, that no manner of person

Have, any time, recourse unto the prince.s. [Exit.

Scene VI.

—

A Street.

Enter a Scrivener.

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord

Hastings
;

Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd,

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's

And mark how well the sequel hangs together:

—

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over.

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me

;

The precedent was full as long a doing

:

And yet within these five lionrs Hastings liv'd.

Untainted, unexarain'd, free, at liberty.

Here's a good world the while !—Wlio is so gross.

That camiot see this palpable device ?

Yet who so bold, but says—he sees it not ?

Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought.

When such bad dealing must be seen in thought.

[Exit.

Scene VII.

—

The same. Court of Baynard's
Castle.

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting.

Glo. How now, how now ? what say the citizens ?

Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum ; say not a word.

Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's child

ren?
Buck. I did ; with his contract with Lady Lacy,

And his contract by deputy in France :

The insatiate greedines of his desires.

And his enforcement of the city wives;
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy,

—

As being got, your father then in France ;

And his resemblance, being not like the duke.

Withal, I did infer your lineaments.

Being the right idea of your father.

Both in your form and nobleness of mind ;

Laid open all your victories in Scotland,

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility :

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose,

Untouch'd, or slightly handled, in discourse.

And, when my oratoi-y grew to an end,

I bade them, that did love their country's good.

Cry—Gorf save Richard, England's royal king !

Glo. And did they so ? [word ;

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a

But, like dumb statuas, or breathless stones,

Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale.

Which when I saw, I reprehended them
;

And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful silence :

His answer was—the people were not us'd

To be spoke to, but by the recorder.

Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again ;

—

T/tus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferred.

But nothing spoke in warrant from himself

When he had done, some followers of mine own.
At lower end o'the hall, hurl'd up their caps.

And some ten voices cried, God save king Richard'.

And thus I took the vantage of those few,

—

Thanks, gentle citizens, andfriends, quoth I

;

This general applause, and cheerful shout,

Argues your wisdom and your love to Richard:
And eve<> here brake off, and came away.

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they; Would
they not speak ?

Will not the mayor then, and his brethen, conie ?

Buck. The mayor is here at hand; intend iome fear

;

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit:

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord :

For on that ground 1 11 make a holy descant

:

And be not easily won to our requests
;

Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it.

Glo. I go ;
And if you plead as well for them.

As I can say nay to thee for myself.

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue.

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor
knocks. [Exit Gloster.

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens-

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here •

I think, the duke will not be spoke \.'ithal.

—

Enttr.from the Castle, Catesby.

Now, Catesby I what says your lord to my request ?

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, ray noble lord.

To visit him to-mon-ow, or next day

:

He is within, with two right reverend fathers,

Dinnely bent to meditation

;



SCEKK 6. KING RICHARD III. 477

And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd,
To draw hira from his holy exercise.

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke
;

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen,
In deep designs, in matter of great moment,
No less importing than our general good.
Are come to have some conference with his grace.

Cate. I'll signify so much unto him straight.

[Exit.

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Ed-
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, [ward !

But on his knees at meditation
Not dallying with a brace of courtesans.

But meditating with two deep divines

;

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul

:

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof:

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne'er win him to it.

Alay. Alairy, God defend, his grace should say

us nay ! [again ;

—

Buck. I fear, he will : Here Catesby comes

Re-enter Catesby.

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ?

Cate. He wonders to what end you have assembled
Such troops of citizens to come to him.
His grace nut being warn'd thereof before.
He fears, ray lord, you mean nogoot to him.
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should

Suspect me, that I mean no good to him:
By heaven, we come to hiin in perfect love;
And so once more return and tell his grace.

[Exit Catesbtj.

WTien holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence

;

So sweet is zealous contemplation.

Enter Gloster, in a gallery above, between two
Bishops. Catessy returns.

May. See where' his grace stands 'tween two
clergymen

!

Buck. Two props of virtue for a christian prince.

To stay him from the fall of vanity :

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand;
True ornaments to know a holy man.

—

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince.

Lend favourable ear to our requests

;

And pardon us the interruption •
Of thy devotion, and right-christan zeal.

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology
;

I rather do beseech you pardon me.
Who, earnest in the service of my God,
Neglect the visitation of my friends.

But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure ?

Buck. E\en that, I hope, which pleaseth God
above.

And all good men of this ungovem'd isle.

Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence.

That seems disgracious in the city's eye ;

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
Buck. You have, ray lord; Would it might

please your grace,

On our entreaties to amend your fault

!

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian
land ? [sign

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you re-

The supreme seat, the throne majestical.

The acepter'd office of your ancestors.

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth.

The lineal glory of your royal house.
To the coiTuption of a blemish'd stock:
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,
rVVhich here we waken to our country's good,)
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs

;

Her face defac'd with scars of infamy.
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion.
Which to recure, we heaiftily solicit

Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land :

Not as protector, steward, substitute.
Or lowly factor for another's gain :

But as successively, from blood to blood,
\ our right of birth, your enipery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens,

'i our very worshipful and loving friends.
And by their vehement instigation,

In this just suit come 1 to niov e your grace.
Glo. I canuot tell, if to depart in silence.

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof.
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition

:

If, not to answer,—you might haply think.

Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden j'oke of sovereignty.
Which fondly you would here impose on me ;

If to reprove you for this suit of yours.
So season'd with your faithful love to me.
Then, on the other side, I check 'd my friends.

Therefore,—to speak, and to avoid the first;

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last,

—

JJefinitively thus I answer you.
Your love deserves my thanks ; but my dqsert
Unmeritable, shuns your high request.

First, if all obstacles were cut away,
And that my path were even to the crown,
As the ripe revenue and due of birth

;

Yet so much to my poverty of spirit,

So mighty, and so many, my defects,

That 1 would rather hide me from iny greatness,

—

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,

—

Than in my greatness covet to be hid.

And in the vapour of my glory smother'd.
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me;
(And much I need to help you, if need were ;)

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

VV^hich, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time.
Will well become the seat of majesty.
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.

On him I lay what you would lay on me.
The right and fortune of his happy stars,

—

Which, God defend, that I should wring from him.
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your

grace;
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial,

All circumstances well considered.

You say, that Edward is your brother's son ;

So say we too, but not by Edward's wife :

For first he was contract to lady Lucy,
Your mother lives a witness to his vow

;

And afterwards by substitute betroth'd

To Bona, sister to the king of France.
These both put by, a poor petitioner,

A care-craz'd mother to a many sons,

A beauty-waning and distressed widow.
Even in the afternoon of her best days.

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye,
^

Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts

To base declension and loath'd bigamy :

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got

This Edward, whom our manners call—the prince.

More bitterly could I expostulate.

Save that, for reverence to some alive,

I give a sparing limit to my tongue.

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self

This profter'd benefit of dignity

:

If not to bless us aud the land withal.

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry

From the corruption of abusing time.

Unto a lineal true-derived course. _ [you.

May. Do, good my lord ;
your citizens entreat

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this profter'd love.

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful

suit.

Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me?
I am unfit for state aud majesty :—
I do beseech you, take it not amiss :

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you.

Buck. If you refuse it,—as in love and zeal.
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Fjoath to depose the child, yonr brother's son
;

As well we know your tenderness of heart.

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse.

Which we have noted in you to your kindred.

And equally, indeed, to all estates,

—

Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no,

Your brother's son shall never reign our king
;

Rut we will plant some other in your throne,

To the disgrace and downfall of your house.

And, in this resolution, here we leave you;

—

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more.
[Exeunt Buckinyham and Citizens.

Cafe. Call them again, sweet prince^ accept their

suit:

If you deny them, all the land will roe it.

G/o. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ?

Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone.

But penetrable to your kind entreaties,

[Exit Cateshj.
Albeit against ray conscience and my soul.

Re-enter Buckingh.4JVI, and the rest.

Cousin of Buckingham,—and sage, grave men,

—

Since you will buckle fortune on my back.
To bear her burden, wh'er I will, or no,

I must have patience to endure the load :

But if black scandal, or foul fac'd reproach.
Attend the secjuel of yonr imposition.

Your mere enforcement shall actjnittance me
From all the impure blots and stains thereof;

For God he knows, and you may partly see,

How far I am from the desire of this. [say it.

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth.

Buck. Then 1 salute you with this royal title,

—

Long live king Richard, England's worthy king !

All. Amen.
B;(c^-.To-morrow may it please you to be crown'd ?

Glo. Even when you please, since you will have
it so. [grace

;

Buck. To - morrow then we will attend your
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again :

—

{To the Bishops.)
Farewell, good cousin ;—farewell, gentle friends.

[Exeunt'

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Before the Toiver.

Enter, on one side, Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of
York, and Marquis of Dorset ; on the other,
Anne, Duchess of Gloster, leading Lady
Margaret Plantagenet, Clarences young
daughter.

Duch. Who meets us here?—my niece Planta-
genet

Led in the hand by her kind aunt of Gloster?
Now, for my life, she's wand'riug to tlie Tower,
Ou pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince.

—

Daughter, well met.

Anne. God give your graces both
A happy and a joyful time of day I

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister ! Whither
away ? [guess,

Anne. No further than the Tower ; and, as I

Upon the like devotion as yourselves.

To gratulate the gentle princes there. [gether :

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks ; we'll enter all to-

Enter Brakenbury.

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes.

—

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave.

How doth the prince, and my young son of York?
Brak. Right well, dear madam : By your pa-

I may not suffer you to visit them
; [tience,

The king hath strictly charg'd the contrary.

Q. Eliz. The king ! who'.s that ?

Brak. I mean, the lord protector.

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly
title!

Hath he set bounds between tlieir love, and me ?

I am their mother, who shall bar me from them ?

Duch. I am their father's mother, I will see them,

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their

mother :

Then bring me to their sights ; I'll bear thy blame.
And take thy office from thee, on thy peril.

Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so
; ,

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
[Exit Brakenbtcry.

Enter Stanley.

iSfan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence,
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother.
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.

—

Come, madam, you must straight to Westminstef.
{To the Duchess of Gloster.)

There to be crowned Richard's royal queen.

Q. Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder

!

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat.

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news.
Anne. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news !

Dor. Be of good cheer:—Mother, how fares

your grace c [gone.

Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee

Death and destruction dog thee at the heels

;

Thy mother's name is ominous to children

:

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell.

Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house.

Lest thou increase the number of the dead;
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse,

—

Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen.

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel,

madam :

—

Take all the swift advantage of the hours:
You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet j-ou on the way :

Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay.
Duch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery !

O my accursed womb, the bed of death
;

A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world.
Whose uuavoided eye is murderous!
Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was sent.

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.

—

O, would to God, that the inclusive verge
Of golden metal, that must round my brow,
V^ere red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain

!

Anoir#ed let me be with deadly venom
;

And die, ere men can say—God save the queen

!

Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory
;

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm.
A7ine. No ! why ?—When he, that is my hus-

band now.
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse ; [handj,

When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his

Which issu'd from my other angel hush'iud,

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow'd
;

O, when, I .'ray, I look'd on Richard's face.

This was my wish,— Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd,
For inaking me, so young, so old a widow !

And, when thou ived'st, let sorrow liaunt thy bed;
And be thy vjife (if any be so mad)
More tniserable by the life of thee,
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death \

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,
Even in so short a space, my woman's heart
Grossly grew captive to his honey words,
And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse :

Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest

;

For never yet one hour in his bed
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep,
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd.
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick,
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu ; I-pity thy complaining.
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn tor

yours.

Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory !

Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave of i!

!
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Duch. Go thou to Richmond, aud good fortune

guide thee! {To Dorset-)

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !

—

{To Anne.)

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess

•thee! {To Q. Elizabeth.)

I to my grave, where peace and rest he with me !

Eij^hty odd years of sorrow have I seen,

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen.

Q. Eliz. Stay yet ; look back, with me, unto the

Tower.

—

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, »

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls !

Rough cradle for such little pretty ones !

Rude ragged nurse ! old sullen play-fellow

For tender princes, use my babies well

!

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell.

[Exeimi.

Scene II.

—

A Room of State^ in the Palace.

Flourish of troumpets. Richard, as King ?ipon

his throne; Buckingham, Catksby, a Page,
and others.

K. Rich. Stand all apart.—Cousin of Bucbing-
Buck. My gracious sovereign. [ham,

—

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy

advice.

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated :

—

Hut shall we wear these glories for a day ?

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ?

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them last I

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the

touch.

To try if thou be current gold, indeed :

—

Voung Edward lives ;—Think now what I would
speak.

Buck. Say on, my loving lord. iking.

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege.

K. Rich. Ha ! am I king ? 'Tis so : but Edward
Buck. True, noble prince. [lives.

K. Rich. O bitter consquence.
That Edward still should live,—true, noble prince!

—

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull :—
Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead

;

And I would have it suddenly perform'd.

What say'st thou now? speak suddenly, be brief.

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art al' ice, thy kindness

freezes

:

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die ?

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause.

Before I positively speak in this: [dear lord,

1 will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit.

Cute. The king is angry; see, he gnaws his lip.

{Aside.)

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools,

{Descends from his throne.)

And unrespective boys ; none are for me.
That look into me with considerate eyes ;

—

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.

—

Boy,—
Paae. My lord, [ing gold
K. Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupt-

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death?
Page. I know a discontented gentleman.

Whose humble means match not his haughty mind :

Gold werft as good as twenty orators.

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.

K. Rich. What is his name ?

Paoe. His name, my lord, is—Tyrrel.
K.Rich. I partly know the man; Go. c;ill him

hither, boy.— [Exit Paye.
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels

:

Hath he so long held out with me untir'd.
And stops he now for breath ?—well, be it so.

—

Enier Stanley.
How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ?

Stayi. Know, my loving lord,

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled

To Richmond, in the parts where he abides.

K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby , rumour is abror.d.

That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick;

I will take order for her keeping close.

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman.
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence' daughter;

—

The boy is foolish, and I fear not hint.

—

Look, how thou dream'st !^—I say again, give out.

That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die :

About it ; for it stands me much upon.
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damaare me.

—

[Exit Catesby.
I must be married to ray brother's daughter,
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass.

Murder her brothers, and then marry her !

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in

So far in blood, that sin will pluck ou sin.

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

—

Reenter Page, with Tyrrel.

Is thy name Tyrrel ? [jerf.

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient sub-
' K. Rich. Art tliou, indeed ?

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord.

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of
mine ? [mies.

Tyr. Please you; but I had rather kill two ene-
K. Rich. Why, then thou hast it; two deep

enemies.
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers.

Are they tiiat I would have thee deal upon ;

Tyrrel, 1 mean those bastards in the Tower.
Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them,

And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them.
. K. Rich. Thou sing'st sweet music. Haik, come

hither, Tyrrel

;

Go, by this token :—Rise, and lend thine ear

:

(Whispers.)
There is no more but so :—Say, it is done.
And I will love thee^ and prefer thee for it.

Tyr. I will despatch it straight. [Exit.

Re-enter Buckingham.

Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind
The late demand that you did sound me in.

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to

Richmond.
Buck. I hear the news, my lord.

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son:—Well,
look to it. [raise.

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, ray doe by pro-

For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd;
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables.
Which you have promised I shall possess.

K, Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. [quest?

Buck. What says your highness to my just re-

K. Rich. I do remember me,—Henry the Sixth

Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king.

When Richmond was a little peevish boy.

A king !—perhaps

—

Buck. My lord,

—

[that time,

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at

Have told me, I being by, that 1 should kill him ?

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,

—

K.Rich. Richmond!—When last I was at Eieter,

The mayor in courtesy shew'd me the castle,

And call'd it—Rouge-mont: at which name, I

started

;

Because a bard of Ireland told me once,

I should not live long after I saw Richmond.
Buck. My lord,—
K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ?

Buck. I am thus bold

To put your gn:«ce in mind ofwhat you promis'd me.
K. Rich. Well, but what is't o'clock ?

Buck. Upon the stroke

Of ten.

K. Rich. Well, let it strike.
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Buck. .
Why, let it strike ?

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st

the stroke

Betvvist thy begging and my meditation.

I am not in the giving vein to-day. [no.

Buck. W^hy, then resolve me whe'r yon will, or

K. Bich. Thou troublest me ; lam not in the vein,

XExeunt Kilty Richardand Train.

Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep service

With such contempt ? made I him king for this ?

O, let ine think on Hastings ; and be gone

To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The same.

Enter Tyrrel.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodly act is done ;

The most arch deed of piteous massacre.

That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn

To do this piece of ruthless butchery,

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs,

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion.

Wept like two children, in their death's sad story.

thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,—
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another
Within their alabaster innocent arms

:

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk,

Which, in their summer beautij, kiss'd each other.

A book ofprayers on their pillotv lay ; [mind;
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chang'd my
But, 0, the devil—there the villain stopp'd

;

When Dighton thus told on,

—

ive smothered
The most replenished sweet work of nature.

That, from the prime creation, e'er shefranid.—
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse.

They could not speak ; and so I left them both.

To bear this tidings to the bloody king.

Enter King Richard.

And here he comes :—All health, my sovereign lord !

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy news ?

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happiness, be happy then,

For it is done.

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead ?

Ti/r. I did, ray lord.

^. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ?

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them

;

But where, to say the truth, I do not know.
K. Rich.Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper,

When thou shall tell the process of their death.

Mean time, but think how I may do thee good.

And be inheritor of thy desire.

Farewell, till then.

Tyr. 1 humbly take my leave. [Exit.

K. Rich, The son of Clarence have I penn'd up
close

;

His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage
;

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom.
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.

Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter,

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown,
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Catesby.

Cate. My lord,—
K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'st in

so bluntly? [mond

;

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Rich-
And Buckingham, bacL'd with the hardy Welshmen,
Is in the field, and still his power increaseth.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more
near.

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength.

Come,—I have learn'd, that fearful commenting
Is leaden servitor to dull delay

;

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary :

Then fiery expedition be my wing,
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king !

Go, muster men : My connsol is my shield
;

We must be brief, when trsdtors brave the field.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Before the Palace.

Enter Queen Margaret.* •

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow.
And drop into the rotten mouth of death.

Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd.

To watch the waning of mine enemies.

A dire induction am I w^tness to.

And will to France ; hoping, the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes
here ?

Enter Queen Elizabeth andthe Duchess ofYork.

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets

!

If yet yonr gentle souls fly in the air.

And be not fix'd in doom perpetual.

Hover about me with your airy wings,

And hear your mother's lamentation I

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right

Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night.

Duch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice.

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute,

—

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. [lambs,

Q. Elis. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf?
Wheu didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ?

Q. Mar.When holy Harry died, and my sweet son.

Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living

ghost, [usurp'd,

Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life

Brief abstract and record of tedious days.

Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth,

fSitting down.)
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood !

Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou would'st as soon afford a
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat; [grave,

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here

!

Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ?

[Sitting down by her.)

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent,

Give mine the benefit of seniory.

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
Ifsorrow can admit society,

{Sitting doitfiiwith them.)

Tell o'er yonr woes again by viewing mine :

—

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him
;

I had a husband, till a Richard kill'd him.

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him.

Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill

him

;

I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him.

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard
kill'd him.

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death :

That dog, that had his teeth before bis eyes.
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood

;

That foul defacer of God's handy-work

;

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth,

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.

—

O upright, just, and true-disposing God,
How do I thank thee, tiiat this carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his mother's body.
And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan !

Duch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes
;

God witness with me, I have wept for thine.

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge.

And now I cloy me with beholding it.

'i'hy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward
'I'hy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward

,

Young York he is but boot, because both they
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Match not the high perfection of my loss.

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd ray Edward

;

And the beholders of this tragic play.

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,
Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves.

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer;

Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls,

And send them thither ; But at hand, at hand.
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end.
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray.
To have him suddenly convey'd from hence :

—

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray.
That I may live to say, The dog is dead I [come,

Q. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would
That I should wish for thee to help me curse
That bottled spider, that foul buuch-back'd toad.

Q. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourish of ray

fortune

;

I call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen
j

The presentation of but what I was.
The flattering index of a direful pageant,
One heav'd a high, to be hurl'd down below

:

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes
;

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag,

To be the aim of every dangerous shot;

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble
;A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ?

Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ?

Who sues, and kueels, and says—God save the
queen ?

Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ?

Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ?

Decline all this, and see what novv thou art.

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ;

For joyful mother, one that wails the name

;

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues;

For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care .

For one that scorn'd at me, now scorn'd of me
;

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one
;

For one commanding all, obey'd of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about,
And left thee but a very prey to time

;

Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didst usurp my place. And dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ?

"Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke;
From which even here I slip my .vearied head.
And leave the burden of it all on thee.

Farewell, York's wife,—and queen of sad mis-
chance,

—

These English woes shall make me smile in France.
Q. Eliz. O thou well skill'd in curses, stay a while.

And teach me how to curse mine enemies.
Q.Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the

Compare dead happiness with living woe

;

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were.
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is

:

Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse
;

Revolving tiiis will teach thee how to curse.

Q. Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them
with thine I

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and
pierce like mine. [Exit.

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words?
Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes.

Airy succeeders of intestate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries !

Let them have scope ; though what they do impart
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart.
Duch. If so, then be not tongue-ty'd : go with me,

And in the breath of bitter words let's smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons sjuolher'd.

{Drum tvithin.)
I hear his drum,—be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Richard, and his Train, marchinij.

K. Rick. Who intercepts me in my expedition?

Duc/i. O, she, that might have intercepted thee
By strangling thee in her accursed womb,
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done.

Q. Eliz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden
crown.

Where should be branded, if that right were right,
The slaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown.
And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers?
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ?
Duck. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother

Clarence ?

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? [Grey
Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan,
Duck. Where is kind Hastings ? [drums !

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets !—strike alarums.
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the lord's anointed : Strike, I say.—

{Flourish. Alarums.)
Either be patient, and entreat me fair.

Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.
Duch. Art thou my son ? [self
K. Rick. Ay ; I thank God, ray father, and your-
,Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K. Rick. Madam, I have a touch of your condition.

That cannot brook the accent of reproof
Duch. O, let me speak.
K. Rich. Do, then ; but I'll not hear.
Duck. I will be mild and gentle in my words.
K. Rick. And brief, good mother; for I am in

haste.

Duck. Art thou so hasty ? I have staid for thee,
God knows, in torment and in agony.
K. Rick. And came I not at last to comfort you ?
Duck. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well.

Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell.
A grievous burden was thy birth to me

;

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy

;

[rions
,

Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and fu-
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous

;Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloodv,
-More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred"

:

What comfortable hour can'st thou name,
That ever grac'd me in thy company.
K. Rick. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that

call'd your grace
To breakfast once, forth ofmy company.
If I be so disgracious in your sight,

Let me march on, and not offend you, m^dara.

—

Strike up the drum.
Duck. I pr'ythee, hear me speak.
K. Rick. You speak too bitterly.

Duck. Hear me a word
;

For I shall never speak to thee again.

K. Rich. So. [dinance,

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God's just or-

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror:
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish,

And never look upon thy face again.

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse

;

Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more,

Than all the complete armour that thou wear'.st

!

My prayers on the adverse party fight;

And there the little souls of Edward's children

Whisper the spirits of thine enemies.

And promise them success and victory.

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end

;

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend.

[Exif,

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less

spirit to curse

A'oides in me ; I say amen to her. {Going.)

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word with
you.

Q. Elis. I have no more sons of the royal blood.

For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,

—

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens;
And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd—Elizabeth,

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.

Hh
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Q. Eliz. And raufit she die for this? O, let her live.

And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty

;

SInnder myself', as false to Edward's bed
;

Throw over her the veil of infamy :

So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter,

I will confess she was not Edward's daughter.

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal

blood.

Q. Eliz. To save her life, I'll say—she is not so.

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth.

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers.

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were
opposite. [trary.

Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were con-
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny.

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny

.

My babes were destin'd to a fairer death.
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life.

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my
cousins. [cozen'd

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts,

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction :

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt,

Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart.
To revel iu the entrails of my lambs.
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes

;

And I, in such a desperate bay of death.

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft.

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.
K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise.

And dangerous success of bloody wars,
As I intend more good to you and yours.
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd !

Q. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face of

heaven,
To be discover'd that can do rae good?
K. Rich. The advancement of your children,

gentle lady.

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their

heads ?

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune.

The high imperial type of this earth's glory.

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it

;

Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour,
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ?

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all,

Will I withal endow a child of tiiine
;

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs.
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee.

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy

kindness
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date.

K. RicJi. Then know, that from my soul, I love

thy daughter. [soul.

Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her

K.Rich. What do you think?

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, from
thy soul :

So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her brothers

;

And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it.

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning

:

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter.

And do intend to make her queen of England.

Q. Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be

her king ?

K. Rich. Even he, that makes her qneen ; Who
else should be ?

Q. Eliz. What, thou ?

K. Rich. Even so : What think you
of it, madam ?

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her?
K. Rich. That would I learn of you,

As one being best acquainted with her humour.

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ?

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her
brothers,

A pah- of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave,

Edward, and York ; then, haply, will she weep

:

Therefore present to her,—as sometime Margaret
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood,

—

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain

The purple sap from her sweet brother's body,
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal.

If this inducement move her not to love,

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds

;

Tell her, thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence,

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake,

Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne.
K. Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not the

way
To win your daughter.
K Eliz. There is no other way

;

Unless thou could'st put on some other shape,

And not be Richard that hath done all this.

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her ?

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but

have thee,

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.

K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now
amended

:

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes.
Which after-hours give leisure to repent.

If I did take the kingdom from your sons.

To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter.

If I have kill'd the issue of your womb.
To quicken your increase, I will beget

Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter.

A grandam's name is little less in love,

Than is the doting title of a mother;
They are as children, but one step below,

Even of your mettle, of your very blood ;

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth,

But mine shall be a comfort to your age.

The loss, you have, is but—a sun being king,

And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen.

I cannot make you what amends I would.
Therefore accept such kindness as I can.

Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul.

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil,

This fair alliance quickly shall call home
To high promotions and great dignity :

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter,— wife,

FamiHarly shall call thy Dorset—brother;

Again shall you be mother to a king,

And all the ruins of distressful times

Repair'd wth double riches of content
What .' we have many goodly days to see :

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed,

Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl

;

Advantaging their loan, with interest

Often-times-double gain of happiness.
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go;
Make bold her bashful years with your experience

;

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale
;

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame
Of golden sov'reignty ; acquaint the princess

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys :

And when this arm of mine hath chastised
The petty rebel, dull-braiu'd Buckingham,
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come.
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed

;

To whom I will retail my conquest won.
And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's Caesar.

Q. Eliz. What were 1 best to say? her father's

brother

Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncle?
Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles ?

Under what title shall I woo for thee.

That God, the law, my honour, and her love.

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ?

K. Rick. Infer fair England's peace by this

alliance.
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Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still last-

ing war.

K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command,
entreats. [King forbids.

Q. Eliz. That at her hands, which the king's

K. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty

queen.

Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth.

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly.

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever, last?

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end.

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life

last? - [ens it.

K. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, leugth-

Q. Eliz. And long as hell, and Richard, likes of it.

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject

low. [sov'reignty.

p. Eliz. But she, your subject, loaths such

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plainly

told. [tale.

K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving

Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style.

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow, and too

quick.

Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and
dead ;

—

T.

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves.

K, Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that

is past. [break.

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings

K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and
my crown,

—

[nsurp'd.

Q. Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour'd, and tlie third

K. Rich. I swear.

Q. Eliz, By nothing ; for this is no oath.

Thy George, profan'd, hath lost his holy honour;

Thy garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue
;

Thy crown, usurp 'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory :

If something thou would'st swear to be believ'd.

Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong'd.

K. Rich. Now by the world,

—

Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs.

K. Rich. My father's death,—
Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour'd.

K. Rich. Then, by myself,

—

Q Eliz. Thyself is self-misus'd.

K. Rich. Why then, by God,—
Q. Eliz. God's wrong is most of all.

If thou had'st fear'd to break an oath by him,

The unity, the king thy brother made.
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain.

If thou had'st fear'd to break an oath by him.

The imperial metal, circling now thy head.

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child
;

And both the princes had been breathing here.

Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust.

Thy broken faith hath made a prey lor worms.
What canst thou swear by now ?

K. Rich. By the time to come.

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time o'er-

For I myself have many tears to wash [past;

Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee.

The children live, whose parents thou hast slaugh-

ter'd,

Ungovern'd youth,to wail it in their age :

The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher'd,

Old Darren plants, to wail it with their age.

Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast

Misus'd ere used, by times ill-us'd o'er past.

K.'Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent

!

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound !

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours !

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night thy rest

!

Be opposite all planets of good luck
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love.

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter !

In her consists my happiness, and thine

;

Without her, follows to myself, and thee,
Herself, the land, and many a christian soul.

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay:
It cannot be avoided, but by this ;

It will not be avoided, but by this.

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,)

Be the attorney of my love to her. -••

Plead what I will be, not what I have been

;

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve :

Urge the necessity and state of times.

And be not peevish found in great designs.

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted by the devil thus ?

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good.
Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself, to be myself?
K. Rich. Ay, if your self's remembrance wrong

yourself.

Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children.

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury
them:

Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ?

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.
' Q. Eliz. I go.—Write to me very shortly,

And you shall understand from me her mind.
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss, and so

farewell.

{Kissing her.) [Exit Queen Elizabeth.
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing—woman !

How now? what news?

Enter Ratcliff; Catt,sby following.

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore

Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm'd, and unresolv'd to beat them back :

Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral

;

And there they hull, expecting but the aid

Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore.

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke
of Norfolk:—

Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby ; where is he ?

Cate. Here, my good lord.

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke.

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste.

K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salisbury;

When thou com'st thither,—Dull unmindful villain,

{To Catesby.)

Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke ?

Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness'

pleasure.

What from your grace I shall deliver to Mm.
K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby ;—Bid him levy

straight

The greatest strength and power he can make.

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

Cate. I go. [Exit.

Rat. What, may it place you, shall I do at Sa-

lisbury?

K. Rich. Why, what would'st thou do there, be-

fore I go ?

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before.

Enter Stanley.

K. Rich. My mind is chang'd.—Stanley, what
news with you ?

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with

the hearing:

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported.

K.Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad I

What need'st thou run so many miles about,

When thou niay'st tell thy tale the nearest way ?

Once more, what news?
Stan. Richmond is on the seas.

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas ou

him

!

White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there r

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, butbyguess-

K. Rich. Well, as you guess *

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset. Buckmgham, an^

Morton,
Hh*
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Hft makes for England, here to claim the crown.

K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the sword un-

sway'd V

Is the king dead? the empire unpossess'd?

What heir of York is there alive, but we ?

And who is England's king, but great York's heir?

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas?

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess.

K. Bich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege.

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes.

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Stan. No, mighty liege, tlierefore mistrust me
not. [back ?

K. Rich, Where is thy power then, to beat him
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers?

Are they not now upon the western shore,

Safe-couducting the rebels from their ships?

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the

north. [the north,

K. Rich. Cold friends to me : What do they in

When they should serve their sovereign in the west?
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty

king :

Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave,

I'll muster up my friends; and meet your grace.

Where, and what time, your majesty shall please.

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join

with Richmond :

I will not trust you, sir.

Stan. Most mighty sovereign.

You have uo cause to hold my friendship doubtful

;

I never was, nor never will be false.

K. Rich. Well, go, muster men. But, hear you,

leave behind
Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm.

Or else his head's assurance is but frail.

Stan, So deal with him, as I prove true to you.

[Exit Stanley.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire,

As I by friends am well advertised.

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate,

Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother,

With many more confederates, are in arms.

Enter another Messenger.

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are

in arms;
And every hour more competitors

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong.

Enter another Messenger.

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Bucking-
ham

—

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs of
death ? {He strikes him.)

There, take tliou that, till thou bring better news.
3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majestj-.

Is,—that, by sudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd;

And he himself wander'd away alone.

No man knows whither.

K. Rich. O, I cry yon mercy :

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine.

Hath any weJl-advised friend proclaim'd
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? [liege.

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, my

Enter another Messenger.

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis
Dorset,

"Tis said, my Hege, in Yorkshire are in arms.
But this good comfort bring I to your highness,

—

The Brefcigne navy is dispers'd by tempest ij

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat
Unto the shore, to ask (hose on th:^ banks.
If they were his assistants, yea, or no;
Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham

.

Upon his party : he, mistrusting them,

Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bretagne.

K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up iu

arms

;

If not to fight with foreign enemies.

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Enter Catesby.

Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken.

That is the best news ; That the earl of Richmond
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford,

Is colder news, but yet they must be told.

K, Rich. Away towards Salisbury ; while we
reason here, '

A royal battle might be won and lost :

—

Some one take order, Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury ;—the rest march on with me. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Lord Stanley's House.

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Ursvvick.

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from
me :

—

That, in the sty of this most bloody boar.

My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold;
If I revolt, off goes young George's head

;

The fear of that withholds my present aid.

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now?
Chris, At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, ia

Wales.
Stan. What men of name resort to him ?

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier

;

Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley;

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt,

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew
;

And many other of great fame and worth :

And towards London do they bend their course,

If by the way they be not fought withal.

Stan, Well, hie thee to thy lord; commend me
to him

;

Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented
He shall espouse Ehzabeth her daughter.
These letters will resolve him of my mind.
Farewell. {Gives papers to Sir Christopher.)

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Salisbury. An open Place.

Enter the Sheriff, and Guard, with Buckingham,
led to execution.

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with
him ?

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient.

Buck, Hastings, and Edward's children. Rivers,
Grey,

Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward,"
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried
By underhand corrupted foul injustice;

If that your moody discontented souls
Do through the clouds behold this piisent hour.
Even for revenge mock my destruction!

—

This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not ?

Sher It is, my lord. [doomsday.
Buck. Why, then All-Soul's day is my body's

This is the day, which, in king Edward's time,
I wish'd might fall ou me, when I was found
False to his children, or his wife's allies :

This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall

By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ;

This, this, All-Souls' day to my fearful soul,

Is the deterrain'd respite of my wrongs.
That high All-seer which I dallied with.
Hath turned my feigned prayer on my head,
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest.

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms :

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck,

—

When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with
sorrotv.

Remember Margaret was a prophetess.—
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame

;
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Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of

blame. [Exeunt Bucking/iam, §fc.

Scene II.

—

Plain near Tamwortk.

Enter, with drum and colours, Richmond, Ox-
ford, Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert,
and others, ivith Forces marching.

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving

friends,

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny.

Thus far into the bowels of the land

Have we march'd on without impediment
;

And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar,

That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines,

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his

trough
In your embowell'd bosoms, this foul swine
Lies now even in the centre of this isle.

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn :

From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march.
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends.

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace
By this one bloody trial of sharp war.

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand
To fight against that bloody homicide. [swords.
Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us.

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends

for fear

;

Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him.
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's

name, march :

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings,

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Bosworth Field.

Enter King Richard, and Forces ; the Duke of
Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others.

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bos-

worth field.

—

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ?

Siir. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.

K. l?/c^ My lord of Norfolk,—
Nor. Here, most gracious liege.

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha

!

must we not ?

Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord.

K. Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to-

night;

[Soldiers begin to set up the King's tent.)

But where, to-morrow ?—Well, all's one for that.

—

Who hath descried the number of the traitors ?

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power.

K. Rich. Wh}', our battalia trebles that account

:

Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength.

Which they upon the adverse faction want.

Up with the tent.—Come, noble gentlemen,

iet us survey the vantage of the ground ;

—

Call for some men of sound direction :

—

Let's want no discipline, make no delay;

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt.

Enter, on ihe other side of the field, Richmond,
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and other

Lords. Some of the Soldiers pitch Richmond's
tent.

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set,

And, by the bright track of his fiery car.

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.

—

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard.

—

Give me some ink and paper in my tent ;

—

I'll draw the form and model of our battle.

Limit each leader to his several charge,
And part in just proportion our small power.
My lord of Oxford,—you, sir William Brandon,

—

And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me :

The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ;

—

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him,

And by the second hour in the morning
'

Desire the earl to see me in ray tent ;

—

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me
;

Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know?
Blunt. Unless I have raista'en his colours much,

(Which, well I am assur'd, I have not done,)
His regiment lies half a mile at least

South from the mighty power of the king.

Richm. If without peril it be possible, [him,

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with
And give him from me this most needful note.

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it;

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night

!

Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come
gentlemen.

Let us consult upon to-morrow's business
;

In to my tent, the air is raw and cold.

[They withdraw into the tent.

Enter, to his Tent, King Richard, Norfolk,
Ratclifp, and Catesby.

,
K. Rich. What is't o'clock ?

Cate. It's supper time, my lord
;

It's nine o'clock.

K. Rick. I will not sup to-night.

—

Give me some ink and paper.

—

What, is my beaver easier than it was ?

—

And all my armour laid into my tent ? [diness.

Cate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in rea-

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge

;

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

Nor. I go, my lord. [Norfolk.

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit.

K. Rich. Ratclift',—

Rat. My lord ?

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms
To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night.

—

Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch :

—

{To Catesby.)
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.

—

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.
Ratcliff",—

Rat. My lord? [thumberlanrl ?

K. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord Nor-
Rat. Thomas, the earl of Surrey, and himself.

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop.

Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers,

K. Rich. I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine.

I have not that alacrity of spirit.

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.

—

So, set it down.—Is ink and paper ready ?

Rat. It is, my lord.

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me.

About the mid of night, come to my tent

And help to arm me.—Leave me, I say.

[King Richard retires into his tent. Exeunt
Ratcliff and Catesby.

Richmond's Tent opens, and discovers him and
his Officers, §fc.

Enter Stanley.

Stan. Fortunes and victory sit on thy helm

!

Richm. All comfort that the dark night cau afford.

Be to thy person, noble father-in-law !

Tell me, how fares our loving mother?

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother.

Who prays continually for Richmond's good :

So much for that.—The silent hours steal ou.

And flaky darkuess breaks witliin the east.

In brief, for so the season bid us be.

Prepare thy battle early in the morning

;

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement

Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war,

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,)

With best advantage will deceive the time.

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms.

But on thy side I may not be too forward.
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Lent, being seen, thy brother, tender George,

Be execated in his father's sight.

Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time.

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love,

And ample interchange of sweet discourse,

Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upon :

God give us leisure for these rites of love !

Ouce more, adieu :—Be valiant, and speed well

!

Richnu Good lords, conduct him to his regiment:

I'll strive, vnih troubled thoughts, to take a nap
;

Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow,
When I should mount with wings of victory :

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.
[Exeunt London, §fc. ivith Stanley.

O Thou ! whose captain I account myself.

Look on my forces with a gracious eye

;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath.

That they may crush down with a heavy fall

The usurping helmets of our adversaries !

Make us thy ministers of chastisement.
That we may praise thee in thy victory !

To thee I do commend my watchful soul,

Ere I let fall the windows of miue eyes :

Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still I {Sleeps.}

The Ghost of Prince Edward, sow to Henry the

Sixth, rises between the tivo tents.

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow

!

(To King Richard.)
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of

youth
At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die :

—

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls

Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf:
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee.

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises.

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body

(
To King Richard.)

By thee was punched full of deadly holes :

Think on the Tower and me ; Despair, and die
;

Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die.

—

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror !

(To Richmond.)
Harry, that prophesy'd thou should'st be king,

Doth comfort thee iu thy sleep ; Live, and liourish !

The Ghost o/ Clarence rises.

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow

!

(To King Richard.)
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine,

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death

!

To-itiorrow in the battle think on me.
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !

—

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster,
{To Richmond.)

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee

;

Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and flourish !

The Ghosts o/ Rivers, Grey, awe? Vaughan, rise.

Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow,
(To King Richard.)

Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and die !

Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul des-
pair! (To King Richard.)

Vaiigh. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty

Let fall thy lance ! Despair, and die !

—

[fear,

(To King Richard.)
All. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's

bosom {To Richmond.)
Will conquer him ;—awake, and win the day !

The Ghost of Hastings rises.

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ;

(To King Richard.)
And iu a bloody battle end thy days !

Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die !

—

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake !

(To Richmond.)
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake !

The Ghosts of the two young Princvs rise.

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in the
Tower

;

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard,
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death

!

Tby nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die.

—

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in

Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy

!

Live, and beget a happy race of kings !

Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

The Ghost of Queen Anne rises.

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne
thy wife.

That never slept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations

:

To-morrow in the battle think on me.
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !

—

Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;

(To Richmond.)
Dream of success and happy victory

;

Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee.

The Ghost of Buckingham rises.

'\ Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to the

crown: (To King Richard.)
The last was I that felt thy tyranny

:

O, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness

!

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death
;

Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield Ihy breath !

—

I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid :

(To Richmond.)
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay'd :

God, and good angels fight on Richmond's side;

And Richard falls iu height of all his pride.

(The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts

out of his dream.)
K. Rich. Give me another horse,—bind up my

wounds,

—

Have mercy, Jesu !—Soft;—I did but dream.

—

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me !

—

The lights burn blue.— It is now dead midnight.

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.

What do I fear? myself? there's none else by

:

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I.

Is there a murderer here ? No;—Yes ; I an.

:

Then fly,—What, from myself? Great reason:

Why?
Lest I revenge. What ? Myself on myself?
1 love myself. Wherefore ? for any good.
That I myself have done unto myself?
O, no : alas, I rather hate myself.
For hateful deeds committed by myself.
I am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyself speak well :—Fool, do not flatter.

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues.
And every tongue brings in a several tale,

'':

And every tale condemns me for a villain.

Perjury, perjury, iu the high'st degree.
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree

;

All several sins, all us'd in each degree.
Throng to the bar, crying all,—Guilty ! guilty !

I shall despair.—There is no creature loves me;
And, if I die, no soul will pity me :

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself.

Methought, the souls of all that I had murder'd
Came to my tent: and every one did threat
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratclifp.

Raf. My lord,-
K.Rich. Who's there?

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early village

cock
Hath twice done salutation to the mom

;

Your friends are up and buckle on their armoar.
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K. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful

dream !

—

^Vhat thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ?

Rat. No doubt, my lord.

K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,—

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of sha-

dow's.

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night

Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard,
Than can the substauce often thousand soldiers,

Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me

;

Under our tents Til play the eaves-dropper.

To hear, if any mean to shrink from me.
[Exeunt King Richard and Rate/iff.

' Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others.

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond.
Rich. 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentle-

men,
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here.

Lords. How have you .slept, my lord ?

Rich. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding

dreams,
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head,

Have I since your departure had, my lords.

Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard
murder'd,

Carae to my tent, and cried—On ! victory

!

1 promise you, my heart is very jocund
In the remembrance of so lair a dream.
How far into the morning is it, lords?

Lords. Upon the stroke of four.

i
Rich. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give

direction.

—

{He advances to the Troops.)

More than I have said, loving countrymen.

The leisure and enforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this,

—

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side :

The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls.

Like hif-h-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces
;

Richard except, those, whom we fight against.

Had rather have us win, than him they follow.

For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen,

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ;

One rais'd in blood, ond one in blood establish'd

;

One that made means to come b:^ what he hath,

And slaughter'd those that were the means to help

him;
A base foul stone, male precious by the foil

Of England's chair, where he is falsely set

One that hath ever been God's enemy :

Then, if you fight against God's enemy,

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers

;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain;

If you do fight against your country's foes.

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ;

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives.

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors
;

If you do free your children from the sword.

Your children's children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God> and all these rights.

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords :

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face
;

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully
;

God, and Saint George ; Richmond, and victory !

[Extiint.

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants,
and Forces.

K.Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch-

ing Richmond ?

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.
K. Rich. He said the truth : And what said Surrey

then ?

Rat. He smil'd and said, the better for our pnrpose.

K. Rich. He was i' the right; and so, indeed, it is

(Clock strikes.)

Tell the clock there.—Give me a calendar.

—

Who saw the sun to-day ?

Rat. Not I, my lord.

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the
book,

He should have brav'd the east an hour ago

;

A black day will it be to somebody.

—

Ratcliff,—

Rat. My lord ?

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day
;

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army.
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me.
More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heaven
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the
field. [horse ;

—

K. Rich. Come, br.jtle, bustle ;—Caparison my
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :

—

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain.

And thus my battle shall be ordered.
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length,

Consisting equally of horse and foot

;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst

:

John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we ourself will follow
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.

This, and Saint George to boot!—What think'st

thou, Norfolk?
Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.

—

This found I on my tent tliis morning.
[Giving a scroll.)

K. Rich. (Reads.) Jocky of Norfolk, be not too
bold,

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.
A thing devised by the enemy.

—

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge :

Let not our babbling dreams atfright our souls
;

Conscience is but a word that cowards use,

Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe ;

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our \j\\,

March, on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell

;

If not to heaven, then iiand in hand to hell.

—

What shall I say more than I have infer'd ?

Remember whom you are to cope withal ;

—

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways,
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants.

Whom their o'er-cloy'd country vomits forth

To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction.

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest

;

You having lands, and bless'd with beauteous wives,

They would restrain the one, distain the other.

And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow,

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost ?

A railk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ?

Let's wiiip these stragglers o'er the seas again
;

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France,
These faniish'd beggars, weary of their lives

;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit.

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd them-
selves :

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us.

And not these bastard Bretagnes ? whom our fathers

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd.
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame.
Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ?

Ravish our daughters?—Hark, I hear their drum.
[Drum afar off.)

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen !

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood

;

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves !
j
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Enter a Messenger.

What saj's lord Stanley? will he bring his power?
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come.

A'. Rick. Off instantly with his son George's head.

Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh;
After the battle let George Stanley die.

K. Rick. A thousand hearts are great within my
bosom :

Advance onr standards, set upon our foes

;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons !

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [Exettnt.

Scene IV.

—

Another Part of tke Field.

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and
Forces ; to kim Catesby.

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue !

The king enacts more wonders than a man,
Daring an opposite to every danger

;

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights.

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death :

Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost I

Alarum. Enter King Richard.

K. Rick. A horse I a horse ! my kingdom for a

horse !

Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horse.

K. Rick. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast.

And I will stand the hazard of the die

:

I think, there be six Richmonds in the field
;

Five have I .slain to-day, instead of him :

—

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse

!

[Exeunt.

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond
;

and exeunt, fighting. Retreat, and flourish.

Then enter Richmond, Stanley bearing the

crown, tvith divers other Lords, and Forces.

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais'd, victo-

rious friends

;

The day is ours, tiie bloody dog is dead.

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou ac -

quit thee !

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty.

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch ,

Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal

;

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all !

—

But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ?

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town

;

Whither, if it please yon, we may now withdraw
us. [side ?

Richm. What men of name are slain on either

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers,

Sir Robert Brakenbnry, and sir William Brandon.
Richm, Inter their bodies as becomes their births.

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled.

That in submission will return to us

;

And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament,
We will unite tlie white rose with the red :

—

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction.

That long hath frowu'd upon their enmity !

—

What traitor hears me, and says not,—amen ?

England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself;

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood.

The father rashly slaughter'd his own son,

The son, coinpell'd, been butcher to the sire;

All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided, in their dire division.

—

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth,

The true succeeders of each royal house,

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together !

And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so,)

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace.

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days

!

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,
That would reduce these bloody days again.

And make poor England weep in streams of blood !

Let them not live to taste this land's increase.
That would with treason wound this fair land's peace I

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again
;

That she may long live here, God say—Amen

!

[Exeunt.
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PROLOGUE.
I come no more to make you laugh ; things now.

That bear a weighty and a serious brow.

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe.
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow,

We now present. Those that can pity, here

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear;

The subject -will deserve it. Such, as give

Their money out of hope they may believe,

May here find truth too. Those, that come to see

Only a shew or two, and so ^..,Tee,

The play may pass ; if they be still, and willing,

I'll undertake, may see away their shilling

Richly in two short hours. Only they.

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play,

A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow.

Will be deceiv'd: for, gentle hearers, kuow.
To rank our chosen truth with such a shew
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring,

(To make that only true we now intehd,)

Will leave us never an understanding friend.

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are known
The first and happiest hearers of the town.
Be sad, as we would make ye : think, ye see
The very persons of our noble story.

As they were living ; think you see them great,

And foUow'd with the general throng, and sweat,
Ofthousand friends ; then, in a moment, see
How soon this mightiness meets misery

!

And, if you can be merry then, I'll say,

A man may weep upon his wedding day.

ACT I.

Scene I.— London. An Ante-chamber in the
Palace.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, at one door ; at the
other, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord
ABERGjVVENNY.

Buclc. Good morrow, and well met. How have
you done,

Since last we saw in France ?

Nor. I thank your grace ;

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer
Of what I saw there.

Buck.
_

An untimely ague
Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men.
Met in the vale of Arde.
Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde :

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback
;

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung
In their embracement, as they grew together;
Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have

weigh'd
Such a compounded one ?

Buck. All the whole time
I was my chamber's prisoner
Nor. Then you lost

The view of earthly glory : Men might say.

Till this time pomp was single ; but now married
To one above itself. Each following day
Became the nest day's master, till the last

Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French,
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods.
Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow, they
Made Britain, India : every man, that stood,

Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were
As chernbims, all gilt : the madams too.

Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear
The pride upon them, that their very labour
Was to them as a painting : now this mask
Was cry'd incomparable ; and the ensuing night
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings,

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst.

As presence did present them ; him in eye.

Stilt him in praise : and, being present both,

'Twas said they saw but one ; and no discerner
Durst wag his tongue in censure. W^hen these su.n.s

(For so they piiraise them,) by their heralds cbal-
leug'd

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform
Beyond thought's compass ; tiiat former fabulous

story.

Being now seen possible enough, got rred.
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That Bevis was believ"d.

Buck. O, you go far.

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect

In honour honesty, the tract ol every thing

Would by a good discourser lose some lite.

Which action's self was tongue to. Ail was royal;
To the disposing of it nought rebell'd,

Order gave each thing view ; the office did
Distinctly his full function.

Buck. Who did guide,

I mean, who set the body and the limbs

Of this great sport together, as you guess ?

Nor. One, certes, that promises no element
In such a business.

Buck. I pray yon, who, my lord ?

Nor. All this was order'd by the good discretion

Of the right reverend cardinal of York.
Buck. The devil speed him ! no nian's pie is free'd

From his ambitious linger. What had he
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder.
That such a keech can with his very bulk
Take up the ray o' the beneficial sun,

And keep it from the earth.

Nor. Surely, sir,

There's in him stniF, that puts him to these ends :

For, being not propp'd by ancestry, (whose grace
Chalks successors their way,) nor call'd upon
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied

To eminent assistants, but, spider-like.

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note.

The force of his own merit makes his way;
A gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys
A place next to the king.

Aber. I cannot tell

What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride
Peep through each part of him: Whence has he that?
If not from hell the devil is a niggard

;

Or has given all before, and he begins
A new hell in himself
Buck. Why the devil,

U|)on this French going-out, took he upon him,
XVithout the privity o' the king, to appoint
Who should attend on him :" He makes np the file

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay upon ; and his own letter.

The honourable board of council out,

Must fetch him in the papers.

Aber. I do know
Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have
By this so sicken'd their estates, that never
They shall abound as formerly.

Buck. O, many
Have broke their backs with laj'ing manors on them
For this great journey. What did this vanity.

But minister communication of

A most poor issue ?

Nor. Grievingly I think.

The peace between the French and us not values

The cost that did conclude it.

Buck. Every man,
After the hideous storm that follow'd, was
A thing inspir'd : and, not consulting, broke

Into a general prophecy,—That this tempest.

Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded
The sudded breach on't.

Nor. Which is budded out

;

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attach'd

Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux.

Aber. Is it therefore

The ambassador is silenc'd ?

Nor. Marry, is't.

Aber. A proper title of a peace ; and purchas'd

At a superfluous rate !

Buck. Why, all this business

Our reverend cardinal carried.

Nor. 'Like it your grace.

The state takes notice of the private difference

Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you,

TAnd take it from a'heart, that wishes towards you
Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read
The cardinal's malice and his potency

Together : to consider further, that

What his high hatred would effect, wants not

A minister in his power : You know his nature.

That he's revengeful ; and I know, his sword
Hath a sharp edge : it's long, and, it may be said.

It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend.

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel,

Y^ou'll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that

That I ad vise your shunning. ^, , [rock.

Enter Cardinal Wolsey, ft/ie purse borne before
himJ certain ofthe Guard, andtivo Secretaries
withpapers. The Cardinal in hispassageJixeth
his eye on Buckinrjham, and Buckingham on
him, bothfull of disdain.

Wol. The duke of Buckingham's surveyor? ha?
Where's his examination ?

] Seer. Here, so please you.

Wol. Is he in person ready ?

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace.

Wol. Well, we shall then know more ; and Buck-
ingham

Shall lessen this big look.

[Exeunt Wolsey, and Train.
Buck. This butcher's cnr is venom-mouth 'd, and I

Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, best

Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book
Out-worths a noble's blood.

Nor. What, are you chafd ?

Ask God for temperance ; that's the appliance only,

W hich your disease requires.

Buck. I read in his looks

Matter against me ; and his eye revil'd

Me, as his abject object : at this instant

He bores me with some trick : He's gone to the king

;

I'll follow, and out-stare him.
Nor. Stay, my lord,

And let your reason with your choler question

What 'tis you go about : To climb steep hills.

Requires slow pace at first : Anger is like

A full-hot horse ; who being allow'd his way,
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England
Can advise uie like you : be to yourself
As you would to your friend.

Buck. I'll to the king

;

\ ,

And from a month of honour quite cry down
This Ipswich fellow's insolence; or proclaim.
There's difference in no persons.

Nor. Be advis'd

;

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot.

That it do singe yourself: We may outrun,

By violent swiftness, that which we run at.

And lose by over-running. Know you not.

The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er,

In seeming to augment it, wastes it ? Be advis'd :

I say again, there is no English soni

More stronger to direct you than yourself.

If with the sap of reason you wouk' quench,
Or but allay, t!ie fire of passion.

Buck. Sir,

I am thankful to you ; and I'll go along
By your prescription :—but this top-proud fellow,

f Wlwm from the flow of gall I name not, but
Prom sincere motions,) by intelligence.

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when
We see each grain of gravel, I do know
To be corrupt and treasonous.

Nor. Say not, treasonous.

Buck. To the king I'll say't; and make my \oucIi

as strong

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox.

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous.
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief.

As able to perform it : his mind and place
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,)

Only to shew his pomp as well in France
As here at home, suggests the king our master
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To this last costly treaty, the interview,

That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass

Did break i' the rinsing.

Nor. 'Faitii, and so it did.

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning
cardinal

The articles o' the combination drew.
As himself pleas'd; and they were ratified.

As he cried, Thus let be : to as much end.
As give a crutch to the dead : But our count-car-

dinal

Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolsey,
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
To the old dam, treason,)—Charles the emperor,
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt,

(For 'twas, indeed, his colour ; but he came
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation ;

His fears were, that the interview betwixt
England and France might, through their amity,
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league
Peep'd harms, that menac'd him : He privily

Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,

—

Which I do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor
Paid ere he promis'd ; whereby his suit was granted.
Ere it was ask'd ;—but when the way was made,
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd ;

—

That he would please to alter the king's course.
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know,

I

As soon he shall by me,j that thus the cardinal
)oes buy and sell his honour as he pleases.
And for his own advantage.
Nor.

_
I am sorry

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were
Something mistaken in't.

Buck. No, not a syllable
;

I do pronounce him in that very shape.
He shall appeair in proof.

Enter Brandon ; a Sergeant at Arms before him,
and two or three of the Guard.

Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it.

Serg. Sir,

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl

Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I

Arrest thee of high treason, in the name
Of our most sovereign king.

Buck. ^)0 you, my lord,
,

The net has fallen upon me ; I shall perish
Under device and practice.

Bran. I am sorry
To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on
The business present ; 'Tis his highness' pleasure.
You shall to the Tower.
Buck. It will help me nothing.

To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on me,
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of

heaven
Be done in this and all things !—I obey.

—

my lord Aberga'uy, fare you well.

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company :—The
king [To Abergavenny.)

Is pleas'd you shall to the Tower, till you know
How he determines further.

Aber. As the duke said.

The will of heaven Le done, and the king's pleasure
By me obey'd.

Brand. Here is a warrant from
The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies
or the duke's confessor, John de la Court,
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor.

—

Buck. So, so

;

These are the limbs of the plot : No more, I hope.
Bran. A monk o' the Chartreux.
Buck. O, Nicolas Hopkins ?

Bran. He.
Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o"er-great car-

dinal

Hath shew'd him gold : my life is spann'd already :

1 am tbe slmdow of poor Buckingham;

Whose figure even this instant cloud nuts on.
By dark'ning my clear sun.—My lora, farewell.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—The Council-Chamber.
'

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey,
the Lords of the Council, Sir Thomas Lovell,
Officers, and Attendants. The King enters,
leaning on the Cardinals shoulder.

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it.

Thanks you for this great care : I stood i' the level
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks
To you, that chok'd it.—Let be call'd before us
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person
I'll hear him his confessions justify

;

And point by point the treasons of his master
He shall again relate.

The King takes his State. The Lords of the
Council take their severalplaces. The Cardinal
places himself under tlie King's feet, on his
right side.

A noise within, crying. Boom for the Queen.
Enter the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of
Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. The King
risethfrom his State, takes her up, kisses, and
placeth her by him.
Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel : I am a

suitor.

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us :—Half
your suit

Never name to us
;
you have half our power :

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given

;

Repeat your will, and take it.

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty.
That you would love yourself; and, in that love.
Not unconsider'd leave your honour, nor
The dignity of your office, is the point
Of my petition.

K. Hen. Lady mine, proceed.
Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few.

And those of true condition, that your subjects
Are in great grievance : there have been commis-

sions

Sent down among them, which hath flaw'd the heart
Of all their loyalties :—wherein, although.
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on
Of these exactions, yet the king our master,
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil

!
) even he

escapes not

Language unmannerly, yea^ such which breaks
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears
In loud rebellion.

Nor. Not almost appears,
It doth appear : for, upon these taxations,

The clothiers all, not able to maintain
The many to them 'longing, have put off

The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who,
Unlit for other life, compell'd by hunger,

And lack of other means, in desperate manner
Daring tlie event to the teeth, are all in uproar.

And danger serves among them.
K. Hen. Taxation!

Wherein ? and what taxations ?—My lord cardinal

You, that are blam'd for it alike with us,

K now you of this taxation ?

Wol. Please you, sir,

I know but of a single part, in aught

Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file.

Where others tell steps with me.

Q. Kath. No, my lord.

You know no more than others : but you frame

Things, that are known alike ; which are not whole-
some

To those which would not know them, and yetmusi
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions.

Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are

Most pestilent to the liearing ; and, to bear them.
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say,

They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer
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Too hard an exclamation.

A'. Hen. Still exaction !

The nature of it ? In what kind, let's know.

Is this exaction?

Q. Katk. I am much too venturous

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd

Under your promis'd pardon. The subject's srief

Comes through commissions, which compel from
each

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied

Without delay; and the pretence for this

Is nam'd, your wars in France :—This makes hold

mouths

:

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze

Allegiance in them : their curses now
Live, where their prayers did : and it's come to pass,

That tractable obedience is a slave

To each incensed will. I would, your highness
Would give it quick consideration, for

There is no primer business.

K. Hen. By my life,

This is against our pleasure.

Wol. And for me,
I have no further gone in this, than by
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me, but
By learned approbation of the judges.

If I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know
jVly faculties, nor person, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing,—let me say,

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake,

That virtue must go through. We must not stint

Our necessary actions, in the fear

To cope malicious censurers ; which ever,

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow.

That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further

Thau vainly longing. What we oft do best,

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allowed ; what worst, as ofl.

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best act. Ifwe shall stana still,

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at,

We should take root here where we sit, or sit

State statues only.

K. Hen. Things done well.

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear:

Tilings, done without example, in their issue

Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent

Of this commission ? I believe, not any.

We must not rend our subjects from onr laws,

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ?

A trembling contribution ! Why, we take.

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber
;

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd.

The air will drink the sap. To every county.

Where this is question'd, send o"ur letters, with

Free pardon to each man that has denied

The force of this commission : Pray, look to't

;

I put it to your care.

Wol. A word with you.

{To the Secretary.)

Let there be letters writ to every shire.

Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd com-
mons

Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd.

That, through our intercession, this revokement
And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary.

Enter Surveyor.

Q. Katli. I am sorry, that the duke ofBuckingham
Is run in your displeasure.

K. Hen. It grieves many

:

The gentleman is leanj'd, and a most rare speaker,

To nature none more bound ; his training such,

That he may furnish and instruct great teachers.

And never seek for aid out of himself.

Yet see.

When these so noble benefits shall prove
Not well dispos'd, the mind growing once corru[)t.

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Than ever they were fair. This man so complete,
Who was enroU'd 'mongst vvonders, and when we.
Almost with ravish'd list'ning, could not find

His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady.

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces,

That once were his, and is become as black
As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by ns

;
you shall hear

(I'his was his gentleman in trust,) of him
Things to strike honour sad.—Bid him recount
The fore-recited prac(;ices; whereof
We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Wol. Stand forth : and with bold spirit relate what
you.

Most like a careful subject, have collected

Out of the duke of Buckingham.
K. Hen. Speak freely.

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day
It would infect his speech, That if the king
Should without issue die, he'd carry it so

To make the sceptre his : These very words
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law,

Lord Aberga'ny : to whom by oath he uienac'd

Revenge upon the cardinal.

Wol. Please your highness, note
This dangerous conception in this point.

Not friended by his wish, to your liigh person
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches

Beyond you, to your friends.

Q. Katk. My learn'd lord card ual,

Deliver all with charity.

K. Hen. Speak on :

How grounded he his title to the crown.

Upon our fail '? to this point hast thou heard him
At any time speak aught ?

Sutv. He was brought to this

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins.
K. Hen. What was that Hopkins ?

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar,

His confessor; who fed him every minute
With words of sovereignty.

K. Hen. How know'st thou this ?
Surv. Not long before your highness sped to

France,
The duke, being at the Rose, within the parish
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand
What was the speech amongst the Londoners
Concerning the French journey : I replied.

Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious.

To the king's danger. Presently the duke
Said, 'Twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted,
'Twould prove the verity of certain words
Si)oke by a holy monk ; t/iat oft, says he,

Hath se7it to me, ivishing me to permit
John de la Court, viy chaplain, a choice hour
To hear from him a matter of.iome fnotnent

:

Whom after under the confession's seal
He solemnly had sivorn, that, ivhat he spoke.
My chaplain to no creature living, hut
To me, should utter, with demure confidence.
This pansingly ensu'd—Neither the Icing, nor his

heirs,

(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive
To gain the love of commonalty ; the duke
Shall govern England,

Q. hath. If I know you well.

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office

On the complaint o' the tenants : Take good heed.
You charge not in your spleen a noble person.

And spoil your nobler «oul ! I say, take heed
j

Yes, heartily beseech you.

K. Hen. Let him on :

Go forward.

Stirv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth.

1 told my lord the duke. By the devil's illusions

The monk might be deceived ; and that 'twas dang'-

rous for him,

To ruminate on this so far, until

It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd.

It was much like to do : He answer'd. Tusk '.

It can do me no damage : adding further.
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That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd.

The cardinal's and sir Thomas Lovell's heads

Should have gone off.

K. Hen. Ha ! what, so rank ? Ah, ah !

There's mischief in this man : Canst thou say

i'urther ?

Surv. I can, my liege.

K. Hen. Proceed.
Hurv. Being at Greenwich,

After your highness had reprov'd the duke
About sir William Blomer,

—

K. Hen. I remember.
Of such a time :—Being my servant sworn,

The duke retain'd him his. But on; What
hence ?

Surv. If, quoth he, Ifor this Jiad been com-
initted.

As to the Tower,! thought,—I ivould haveplay'd
The part myfather meant to act upon
The usurper Richard : who, being at Salisbury,

Made suit to come in his presence ; which, if
granted,

As he made semblance of his duty, would
Have put his knife into him.
K. Hen. A giant traitor

!

Wol. Now, madam, may his liighness live in

freedom.
And this man out of prison ?

Q. Kath. God mend all

!

K. Hen. There's something more would out of
thee ; what say'st ?

Surv. After

—

the duke his father,—with the

knife,—
He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger,

Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes,

He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour

Was,—Were he evil us'd, he would out-go

His father, by as much as performance
Does an irresolute purpose.

K. Hen. There's his period.

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach'd

;

Call him to present trial : if he may
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none.

Let him not seek't of us : by day and night,

He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamherlain and Lord Sands.

Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France should
j"ggle

]\Ien into such strange mysteries ?

Sands. New customs.
Though they be nevr so ridiculous.

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd,

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English
Have got by the late voyage, is but merely
A fit or two o' the face ; but they are shrewd ones :

For, when they hold them, you would swear directly.

Their very noses had been counsellors

To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so.

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones;
one would take it,

That never saw them pace before, the spavin,
A springhalt reign'd among them,
Cham. Death ! my lord,

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too.

That sure, they have worn out Christendom. How
now ?

What news, sir Thomas Lovell ?

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.

Lov. 'Faith, my lord,

I hear of none, but the new proclamation
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate.

Cham. What is't for?
Lov The reformation of our travell'd gallants.

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors.

Cliam. I am glad, 'tis there ; now I would pray
our monsieurs

To think an English courtier may be wise, ',

'

And never see the Louvre.
Lov. They must either

(For so run the condition.s.) leave these remnants
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France,
With all their honourable points of ignorance,
Pertaining thereunto, as fights, and fireworks
Abusing better men than they can be.
Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings.
Short blister'd breeches, and those types of travel,
And understand again like honest men;
Or pack to their old playfellows : there, I take it.

They may, cum privilegio, wear away
The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh'd at.

Sands. 'Tis time to give them physic, their

diseases
Are grown so catching.

Cham. What a loss our ladies
Will have of these trim vanities !

Lov.
^

Ay, marry.
There will be woe indeed, lords ; the sly whoresons
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies

;

A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle them, I am glad they're
going

;

(For, sure, there's no converting ofthem ;) now
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song.
And have an hour of hearing; and, by'r-lady.
Held current music too.

Cham. Well said, lord Sands :

Your colt's tooth is not cast yet.

Sands. No, my lord
;

Nor shall not, while I have a stump.
Chain. Sir Tiiomas,

Whither were you a-going ?

Lov. To the cardinal's
;

Your lordship is a guest too.

Cham. O, 'tis true :

This night he makes a supper, and a great one.
To many lords and ladies ; there will be
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you.
Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind

indeed,
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us

;

His dews fall every where.
Chain. No doubt, he's noble;

He had a black mouth, that said other of him.
Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal

;

in him.
Sparing would shew a worse sin than ill doctrine:
Men of his way should be most liberal.

They are set here for examples.
Cham. True, they are so :

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays

;

Your lordship shall along :—Come, good sir Thomas,
We shall be lafe else : which I would not be.

For I was spoke to with sir Henry Guildford,

This night to be comptrollers.

Sands. I am your lordship's. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The Presence-Chamber in York-
Place.

Hautboys. A small table under a state for the
Cardinal, a longer table for the guests. Enter
at one door Anne Bullen, and divers Lords,
Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as guests ; at an-
other door, enter Sir Henry Guildford.

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace

Salutes ye all : This uight he dedicates

To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her

One care abroad ; he would have all as merry
As first-good company, good wine, good welcome.
Can make good people.—O my lord, you are

tardy

;

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir
Thomas Lovell.

The very thoughts of this fair company

I
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Clapp'd wings to me.

Cliam. Yon are young, sir Harry Guildford.

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal

But half my lay-tlioiights in him, some of these

Should find a running banquet ere they rested,

I think, would better please them : By my life,

'J'hey are a sweet society of fair ones.

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now confessor

To one or two of these !

Sands. I would, I were ;

They should find easy penance.
Jjov. 'Faith, how easy?
Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir

Harry,
Place you that side, I'll take the charge of this

:

His grace is ent'ring.—Nay, you must not freeze
;

Two women plac'd together makes cold weather :

—

My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking

;

Pray, sit between these ladies.

Sands. By my faith,

' And thank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet
ladies:

{Seats himself letiveen Anne Bullen and
another lady.)

If I chance to talk a Ifttle wild, forgive me ;

I had it from my father.

Anne. Was he mad, sir ?

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too :

But he would bite none
;
just as I do now,

He would kiss you twenty with a hrea.i\\.(Kisses her.)

Cham. Well said, my lord.

—

So now you are fairly seated :—Gentlemen,
The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies

Pass away frowning.

Sands. For my little cure.

Let me alone.

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended ;

and takes his state.

Wol. You are welcome, my fair guests; that

noble lady.

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry.
Is not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome

;

And to you all good health. (Drinks.)

Sands. Your grace is noble :

—

Let me have such a bov^l may hold my thanks.

And save me so much talking.

Wol. My lord Sands,

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours.

—

Ladies, you are not merry;—Gentlemen,
Whose faulf is this ?

Safids. The red vdne first must rise

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have them
Talk us to silence.

Anne. You are a merry gamester.

My lord Sands.

Sands. Yes, if I make my play.

Here's to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam.
For 'tis to such a thing,

—

Amie. You cannot shew me.

Sands. I told your grace, they woiijd talk anon.

[Drums and trumpets tvithin : Chambers
discharged.)

Wol. What's that ?

Cham. Look out there, some of yon.
[Exit a Servant.

Wol. What warlike voice I

And to what end is this?—Nay, ladies, fear not

;

By all the laws of war you are privileg'd.

Re-enter Servant.

Cham. How now? what is't?

Sew. A noble troop of s-trangers

;

For so they seem : they have left their barge, and
landed

;

And hither make, as great ambassadors
From foreign princes.

Wol. Good lord chamberlain.

Go, give them welcome, you can speak the French
tongue ;

And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty

Shall shine at full upon them :—Some attend him.

—

[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All arise,

and tables removed.)

You have now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it.

A good digestion to you all : and, once more,

I shower a welcome on you ;—Welcome all.

Hautboys. Enter the King, and twelve others, as
maskers, habited like shepherds, tvith sixteen

torch-bearers ; ushered by the Lord Chamber-
lain. They pass directly before the Cardinal,
and gracefully salute him,

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? ,

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they

pray'd

To tell your grace ;—That, having heard by fame
Of this so noble and so fair assembly
This night to meet here, they could do no less.

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty.

But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct,
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat

An hour of revels with them.

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain.

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I

pay them [sures.

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their pjea-

[Ladies chosen for the dance. The King
chooses Anne Bullen.)

K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever toach'd ! O,
beauty.

Till now I never knew thee. [Music. Dance.)

Wol. My lord;

Cham. Your grace ?

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me :•

There should be one amongst thera, by his person.

More worthy this place than myself; to whom.
If I but knew him, with my love and duty
I would surrender it.

Cham. I will, my lord.

[Chamb. goes to the company, and returns.)

Wol. What say they?
Cham. Such a one, they all confess.

There is indeed ; which they would have your grace

Find out, and he will take it.

Wol. Let me see then.

—

[Comes from his state.)

By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—Here I'll make
My royal choice.

K. Hen. Yon have found him, cardinal

:

[Unmasking.)
You hold a fair assembly

;
you do well, lord :

You are a churchman, or. Til tell you, cardinal,

I should judge now unhappily.

Wol. I am glad.

Your grace is grown so pleasant.

K. Hen. My lorii chamberlain,
PrWthee, come hither : What fair lady's that ?

Cham. An't please your grace, sir Thomas Bul-
len's daughter, [women.

The viscount Rochford, one of her highness

;

K. Heti. By heaven, she is a dainty one.—Sweet-
heart,

I were unmannerly, to take you out.

And not to k iss you.—A health, gentlemen,
Let it go round.

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready
I' the privy chamber?
Lov. Yes, my lord.

Wol. Your grace,

I fear, with dancing is a little heated.

K. Hen. I fear, too much.
Wol. There's fresher air, my lord.

In the next chamber.
K. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one.—Sweet

partner,

I must not yet forsake you :—Let's be merry :

—
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Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths

To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure

To lead them once again; and then let's dream

Who's best in favour.—Let the music knock it.

[Exeu?it, tvitk trumpets.

ACT It.

Scene I.

—

A Street.

Enter two Gentlemen, 7neeting.

1 Gent. Whither away so fast ?

2 Gent. O,—God save you !

Even to the hall, to hear what shall become
Of the great duke of Buckingham.

1 Getit. I'll save you
That labour, sir. All's now done, but the ceremony
Of bringing back the prisoner.

2 Gent. Were you there?

1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was I.

2 Gent. Pray, speak, what has happen'd ?

1 Gent. You may guess quickly what.

2 Gent. Is he found guilty ?

1 Gent. Yes,truly ishe, and condemn'd upon it.

2 Gent. I am sorry for't.

1 Gent. So are a number more.
2 Gent. But pray, how pass'd it?

1 Gent. I'll tell you in a little. The great duke
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusations,

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg'd

Many sharp reasons to defeat the law.

The king's attorney, on the contrary,

Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions

Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir'd

To him brought, viva voce, to his face

At which appear'd against him, his surveyor

:

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Court,

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk,

Hopkins, that made this mischief.

2 Gent. That was he.

That fed him with his prophecies ?

1 Gent. The same.

All these accus'd him strongly ; which he fain

Would have flung from him, but, indeed, be could
not

:

And so his peers, upon this evidence.

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten.

2 Gent. After all this, how di J he bear himself?

\ 1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar,

—to hear
His knell rung out, hib judgment,—he was stirr'd

With such an agony, he sweat extremely.

And something spoKe in choler, ill, and hasty

;

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly.

In all the rest, shew'd a most noble patience.

2 Gent. I do not think, he fears death.

1 Gent. Sure, he doth not,

He never was so womanish ; the cause
He may a little grieve at.

2 Gent. Certainly,

The cardinal is the end of this.

1 Gent. 'Tis likely,

By all conjectures : First, Kildare's attainder.

Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov'd,
Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too.

Lest he should help his father.

1 Gent. That trick of state

Was a deep envious one.

1 Gent. At his return.

No doubt, he will requite. This is noted.
And generally ; whoever the king favours.
The cardinal instantly will find employment.
And far enough from court too.

2 Gent. All the commons
Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscience,
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much
They love and dote on ; call him, bounteous Buck-

ingham
J he mirror of all courtesy ;

—

1 Gent. Stay there, sir,

And see the noble ruin'd man you speak of.

Enter Buckingham /ro;« his arrairjmnent ; Tip-
staves before him; the axe loitk the edge
towards him ; halberds on each side : tvitk him.
Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir
William Sands, and common people.

2 Gent. Let's stand close, and behold him.
Buck. All good people,

You, that tiius far have come to pity me,
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me.
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment.
And by that name must die ; Yet, heaven bear wit-

ness.

And, if I have a conscience, let it sink me,
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful

!

The law I bear no malice for my death
;

It has done, upon the premises, but justice
;

But those, that sought it, I could wish more chris-

tians :

Be what they will, I heartily forgive them :

Yet let them look they glory not in mischief,
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ;

For then my guiltless blood must cry against them.
For further life in this world I ne'er hope,
Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies
More than I dare make faults. You few, that lo\ "d

me,
-'\nd dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave
Is only bitter to him, only dying.
Go with me, like good angels, to my end ;

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me.
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice.

And lift my soul to heaven.—Lead on, o' God's-
name.

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity.
If ever any malice in your heart
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly.
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you.

As I would be forgiven ; I forgive all

;

There cannot be those numberless offences
'Gainst me, 1 can't take peace with: no black envy
Shall make my grave.—Commend me to his grace

;

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him.
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers
Y^et are the king's ; and, till my soul forsake me,
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live

Longer than I have time to tell his years !

Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be !

And, when old time shall lend him to his end.
Goodness and he fill up one monument

!

Lov.To the water side I must conduct your grace
;

Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux,
Who undertakes you to your end.

Vatix. Prepare there.

The duke is coming ; see, the barge be ready
;

And fit it with such furniture, as suits

The greatness of his person.

Buck. Nay, sir Nicholas,
Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me.
When I came hither, I was lord high constable.

And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Ed warJ
Bohun :

Yet I am richer than my base accusers.

That never knew what truth meant; I now sea4 it

;

And with that blood will make them one day gromi
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, [for't

Who first rais'd head against usurping Richard,
Flying for succour to his servant Banister,

Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray'd.

And without trial fell ; God's peace be witli him 1

Henry the seventh succeeding, truly pitying

My father's loss, like a most royal prince.

Restor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins,

Made my name once more noble. Now his son,

Henry the eighth, life, honour, nauie, and all

That made me happy, at one stroke has taken
For ever from the world. I had my trial.
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And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes me
A little happier than my wretched father:

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes,—Both
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most;
A most unnatural and faithless service !

Heaven has an end in all. Yet you that hear me,
Tiiis from a dying man receive as certain

:

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels,

Be suie, you be not loose; for those you make
friends,

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive
The least nib in your fortunes, fall away
Like water from ye, never found again
But where they mean to sink ye. All good people,

Pray lor me ! I must now forsake ye ; the last hour
Of my long weary life is come upon me.
Farewell

:

And when you would say something that is sad.

Speak how I fell.—I have done ; and God forgive

me ! [Exeic7it Buckingham and Train.

1 Gent. O, this is full of pity !—Sir, it calls,

I fear, too many curses on their heads,
Tliat were the authors.

2 Gent. If the duke be gniltless,

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling

Of an ensuing evil, if it fall.

Greater than this.

1 Gent. Good angels keep it from ns !

Where may it be ? You do not doubt my faith, sir ?

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, 'twill require

A strong faith to conceal it.

1 Gent. Let me have it

;

I do not talk much.
2 Gent. I am confident

;

You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear
A buzzing, of a separation

Between tlie king and Katharine ?

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not

:

For when the king once heard it, out of anger
He sent command to the lord mayor, straight

To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues

That durst disperse it.

2 Gent. But that slander, sir,

Is Ibund a truth now : for it grows again

Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for certain,

The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal.

Or some about him near, have, out of malice

To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple

That will undo her : To confirm this too,

Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately
;

As all think, for this business.

1 Gent. 'Tis the cardinal
;

And merely to revenge him on the emperor.

For not bestowing on him, at his asking.

The archbishopric ofToledo, this is purpos'd.

2 Gent. I think, you have hit the mark : But is't

not cruel.

That she should feel the smart of this? The cardinal

Will have his will, and she must fall.

1 Gent. 'Tis woful.

We are too open here to argue this ;

Let's think in private more. [Exetint.

Scene II.

—

A7i Ante-C/iamber in the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter.

Cham. My lord,—The horses your lordship

sent for, with all the care I had, I saiu well

chosen, ridden, andfurnished. They were younn,

and Imndsome ; and of the best breed in the north.

When they were ready to set out for London, a
man of my lord cardinal's, by commission, and
main power, took 'em from me ; tvith this reason,
—His master iconld be served before a subject, if

not before the kiny : which stopped our mouths,

sir.

I fear he will, indeed : Well, let him have them :

He will have all, I think.

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk.

Nor. Well met, my good

Lord chamberlain.

Cham. Good day to both your graces.

Suf. How is the king employ'd ?

Cham. I left him private.

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. «
Nor. What's the cause ?

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother's

Has crept too near his conscience. [wife

Suf. No, his conscience
Has crept too near another lady.

Nor. 'Tis so

;

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal

:

That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune.

Turns what he lists. The king will know him one
day. [else.

Suf. Pray God, he do I he'll never know himself
Nor. How holily he works in all his business !

And with what zeal ! For, now he has crack'd the
league

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great ne-
phew.

He dives into the king's soul ; and there scatters

Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience.
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage :

And, out of all these to restore the king.

He counsels a divorce : a loss of her,

That, like a jewel has hung twenty years
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre :

Of her, that loves him with that excellence.

That angels love good men with ; even of her
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls.

Will bless the king : And is not this course pions
"

C/iam. Heaven keep me from such counsel ; 'Tis

most true.

These news are every where ; every tongue speaks
them.

And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare
Look into these affairs, see this main end,

—

The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon
This bold bad maa.

Suf. And free us from his slavery.

Nor. We had need pray.
And heartily, for our deliverance

;

Or (his imperious man will work us all

From priuces into pages : all men's honours
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashion'd
Into what pitch he please.

Suf. For me, my lords,

I love him not, nor fear him, there's my creed :

As I am made without him, so I'll stand.

If the king please : his curses and his blessings

Touch nie alike, they are breath I not believe in.

I knew him, and I know hira ; so I leave him
To him, that made him proud, the pope.

Nor. Let's in

:

And, with some other business, put the king
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon
My lord, you'll bear us company ? [him :—
Cham. Excuse me;

The king hath sent me other-where : besides,
You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him :

Health to your lordships.

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.
[Exit Lord Chamberlain,

Norfolk opens a folding-door. The King is

discovered sitting, and reading pensively.

Suf. How sad he looks ! sure he is much afiBicted.

K.Hen. Who is there? ha?
Nor. 'Pray God, he be not angry
K. Hen. Who's there, I say ? How dare you

thrust yourselves

Into mv private meditations ?

Who am I? ha?
Nor. A gracious king, that paydons all offences.

Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty this way.
Is business of estate ; in which we come
To know your royal pleasure.

A'. Hen. You are too bold
;
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Go to ; I'll make ye know year times of business :

Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha ?

—

Enter Wolsey and Campeius.

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ?—O my Wol-
The quiet of my wounded conscience, [sey,

Thou art a cure fit for a king.—You're welcome,
{To Campeius.)

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom

;

Use us, and it:—My good lord, have great care
I be not found a talker. {To Wolsey.)

Wol. Sir, you cannot.

I would, your grace would give us but jin hour
Of private conference.

K. Hen. We are busy ; go.

{To Norfolk and Suffolk.)
Nor. This priest has no pride in him ?

Suf. Not to speak of;

I would not be so sick though, for his place

But this cannot continue. \ Aside.
Nor. If it do,

I'll venture one heave at him-

Suf. I another.

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk

.

Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom
Above all princes, in committing freely

Yonr scruple to the voice of Christendom :

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ?

The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her.

Must now confess, if they have any goodness.
The trial just and noble. All the clerks,

I mean, the learned ones, in christian kingdoms,
Have their free voices ; Rome, the nurse of judg-
Invited by our noble self, hath sent [ment.
One genera! tongue uuto us, this good man.
This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius

;

Whom, once more, I present unto your highness.

K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms I bid him
welcome,

And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; /or.

They have sent me such a man I would have wish'd
Cam. Yonr grace must needs deserve all strangers'

You are so noble : To your highness' hand [loves,

I tender my commission ; by whose virtue,

(The court of Rome commanding,)—yon, my lord

Cardinal of Y'ork, are join'd with me their servant.
In the unpartial judging of this business.

A'. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be
acquainted

Forthwith, for wliat yon come :—Where's Gardiner?
Wol. I know, your majesty has always lov'd her

So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A woman of less place might ask by law,
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her.

K. Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and
my favour

To him that does best ; God forbid else. Cardinal,
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary

;

I find him a tit fellow. [Exit Wolsey.

Re-enter WoLSEY, loith Gardiner.
Wol. Give me your hand : much joy and favour

You are the king's now. [to you

:

Gar. But to be commanded
For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais'd me.

{Aside.)
K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner.

(
They converse apart.)

Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace
In this man s place before him ?

Wol. Yes, he was.
Cam. Was he not held a learned man ?
Wol. Yes, surely.
Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion spread

Even of yourself, lord cardinal. (then
Wol. How! of me?
Cam. They will not stick tn say, yon envied him ;

And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous,
^^•'Ptjiim a foreign man still ; which so griev'd him,
1 hat he ran man and died.

WgI. Heaven's peace be with him !

That's christian care enough: for living marmurers,
There's places of rebuke. He wa.s a fool;
For he would ueeds be virtuous : That good fellow.
If I command him, follows my appointment;
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother,
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons.
K. Hen. Deliver this with modestyto the queen.

[Exit Gardiner
The most convenient place that I can think of.
For such receipt of learning, is Black-Fiiars

;

There ye shall meet about this weighty business :

—

My Wolsey, see it furnish'd,—O my lord.
Would it not grieve au able man, to leave
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, conscience,

—

O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

An Ante-Chamber in the Queen's
Apartments.

Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady.
Anne. Not for that neither;—Here's the pang

that pinches :

His highness having liv'd so long with her; and she
'So good a lady, that no tongue could ever
Pronounce dishonour of her,—by my life

She never knew harm-doing;—O now, after
So many courses of the sun enthrond.
Still growing in a majesty and pomp,—the whicli
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than
'Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this process.
To give her the avaunt I it is a pity
Would move a monster.
Old L. Hearts of most hard temper

Melt and lament for her.

Anne. 0, God's will ! much better
She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal,
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging
As soul and body's severing.

Ord. L. Alas, poor lads •

She's a stranger now again.

Anne. So much the more
Must pity drop upon her. Verily,
I swear, 'tis better to be low ly born.
And range with humble livers in content.
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief.

And wear a golden sorrow.
Old L. Our content

Is our best having.

Anne. By my troth, and maidenhead,
I would not be a queen.
Old L. Beshrew me, 1 would.

And venture maidenhead for't : and so would you.
For all this spice of your hypocrisy :

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you.
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet
Affected eminence, w^ealth, sovereignty

;

Which, to say sooth, are blessings : and which gifts

(Saving your mincing) the capacity
Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive,
If you might please to stretch it.

Anne, Nay, good troth,

—

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth,—You would not
be a queen?

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven.
Old L. 'Tis strange ; a three-peuce bowed would

hire me,
Old as I am, to queen it : But, 1 pray yon.
What think you of a duchess ? have you hmbs
To bear that load of title?

Anne. No, in truth.

Old L. Then you are weakly made: Pluck off^a

little;

I would not he a young count in yonr way.
For more than blushing comes to : if your back
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.

Anne. How do you talk !

I swear again, I would not be a queen
For all the world.

li
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Old L. In faiUi, for little England
Voa'd ventare an emballing : I myself
Would for CarnarN'onshire, although there long'd

No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes nere ?

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What wer't worth
The secret of your conference ? [to know
Anne. My good lord.

Not your demand ; it values not your asking :

Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying.

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming
The action of good women : there is hope.
All will be well.

Anne. Now I pray God, amen

!

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly
blessings

Follow such creatures. That yon may, fair lady,

Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note's

Ta'en ofyour many virtues, the king's majesty
Commends his good opinion to you, and
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing

Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title

A thousand pound a-year, annual support.
Out of his grace he adds.
Anne. I do not know.

What kind of my obedience I should tender ;

More than my all is nothing : nor my prayers
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wishes
More worth than empty vanities

;
yet prayers, and

wishes,
Are all I can return. 'Beseech your lordship.

Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience,
As from a blusIuDg handmaid, to his highness;
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for.

Cham. Lady,
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit
The king hath of you.—I have perus'd her well

;

{As:de.

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled.

That they have caught the king : and who knows yet,

But from this lady may proceed a gem.
To lighten all this isle ?—I'll to the king,

And say, I spoke with you.

Anne. My honour'd lord.

[Exit Lord Chamberlain.
Old L. Why, this it is ; see, see

!

I have been begging sixteen years in court,

(Am yet a courtier oeggarly,) nor could
CJorae pat betwixt too early and too late,

For any suit of pounds ; and you, (O fate !)

A very fresh-fish here, (fy, fy npon
This compell'd fortune !) have your mouth fili'd up.
Before you open it.

Anne. This is strange to me.
Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no.

There was a lady once, ('tis an old story,)

That would not be a queen, that would she not.

For all the mud in Egypt:—Have you heard it?

Anne. Come, you are pleasant.

Old L. With your theme, I could
O'ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke !

A thousand pounds a-year ! for pure respect;
No other obligation : By my life.

That promises more thousands : Honour's train

Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time,

I know, your back will bear a duchess ;—Say,
Are you not stronger than you were ?

Anne. Good lady.
Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy.
And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no being.
If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me.
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful

In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver
What here you have heard, to her.

OldL. What do you think me ? [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—yl Hall in Black-Friars.

Trumpets, senet, and cornets. Etiter two Vergers

.

with short silver wands; next them, two Scribes,

in the habits of doctors ; after them, the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury , alone; after him, the Bi-
shops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochester, and Saint
Asaph ; next them, ivitk some small distance,

follows a-Gentleman bearing thepurse, with the
qreat seal, and a cardinal's hat; then two
Priests, bearing each a silver cross : then a
Gentleman- Usher bareheaded, accompanied
with a Sergent at Arms, bearing a silver mace ;

then two Gentlemen, bearing two great silver

pillars ; after them, side by side, the two Car-
dinals, Wolsey and Campeius ; two Noblemen
with the sword and mace. Then enter the King
and Queen, and their Trains. The King takes
place under the cloth of state ; the two Cardi-
nals sit under him asjudges. The Queen takes
place at some distance from the King. The
Bishops place themselves on each side the court,
in manner of a consistory ; between them the
Scribes. The Lords sit next the Bishop, The
Crier and the rest of the Attendants stand in

convenient order about the stage.

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read

,

Let silence be commanded.
K.Hen. What's the need ?

It hath already publicly been read.

And on all sides the authority allow'd
;

You may then spai'e that time.

Wol. Be't so :—Proceed.

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into

the court
Crier. Henry king of England, &c.
K. Hen. Here. [into court.

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come
Crier. Katharine queen of England, &c.

{The Queen makes no ansiver, rises out of her
chair, goes about the court, comes to the King,
and kneels at his feet ; then speaks.)

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and
justice

;

And to bestow your pity on me : for

I am a most poor woman, and a stranger.

Born out of your dominions ; having here

No judge indiflerent, nor no more assurance

Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir.

In what have I offended you ? what cause
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure.

That thus you .should proceed to put me off".

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven wit-

ness,

I have been to you a true and humble wife.

At all times to your will conformable :

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike.

Yea, subject to your countenance
;
glad, or sof"/.

As I saw it inciin'd. when was the hour,

I ever contradicted your desire.

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends

Have I not strove to love, although I knew
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine.
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice

He was from thence discharg'd ? Sir, call to mind^
That I have been your wife, in this obedience,
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest

VVith many children by you : If, in the course
And process of this time, you can report.

And prove it too, against mine honour aught.
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty.
Against your sacred person, in God's name.
Turn me away ; and let the foul'st contempt
Shut door upon me, and so give me up
To the sharpest kind ofjustice. Please yon, sir.

The king, your father, was reputed for

A prince most prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch'd wit and judgment : Ferdinand,
My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one
The wisest prince, that tliere had reign'd by many
A year before : It i? not to be question'd.
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That they had gatbei'd a wise council to them
Of every realm, that did debate this bnsiaess.

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I

humbly
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose counsel
I will implore : if not, i'the name of God,
Your pleasure be fulfiU'd !

Wol. You have here, lady,

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; men
Of singular integrity and learning.

Yea, Uie elect of the land, who are assembled
T# plead your cause : It shall be therefore bootless

Thai longer you desire the court ; as well
For your own quiet, as to rectify

What is unsettled in the king.

Catn. His grace
Hath spoken well, and justly: Therefore, madam,
It's fit this royal session do proceed

;

And that, without delay, their arguments
Be now produc'd, and heard.

Q. Knth. Lord Cardinal,

—

To you I speak.
Wal. Your pleasure, madam ?

Q. Kath. Sir,

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that
We are a queen, (or long have dream'd so,) certain,

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears

I'll turn to sparks of fire.

Wol. Be patient yet.

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble : nay, be-
Or God vvill punish me. I do believe, [fore,

loduc'd by potent circumstances, that
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge,
You shall not be my judge ; for it is you
Have blown tiiis coal betwixt my lord and me,

—

Which God's dew quench I—Therefore, I say again,

I utterly abhor, yea, from mv soul,

Refuse you for my judge, wnom, yet once more,
I hold my most malicious foe, and think not
At all a friend to truth.

Wol, I do profess.

You speak not like yourself; wno ever yet
Have stood to charity ; and display'd the effects

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom [vvrong :

O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice

For you, or any : how far I havp proceeded.
Or how far further shall, is warranted
By a commission from the consistory, [me.

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it

:

The king is present: if it be known to him.

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound.
And worthily, my falsehood ? yea, as much
As you have done ray truth. But, if he know
That I am free of your report, he knows,
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
It lies, to cure me ; and the cure is, to

Remove these thoughts from you : The which before

His highness shall speak in, 1 do beseech
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking.
And to say so no more.

Q. Kath. - My lord, my lord,

[ am a simple woman, much too weak
To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and hnm-

ble-mcuth'd
;

You sign your place and calling, in lull seeming.
With meekness and humility : out your heart
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride.

You have, by fortune, and his highness' favours,
Gone slightly o'er low steps ; and now are mounted.
Where powers are your retainers : and your words,
Domestics to you, serve your will, as't please
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you,
^ ou tender more your person's honour, than
Your hi;»h profession spiritual : That again
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here.
Before you all, appeal unto the pope.
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness.

And to be judg'd by him.
{She curtesies to the King, and offers to depart.)
Catn. The queen is obstinate.

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and
Disdainful to be try'd by it ; 'tis not well.
She's going away.
K. Hen. Call her again. [the court.
Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into
Grif. Madam, you are called back, [your way :

Q. Kath. What need you note it? pray you, keep
When you are call'd, return.—Now the Lord help.
They vex me past my patience I—pray yon, pass on

:

1 will not tarry : no, nor ever more.
Upon this business, my appearance make
In any of their courts.

[Exeimt Queen, Griffith, and her other
Attendants.

K. Hen. Go Ihv ways, Kate

:

That man i' the world, who shall report he ha.s

A better wife, let in nought be trusted.
For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone,
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness.
Thy meekness saint-like, wif^e-like government,

—

Obeying in commanding,—and thy parts
Sovereign and pious else, could speak then out,)

The queen of earthy queens :—She is noble born ; .

And, like her true nobility, she has
Carried herself towards me.

Wol. Most gracious sir.

In humblest manner I require your highness,
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing
Of all these ears, (for where I am robb'd and bound,
There must I be ucloos'd ; although not there
At once and faliy satisfied,) whether ever I
Did broach this business to your highness ; or
Laid any scruple in your way, which might
Induce you to the question on't? or ever
Have to you,—but with thanks to God for such
A royal lady,—spake one the least word, might
Be to the prejudice of her present state.

Or touch of her good person ?

K. Hen. My lord cardinal,
I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour,
I free you from't. You are not to be taught
That you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are so, but, like to village curs.
Bark when their fellovvs do: by some of these
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd

:

But will you be more justified ? you ever
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business : never
Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd ; oft

The passages made toward it :—on my honour,
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point,

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,

—

I will be bold with time, and your attention :

—

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came;—give
heed to't:

—

My conscience first receiv'd a tenderness.

Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter't!

By the bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador

;

Who had been hither sent on the debating
A marriage, "twixt the duke of Orleans and
Our daughter Mary : I' the progress of this business.

Ere a determinate resolution, he

(I mean, the bishop) did require a respite

;

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise

Whether our daughter were legitimate,

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager,
Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite shook
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me.
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble

The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way.
That many maz'd considerings did throng.

And press'd in with this caution. First, methought,
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had
Commanded nature, that niy lady's womb.
If it conceiv'd a male child by me, should
Do no more offices of life to't, than

The grave does to tlie dead : for her male issue

Or died where they were made, or shortly after

li*
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This world had air'd them : Hence I took a thought,

This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom,

\Vell worthy the best heir o'the world, should not

Be gladded in't by me : Then follows, that

I weigh'd the danger, which my realm stood in

By this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in

The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are

Now present here together; that's to say,

I meant to rectify my conscience,—which

J then did feel full sick, and ^et not well,—

By all the reverend fathers of the land.

And doctors leam'd.—First, I began in private

With you, my lord of Lincoln ;
you remember

How under my oppression I did reek,

When I first mov'd you.

Lin. Very well, my liege.

K. Hen. I have spoke long ; be pleas'd yourself

How far you satisfied me. (to say

Lin. So please your highness,

The question did at first so stagger me,

—

Beariog a state of mighty moment in't.

And consequence of dread,—that I committed

The daring'st counsel, which I had, to doubt;

And did entreat your highness to this course.

Which you are runnning here.

K. Hen. I then mov'd you,

My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave

To make this present summons :—Unsolicited

I left no reverend person in this court;

But by particular consent proceeded,

Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on :

For no dislike i' the world against the person

Of the good queeTi>but the sharp thorny points

Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward :

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life.

And kingly dignity, we are contented

To wear our mortal state to come, with her,

Katharine our queen, before the primest creature.

That's paragon'd o'the world.
_

Cam. So please your highness.

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness

That we adjourn this court till further day:

Meanwhile must be an earnest motion

Made to the queen, to call back her appeal

She intends unto his holiness. [They rise to depart.)

K. Hen. I may perceive, (Aside.)

These cardinals trifle with me ; I abhor

This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome.
My leam'd and well-beloved servant, Cranmer,

Pr'ythee return I with thy approach, 1 know,

My comfort comes along. Break up the court

:

I say, set on. [Exeunt, in manner as they entered.

ACT HI.

Scene I.

—

Palace at Bridewell. A Room in the

Queen's Apartment.

The Queen, and some of her Women, at work.

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows
sad with troubles

;

[ing.

Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave work-

SONG.
Orpheus tcith his lute made trees,

Arid the mountain-tops, that freeze,

Boiv thetnselves, when he did sing

To his music, plants and flowers
Ever sprung ; as sun, and shoivers,

There had been a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,

Even the billoivs of the sea.

Hung their heads, and then lay by.

In siveet music is such art

;

Killing care, aiid grief of heart.

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die.

Enter a Gentleman.

Q. Kath. How now ?

Gent. An't please your grace, the two great car-

Wait in the presence. [dinals

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me ?

Gent. They will'd me say so, madam.

Q. Kath. Pray their graces

To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their

business

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour?

I do not like their coming, now I think on't.

They should be good men ; their affairs as righteous:

But all hoods make not monks.

Enter Wolsey and Campeius.
^

Wol. Peace to your highness

!

Q. Kath. Yonr graces find me here part of a

housewife

;

,

I would be all, against the worst may happen.
What are your pleasures with me, reverend lord

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to with-

dra .v

Into your private chamber, we shall give you
The full cause of our coming.

Q. Kath. Speak it here ;

There's nothing I have done yet, o' my conscience,

Deserves a corner : 'Would, all other women
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do .'

My lords, I care not, (so much 1 am happy
Above a number,) if my actions

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw them.

Envy and base opinion set against them,

I know ray life so even : If your business

Seek me out, and that way I am wife in.

Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing.

Wol. Tanta est ergd te mentis integritas, regina
serenissima,—

Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin;

I am not such a truant since rav coming.
As not to know the language I nave liv'd in

:

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange,

suspicious

:

(yon.

Pray, speak in English ; here are some will thank
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake :

Believe me, she has had much wrong : Lord cardinal,

The willing'st sin I ever yet committed,
May be absolv'd in English.

Wol. Noble lady,

I am sorry, my integrity should breed
(And service to his majesty and you,)

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant.
We come not, by the way of accusation.

To taint that honour, every good tongue blesses

;

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow,;

You have too much, good lady: but to know
How you stand minded in the weighty difl'erence

Between the king and you ; and to deliver.

Like free and honest men, our just opinions.

And comforts to your cause.

Cam. Mosthonour'd madam.
My lord of York,—out of his noble nature.

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace
;

Forgettini;, like a good man, your lat'- censure
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far,)

—

Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace.
His service and his counsel.

Q. Kath. To betray me. [Aside.)
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills.

Ye speak like honest men, (pray God, ye prove so I)

But how to make you suddenly an answer.
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour,
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit.

And to such men of gravity and learning.

In truth, I know not. I was set at work
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking
Either for such men, or such business.

For her sake that I have been, (for I feel

The last fit of my greatness.) good your graces.

Let me have time, and council, for my cause
;

Alas ! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless.

Wol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with
these fears

;
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Your hopes and friends are infinite.

Q. Kath. In England,
But little for my profit : can you think, lords,

That any Englishman dare give me counsel?

Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' pleasure,

(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,)

And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends.

They, that must weigh out my afflictions.

They, that my trust may grow to, live not here

;

They are, as all ray other comforts, far hence.
In my own country, lords.

Cam. I would, your grace

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel.

Q. Kath. How, sir
'

Cam. Put your main cause into the king's pro-

tection
;

He's loving, and most gracious ; 'twill be much
Both for your honour better, and your cause

;

For, if the trial of the law o'ertake you,

You'll part away disgrac'd.

Wol. He tells you rightly.

Q, Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my
ruin :

Is this your clu-istian counsel? out upon ye !

Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge,
That no king can corrupt.

Cam. Your rage mistakes us.

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye ; holy men I

thought ye.

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues

;

But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye :

Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your
comfort ?

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ?

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scom'd ?

1 will not wish ye half my miseries,

I have more charity : But say, I warn'd ye

;

Take heed: for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once

The burden of my sorro\vs fall upon ye.

Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction;

You turn the good we ofifer into envy.

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : Woe upon ye.

And all such false professors ! Would ye have me

i
If you have any justice, any pity ;

f ye be any thing but churchmen's habits,)

Put ray sick cause into his hands, that hates me ?

Alas ! he has banish'd me his bed already
;

His love, too long agp : I am old, my lords.

And all the fellowship, I hold now \vith him.

Is only my obedience. What can happen
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies

Make me a curse like this

Cam. Your fears are worse.

Q. Kath. Have I liv'd thus long—(let me speak

myself,

Since virtue finds no friends,)—a veife, a true one ?

A woman, (I dare say, without vain-glory,)

Never yet branded with suspicion ?

Have I with all my full affections (him?
Still met the king ? lov'd him next heaven ? obey'd
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to hira?

Almost forgot my prayers to content him ?

And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords.

Bring me a constant woman to her husband
;

One, that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure
;

And to that woman, when she has done raost.

Yet will I add an honour,—a great patience.

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim

at. [guilty,

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so

To give up willingly that noble title.

Your master wed me to : nothing but death
Shall e'er divorce my dignities.

Wol. 'Pray, hear me.
Q. Kath. 'Would I had never trod this English

earth.

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it!

Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts.

What will become of me now, wretched lady?
1 am the most unhappy woman li\ing.

—

Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes?

{To her Women.)
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity.

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me,
Almost, no g^ave allow'd me :—Like the lily.

That once was mistress of the field, and flonrish'd,

I'll hang my head, and perish.

Wol. If your grace
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honest.

You'd feel more comfort : why should we, good lady.

Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas ! our places.

The way of our profession is against it

;

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them.
For goodness' sake, consider what you do :

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage.

The hearts of princes kiss obedience.
So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits.

They swell, and grow as terrible as storms.

I know, you have a gentle, noble temper,
A soul as even as a calm ; Pray, thint us

Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and ser-

vants, [virtues

, Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. Yon wrong yoiii

With this weak women's fears. A noble spirit.

As yours was put into you, ever casts [you
;

Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves

Beware, you lose it not : For us, if you please

To trust us in your business, we are ready
To use our utmost studies in your service.

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : And, pray,

forgive me.
If I have us'd myself unmannerly

;

Yon know, I am a woman, lacking wit
To make a seemly answer to such persons;

Pray, do my service to his majesty

:

He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers.

While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers.

Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs,
That little thought, when she set footing here.

She should have bought her dignities so dear.

\Exetint.

Scene \\,—Antechamber to the King's
Apai-tment.

Enter the Duke o/Norfolk, the Duke o/Suffolk,
the Earl ofSvRHEY, and the Lord Chamba-laiii.

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints.

And force them with a constancy, the cardinal

Cannot stand under them : If you omit

The offer of this time, I cannot promise.

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces.

With these you bear already.

Sur. I am joyful

To meet the least occasion, that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke.

To be reveng'd on mm.
Suf. Which of the peers

Have unconteran'd gone by him, or at least

Strangely neglected ? when dia he regard

The stamp of nobleness in any person.

Out of himself?

Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasure? :

What he deserve of you and me, I know

;

What we can do to him, (though now the time

Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot

Bar his access to the king, never attt mpt
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft

Over the king in his tongue.

Nor. O, fear him not

;

His spell in that is out : the king hath found

Matter against him, that for ever mars

The honey of his language. No, he's settled.

Not to come off, in his displeasure.

Sur. Sir,

I should be glad to hear such news as this

Once every hour.

Nor. Believe it, this is true.

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears.
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As I coald wish mine enemy.

gfjj..
How came

His practices to light?

Suf. Most strangely,

Sur. t), how, how ?

Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried,

And came to the eye o'the king : wherein was read,

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness

To stay the judgment o'the divorce : For if

It did take place, / do, quoth he, perceive,

Ml/ ling is tangled in affection to

A creature of the queens, lady Anne Bullen.

Sur. Has the king this ?

Suf. Believe it.

Sur. Will this work ?

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he

coasts.

All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic

And hedges, his own way. But in this point

After his patient's death : the king already

Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. 'Would he had !

Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord

!

For, I profess, you have it.

Sur. Now all my joy

Trace the conjunction

!

Suf. My amen to't

!

]s{or. All men's.

Suf. There's order given for her coronation :

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left

To some ears unrecounted.—But, my lords.

She is a gallant creature, and complete

In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her

Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall

In it be memoriz'd
Sur. But, will the king

Digest this letter of the cardinal's ?

The lord forbid

!

Nor. Marry, amen

!

Suf. No, no

;

There be more wasps, that buz about his nose.

Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Carapeius

fs stolen away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave

;

Has left the cause o'the king iiuhandled ; and

Is posted, as the a^ent of our cardinal.

To second all his plot. • do assure you,

The king cry'd, ha ! at this.

Cham. Now, God incense him.

And let him cry ha, louder

!

Nor. But, ray lord,

When returns Cranmer ?

' Suf. He is return'd, in his opinions ; which

Have satisfied the king for his divorce.

Together with all famous colleges

Almost in Christendom: shortly, I believe,

His second marriage shall be publish'd, and

Her coronation. Katharine no more

Shall be call'd queen ; but princess dowager.

And widow to prince Arthur.

Nor. This same Cranraer's

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain

In the king's business.

Suf. He has ; and we shall see him

For it an archbishop.

Nor. So I hear.

Suf 'Tis so.

The cardinal

—

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell.

Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody.

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, gave you the king?

Crotn. To liis own hand, in his bedchamber.

Wol. Look'd he o'the inside of the paper?

Crotn. Presently

He did unseal them : and the first he view'd,

He did it with a serious mind ; a heed
Was in his countenance : Von, he bade
Attend him here this moniiug.

Wol. Is he ready

To come abroad ?

Crom. I ihink, by this he is.

Wol. Leave me a while.— [Exit Cromwell.
It shall be to the duchess of Alen9on,
The French king's sister ; he shall marry her.

—

Anne Bullen ! No; I'll no Anne BuUens for hiui

:

There is more in it than fair visage.—Bullen !

No, we'll no Bullens.—Speedily I wish [broke I

To hear from Rome.—The marchiouess of Pem-
Nor. He's discontented.

Suf. May be, he hears the king
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough.
Lord, for thy iustice

!

(daughter.

Wal. The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knight's

To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen's queen I

—

This candle burns not clear: 'tis I must snuflFit;

Then, out it goes.—What though I know her vir-

tuous.

And well-deserving? yet I know her for

A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to

Our cause, that she should lie i'the bosom of
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king.

And is his oracle.

Nor. He is vex'd at something.

Suf. I would, 'twere something that would fret

The master-cord of his heart

!

[the string.

Enter the King, reading a schedule; a«c? Lovell.

Suf. The king, the king.

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumu-
lated

To his own portion I and what expense by the hour
Seems to flow from him? How, i'the uame of thrift.

Does he rake this together ?—Now, my lords

;

Saw you the cardinal ?

Nor. My lord, we have
Stood here observing him : Some strange commotion
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts

;

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground.
Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight.

Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again.

Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts

His eye against the moon : in most strange postures
We have seen him set himself.

K. Hen. It may well be
;

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning
Papers of state he .sent me to peruse.
As I requir'd ; And, wot you, what I found
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly ?

Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,

—

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure.

Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; whicli
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks
Possession of a subject.

Nor. It's heaven's will

;

Some spirit put this paper in the packet.
To bless your eye withal.

K.Hen. Ifwe did think
His contemplation were above the earth.

And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still

Dwell in his musings : but, I am afraid.

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth
His serious considering.

{He takes his seat, and whispers hovell, who
goes to Wolsey.)

Wol. Heaven forgive me

!

Ever God bless your highness

!

K. Hen. Good my lord,

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory
Of your best graces in your mind : the which
You were now running o'er

; you have scarce time
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span.

To keep your earthly audit : Sure in that

1 deem you aii ill husband ; and am glad
To have you therein my companion.

Wol. Sir,

For holy offices I have a time ; a time

To think upon the part of business, which

4i



Kce:;£. 2. KING HENRY VIU. 503

1 bear i'the state ; and nature does require

Her times of preservation, whicli, perlorce,

J, her frail son, au-.ongst my brethren mortal.

Must eive my tendance to.

K. Hen. You have said well.

Wol. And ever may your highness yoke together,

As I will lend you cause, my doing well

VV^ith my wtU-saying

!

K. Hen. 'Tis well said again

;

And tis a kind of good deed, to say well

:

And yet words are no deeds. 3Iy father lov'd you

;

He said, he did; and with his deed did crown
His word upon you. Since I had my office,

I have kept you next my heart; have not alone

Employ'd you where high profits might come home.
But par'd my present havings, to bestow
My bounties upon you.

yVol. WTiat should this mean ?

Sur. The Lord increase this business ! {Aside.)

K. Hen. Have I not made you

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me.

If what I now pronounce, you have found true :

And if you may confess it, say withal.

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ?

Pf'ol. My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces,

Shower'd on me daily, have been more than could

My studied purposes requite ; which went
Beyond all men's endeavours ;—my endeavours
Have ever come too short of my desires.

Yet fil'd with my abilities : Mine own ends
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed

To the good of your most sacred person, and
The profit of the state. For your great graces

Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks;

My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty.

Which ever has, and ever shall be growing,

Till death, that winter, fill it.

K. Hen. Fairly answer'd

;

A loyal and obedient subject is

Therein illustrated: The honour of it

Does pay the act of it; as, ithe contrary.

The foulness is the punishment. I presume,

That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you,

My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour,

more
On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart.

Your brain, and every fiinction of your power.

Should, notwithstanding that your bona of duty.

As 'twere in love's particular, be more
To me, your friend, than any.

Wol. I do profess.

That for your highness' good I ever labour'd

More than mine own ; that am, have, and will be,

Though all the world should crack their duty to you,

And throw it from their soul : though perils did

Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and

Appear in forms more horrid
;
yet my duty.

As doth a rock against the chiding flood.

Should the approach of this wild river break.

And stand unshaken yours.

K. Hen. 'Tis nobly spoken

:

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast.

For you have seen him open't—Read o'er this
;

{Giving him papers.)

And, after, this : and then to breaklast, with

What appetite you have.

[^Exit King, frouming upon Cardinal Wolsey :

the Nobles throng after kirn, smiling, and
whispering.

Wol. What should this mean ?

What sudden anger's this? how have 1 reap'd it?

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin

Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion

Upon the daring huntsman, that has gall'd him

;

Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper

;

I fear, the story of his anger.
—'Tis so

:

This paper has undone me :
—

'Tis the account
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom.

A.nd fee my friends in Rome. O negligence.
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil

Made me put this main secret in the packet
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ?

No new device to beat this from his brains ?

I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; Yet I know
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune

Will bring me ofFagain. What's this

—

To the Pope ?

The letter, as I live, with all the business
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell

!

I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness

,

And, from that full meridian of my glory,

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall

Like a bright exhalation in the evening,
And no man see me more.

Re-enter the Dukes o/Norfolk «nf/ Suffolk, the

Earl o/SuRREY, and the Lord Chamberlain,

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal ; who
commands you

To render up the great seal presently

Into our hands ; and to confine yourself

To Asher-house, my lord of Winchesters,
Till you hear further from his highness.
' Wal.

_

Stay,

Where's year commission, lords ? words cannot

Authority so weighty. [carry

Suf. Who dare cross them ?

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly ?

Wol. Till I find more than will, or words, to do it,

(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords,

I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy.

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces.

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin !

Follow your envious courses, men of malice;

You have christian warrant for them, and, no doubt.

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal.

You ask with such a violence, the king,

iMine, and your master,) with his own hand gave me

,

Jade me enjoy it, with the place and honours.

During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness.

Tied it by letters patents : Now, who'll take it
''

Sur. The king, that gave it.

Wol. It must be himself then.

Sur. ThoQ art a proud traitor, priest.

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest

;

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better

Have burnt that tongue, than said so.

Sur. Thy ambition,

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law:

The heads of all thy brother cardinals,

(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,)

Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy .'

You sent me deputy for Ireland

;

Far from his succour, from the king, from all,

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'st him
;

Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity,

Absolv'd him with an axe.

Wol. This, and all else

This talking lord can lay upon my credit,

I answer, is most false. 1 he duke by law

Found his deserts : how innocent I was
From any private malice in his end.

His noble jury and foul cause can witness.

If I lov'd many words, lord, 1 should tell you,

Y'^ou have as little honesty as honour

;

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth

Toward the king, my ever royal master.

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be,

And all that love his follies.

Sur. By my soul,

Y'our long coat, priest, protects you ; thou should'st

feel

My sword i'the life-blood of thee else.—My lords.

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ?

And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely,

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet,
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Fare-.vell uobility ; let his grace go forward.

And dare us vvitli his cap, like larks.

Wol. All gooduess
Is poison to thy stomach.

Sur. Yes, that goodness
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one,

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion :

The gooduess of your intercepted packets.

You writ to the pope, against the King: your good-
uess.

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious.

—

My lord of Norfolk,—as you are truly noble.

As you respect the common good, the state

Of our despis'd nobility, our issues.

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,

—

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles

Collected from his life : I'll startle you
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench
Ijay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal.

ff^ol. flow much, methinks, I could despise this

man.
But that I am bound in charity against it

!

iVbr.Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand

:

But, thus much, they are foul ones.

Wol. So much fairer.

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise,

When the king knows my truth.

Sur. This cannot save you :

I thank my memory, I yet remember
Some of these articles ; and out they shall.

Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal.

You'll shew a little honesty.

Woc. Speak, on, sir

;

I dare yonr 'vrorst objections : ii I blush.

It is, to see a nobleman want manners.
Sur. I'd rather want those, than my head.

Have at you.

First, that, without the king's assent, or knowledge,
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops.

Nor. Then, that, in all you write to Rome, or else

To foreign princes, Eyo et Rex meus
Was still inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king
To be your servant.

Siif. Then, that, without the knowledge
Either of king or council, when you went
Ambassador to the empero"-, you made bold
To carry into Flanders the great seal.

Sar. Item, you sent a large commission
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude
Without the king'.s will, or the state's allowance,
A league between his highness and Ferrara.

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd
Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin.

Sur. Then, that you have sent iunumerable 3\ih-

stance, [ence,)

By what means got, I leave to yonr own consci-

"^o furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are

;

Which, since they are of you, and odious,

I will not taint my mouth with.

Cham. O my lord,

Press not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue :

His faults lie open to the laws ; let them.
Not you, correct them. My heart weeps to see him
So little of his great self.

Sur. I forgive him.

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is,

—

Because all those things, you have done of late

By your power legatine within this kingdom,
Pall into the compass of a prostmmire,—
That therefore such a writ be sued against you

;

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements.
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be
Out of the king's protection :—This is my charge.

Nur. And so we'll leave you to your meditations
How to live better. For your stubborn answer,
About the giving back the great seal to us, fyou.

The king shall know it, and no doubt, shall thank

V^

What, amaz'd

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal.

[Exeunt all but Wolsey.
Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear me.

Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness !

This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth

The tender leaves of hope, to morrow blossoms.

And bears his bhishing honours thick upon him :

The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost

;

And,—when he thinks, good easy man, full surely

His greatness is a ripening,—nips his root.

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd.

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders^

This many summers in a sea of glory
;

But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride

At length broke under me; and now has left me.
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy
Of a rude stream that must for ever hide me.
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye

;

I feel my heart new opened : O, how wretched
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours !

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to,

That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin,

More pangs and fears than wars or women have

;

And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again.

—

Enter CromwelXj, amazedly.

Why, how now, Cromwell ?

Crom. I have no power to speak, sir,

Wol.
_

.

'"
At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder,
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep,
I am fallen indeed.

Crom. How does your grace ?

Wol. Why, well

;

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell.
I know myself now ; and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly dignities,

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me,
I humbly thank his grace ; and from these shoulders.
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken
A load would sink a navy, too much honour :

O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis 'a burden.
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven.
Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that right

use of" it.

Wol. I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks,
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel.)

To endure more miseries, and greater far.

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer.

What news abroad?
Crom. The heaviest, and the worst.

Is your displeasure with the king.

TVol. God bless him

!

Crom. The next is, that sir Thomas More is chosen
Lord chancellor in your place.

Wol. That's somewhat sudden ?

But he's a learned man. May he continue

Long in his highness' favour, and do justice
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones.
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings,
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em

!

What more '

Crom. That Cranmer is retnrn'd with welcome,
Install'd lord archbi.'shDp of Canterbury.

Wol. That's news indeed.
Crom. Last, that the lady Anne,

Whom the king hatl. in secrecy long married.
This day was view'd in open, as his queen.
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me down,
O Cromwell,

The king has gone beyond me, all my glories

In that one woman I Have lost for ever
;

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours.

Or gild again the noble troops, that waited
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell

;

I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and master : Seek the king

;
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Tliat sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him

What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee
;

Some little memory of me will sfir him;
(I know his noble nature,') not to let

Thy hopeful .service peristi too : Good Cromwell,

Neglect liim not; make use now, and provide

For thine own future safety.

Crom. O my lord.

Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego

So good, 80 nohle, and so true a master ?

Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron.

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.

—

The king shall have my service ; bnt my prayers.

For ever, and for ever, shall be yours.

Wol, Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear

In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc'd me.
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.
Let's drj' our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell

;

And,—when I'ani forgotten, as 1 shall be
;

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention

Of me more must be heard of,—say, I taught thee,

Say, Wolsey,—that once trod the ways of glory.

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,

—

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ;

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it.

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me.
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition

;

By that sin fell the angels, how can man then.

The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ?

Love thyselflast • cherish those hearts that hate thee;

Corruption wins not more than honesty.

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace.
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not :

Let all the ends, thou aim'st at, be thy countrv's.

Thy God's, and truth's ; then if thou fall'st, Otrom-
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; [well.

And,—Pr'ythee, lead me in :

There take an inventory of all I have.

To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe
And my integrity to heaven, is all

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell,
Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age
Have left me naked to mine enemies.

Crom. Good sir, have patience.

Wol. So I have. Farewell
The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do dwell.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Street in Westminster.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting,

1 Gent. You are well met once again.

2 Gent. And so are you.

1 Gent. You come to take your stand here, and
behold

The lady Anne pass from her coronation?

2 Gent. 'Tis all my business. At our last en-

counter,

The duke of Buckingham came from his trial.

1 Gent. 'Tis very true : but that time offer'd

This, general joy. [sorrow

;

2 Gent. 'Tis well : The citizens,

I am sure, have shewn at full their royal minds
;

As, let them have their rights, they are ever forward
In celebration of this dav, with shews.
Pageants, and sights of honour.

1 Gent. Never greater,

Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir.

2 Gent. IMay I be bold to ask what that contains.

That paper in your hand ?

1 Gent. Yes ; 'tis the list

Of those, that claim their offices this day,
By cu.stom of the coronation.

The duke of Suft'olk is the first, and claims
To be high steward ; next, the duke of Norfolk,
He to be earl marshal

;
you may read the rest.

2 Gent. I thank you, sir : had I not known those

customs,

I should have been beholden to yonr paper.
But, I beseech you, what's become oi Katharine,

The princess dowager ? how goes her business ?

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The archbishop
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other

Learned and reverend fathers of his order.
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off

From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to whicb
She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not

:

And, to be short, for not appearance, and
The king's late scruple, by the main assent
Of all these learned men she was divorc'd,

And the late marriage made of none eifect

:

Since which, she was removed to Kimbolton,
Where she remains now sick.

2 Gent. Alas, good lady !

—

[Trumpets.^
The trumpets sound : stand close, tne queen is

coming,

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION.

A lively flourish of trumpets ; then, enter,—
1. Two Judges. {before him.
2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace
3. Choristers sitiging. {Music.)
4. Mayor of London bearing the mace. Then

Garter, in his coat of arms, and on his

head, a gilt copper crown.
b. Marquis Dorset, bearing a sceptre of gold, on

his head a demi-coronafof gold. With
him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod
of silver with the dove, crowned with an
earl's coronet. Collars ofSS.

6. DuL-e of Suffolk, in his robe ofestate, his coronet

on his head, bearing a long white wand,
as high-steivard. With ?ii;n, the Dulce

of Norfolk, with the rod of marshalship,
a coronet on his head. Collars ofSS.

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports ;

under it, the Queen in her robe; in her
hair richly adorned with pearl, crowned.
On each side of her, the Bishops of Lon-
don and Winchester.

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of
gold, wrought with floivers, bearing the

Queen's train.

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain cir-

clets of gold without flowers.
2 Gent. A royal train, believe me.— These 1

know ;

—

\Vho's that, that bears the sceptre ?

1 Gent. Marquis Dorset :

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod.

2 Gent. A bold brave gentleman : And that

should be
The duke of Suffolk.

1 Gent. 'Tis the same ; high-steward.

2 Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk'!*

1 Gent. Yes.

2 Gent. Heaven bless thee !

(Looking on the Queen.)

Thoa hast the ssveetest face I ever look'd on.

—

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel

;

Our king has all the Indies in his arms.

And more, and richer, when he strains that lady :

I cannot blame his conscience.

1 Gent. They, that bear

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons

Of the Cinque-ports.

2 Gent. Those men are happy; and so are all, are

near her.

I take it, she that carries up the train,

Is that old noble ladv, duchess of Norfolk,

1 Gent. It is ; and all the rest are countesses.

2 Gent. Their coronets say ^. These are stars,

indeed

;

And, sometimes, falling ones.

1 Gent. ^o more of that.

[Exit Procession, with a greatflourish oj

trumpets.
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Enter a third Gentleman.

God save you, sir ? Where have you been broil-

ing? [a finger

3 Gent. Among the crowd i'the abbey; where
Could not be wedg'd in more ; and I am stifled

With the mere rankness of their joy.

2 Gent. You saw
The ceremony?
3 Gent. That I did.

1 Gent. How was it?

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing.

2 Gent. Good sir, speak it to us.

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off

A distance from her, while her grace sat down
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so.

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely

The beauty of her person to the people.

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman.
That ever lay by man : which when the people
Had the full view of, such a noise arose

As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest,

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks,

t
Doublets, I think,) flew up; and had their faces

3een loose, tliis day they had been lost. Such joy
I never saw before. Great-bellied women,
That had not half a week to go, like rams
In the old time of war, would shake the press.

And make them reel before them. No man living

Could say, This is my ivife, there ; all were woven
So strangely in one piece.

2 Gent. But, 'pray, what follow'd ?

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with mo-
dest paces

Came to the altar ; where she kneel'd, and, saint-like.

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly.

Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people :

When by the archbishop of Canterbury

She had all the royal makings of a queen;
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown.

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems
Laid nobly on her : which perform 'd, the choir.

With all the choicest music of the kingdom,
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted.

And with the same full state pac'd back again

To York-place, where the feast is held.

1 Gejit. Sir, you
Must no more call it York -place, that is past

:

For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost;

'Tis now the king's, and call'd—Whitehall.

3 Gent. I know it

;

But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name
Is fresh about me.
2 Gent. What two reverend bishops

Were those, that went on each side of the queen ?

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one, of

Winchester,
(Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary,)

The other, London.
2 Gent. He of Winchester

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's,

'I'he virtuous Crannier.

3 Gent. All the land knows that

:

However, yet there's no great breach ; when it

comes,

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him.

2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you ?

3 Gent. ' Thomas Cromwell

;

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly

A worthy friend.—The king

lias made him master o'the jewel-house.

And one, already, ti the privy-council.

2 Gent. He will deserve more.

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt.

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests

;

Something I can command. As I walk thither,

I'll tell ye more.

Act IV.

Both. You may command us, sir. Exeunt.

Scene II.—Kimbolton.

Enter Katharine, dowager, sick; led betiveen
Griffith and Patience.

Grif. How does your grace ?

Kath. O, Griffith, sick to death

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth.

Willing to leave their burden : Reach n chair;

—

So,—now, methinks, I feel a little ease.

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'st me,
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey,
Was dead?

Grif. Yes, madam ; but, T think, your grace.

Out of the pain you sufl'er'd, gave no ear to't.

Kath. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he
died :

If well, he stepp'd before me, happily.

For my e\ample.
Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam :

For after the stout earl Northumberland
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward

iAs a man sorely tainted,) to his answer,
le fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill,

He could not sit his mule.
Kath. Alas, poor man

!

Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to Lei-

cester,

Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot.

With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him
;

To whom he gave these words,

—

father abbot,

An old man, broken with the storms of state,

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ;

Give him a little earth for charity !

So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness

Pursu'd him still ; and, three nights after this,

About the hour of eight, (which he himself
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance,

Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows.
He gave his honours to the world again.

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on him

!

Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him.
And yet with charity,—He was a man
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion,

Ty'd all the kingdom : simony was fair play

;

His own opinion was his law : I'the presence
He would say untruths ; and be ever double.

Both in his words and meaning : He was never.

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful;

His promises were, as he then was, mighty;
But his performance, as he is now, nothing.

Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble madam,
Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues

We write in water. May it please your highness
To hear me speak his good now ?

Kath. Yes, good Griffith,

I were malicious else.

Grif. This cardinal.

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly
Was fashion'd to much honour. From his cradle.

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one
;

Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading :

Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not;

But to those men that sought him, sweet as summer.
And though he were unsatisfied in getting,

fWhich was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam.
He was most princely : Ever witness for him
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you,

Ipswich, and Oxford ! one of which fell with him.

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it;

The other, though uufinish'd, yet so famous.

So excellent in art, and still so rising.

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him

;

For then, and not till then, he felt himself.

And found the blessedness of being little ;
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And, to add greater honours to his age

Than man could give him, he died, fearing God.
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald,

No other speaker of my li\ing actions.

To keep mine honour from corruption,

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith.

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me.
With thy religious truth, and modesty.
Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him I

—

Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower :

1 have not long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith,

Cause the musicians play me that sad note
I nam'd my knell, whilst I sit meditating
On that celestial harmony I go to.

Sad and solemn t/iusic. [quiet,

Grif. She is asleep : Good wench, let's sit down
For fear we wake her ;—Softly, gentle Patience.

The Vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after
another, six Personages, clad in ivhite robes,
wearing on their heads garlands of bays, and

f
olden vizards on their faces ; branches of
ays, orpalm, in their /lands. Theyfirst congee

unto her, tlien dance ; and, at certain changes,
the first two hold a spare garland over her
head; at which, the other four make reverend
curtfsies; then the two, that held the garland,
deliver the same to the other next two, ivho ob-
serve the same order in their changes, and
holding the garland over her head; ivhich
done, they deliver the same garland to the last
two, tvho likewise observe the same order : at
which, i as it were by inspiration,) she snakes
in her sleep signs of rejoicing, and holdeth up
her Jiands to heaven : and so in their dancing
they vanish, carrying the garland with them.
The music continues.

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? Are ye
all gone ?

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ?

Grif, Madam, we are here.

Kath. It is not you I call for :

Saw ye none enter, since I slept ?

Grif. None, madam.
Kath. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces

Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun?
They promised me eteriial happiness;
And brought me garlands, Grnlith, which I feel

I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall.

Assuredly.

Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams
Possess your fancy.

Kath. Bid the mosic leave,
They are harsh and heavy to me. {Music ceases.)
Pat. Do you note,

How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden '?

How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks.
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes ?

Grif. She is going, wench; pray, pray.
Pat. Heaven comfort her

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. An't like your grace,

—

Kath. You are a saucy fellow :

Deserve we no more reverence ?

Grif. Y'oa are to blame.
Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness.
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel.

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon
;My haste made me unmannerly : There is staying

A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you.
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith : But this fellow

Let me ne'er see again.

[Exeunt Griffith and Messenger.

Re-enter Griffith, ivith Capucius.

If my sight fail not.

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor.
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius.

Cap. Madam, the same, your servant.
Kath. O my lord,

The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you
What is your pleasure with me ?

C'ff/>. Noble lady.
First, mine own service to your grace ; the next,
The king's request, that I would visit you

;

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me
Sends you his princely commendations.
And heartily entreats you take good comfort.
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too

late;

'Tis like a pardon after execution :

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur'd me

;

But now I am uast all comforts here, but prayers.
How does his nighness ?

Cap. Madam, in good health.
Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish.

When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name
Banish'd the kingdom !—Patience, is tliat letter,
I caus'd you write, yet sent away ?

Pat. No, madam.
[Giving it to Katharine.)

Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to dehver
This to my lord the king.

Cap. Most willing, madam.
Kath. In which I have commended to his good-

ness
The model ofour chaste loves, his young daughter :

—

The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ;

—

Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding;
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature :

1 hope, she will deserve well) ; and a little

To love her for her motlier's sake, that lov'd him,
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition
Is that his noble grace would have some pity
Upon my wretched women, that so long
Have foUow'd both my fortunes faithfully :

Of which there is not one, I dare avow.
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve.
For virtue, and true beauty of the soul.

For honesty, and decent carriage,
A right good husband, let him be noble

;

And, sure, those men are happy, tliat shall have them.
The last is, for my men ;—they are the poorest.
But poverty could never draw them from me ;

—

That they may have their wages duly paid them.
And something over to remember me by :

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life.

And able means, we had not parted thus.

These are the whole contents :^And, good my lord,

By that you love the dearest in this world.
As j'ou wish christian peace the souls departed.
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king
To do me this last right.

Cap. By heaven, I will

;

Or let me lose the fashion of a man !

Kath, I thank you, honest lord. Remember me
In all humility unto his highness

:

Say, his long trouble now is passing

Out of this world : tell him, in deatli I bless'd him.
For so I will.—Mine eyes grow dim.—Farewell,
My lord.—Griffith, farewell.—Nay, Patience,
You must not leave me vet. I must to bed

;

Call in more women.—\\ hen I am dead, good wench.
Let me be us'd with honour ; strew me over
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me.
Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet liKe

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me.
I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Kat/iarine.

ACTV.
Scene I.

—

A Gallery in the Palace.

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of WmctmsTER, a Page
tvith a torch before him, met by Sir Thom.\S
LOVELL.

Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is't not?
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Boy. Jt hath struck.

Gar. These should be hours for necessities.

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature

With comforting repose, and not for us

To waste these times.—Good hour of night, sir

Thomas

!

Whither so late ?

JjOV. Came you from the king, my lord ?

Oar. I did, sir Thomas ; and left him at primero
With the duke of Sutfolk.

Lov. I must to him too.

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave.

Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell, What's the

matter ?

It seems, you are in haste ; an if there be

No great otTence belongs to't, give your friend

Some touch of your late business : Aft'airs, that walk

iAs, they say, spirits do) at midnight, have

n them a wilder nature, than the business

Tl)at seeks despatch by day.

Lov. My lord, I love yoa
;

And durst commend a secret to your ear

Much weightier than this work. The queen's in

labour,

They say, in great extremity ; and fear'd,

She'll with the labour end.

Gar. The fruit, she goes with,

I pray for heartily ; that it may find

Good time, and live : but for the stock, sir Thomas,
I wish it grnbb'd up now.

Lou. Methinks, I could

Cry thee amen ; and yet my conscience says

She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does

Deserve our better wishes.

Gar. But, sir, sir,

—

Hear me, sir Thomas : You are a gentleman

Of my own way ; I know you wise, religious ;

And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well,

—

'Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me,

—

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she,

Sleep in their graves.

Lov. Now, sir, ye speak of two

The most remark'd i'the kingdom. As for Crom-
well,

—

Beside that of the jewel-house, he's made master

O'the rolls, and the king's secretary ; further, sir.

Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments.

With which the time will load him : The arch-

bishop

Is the king's hand, and tongue; And who dare speak

One syllable against him ?

Oar. Yes, yes, sir Thomas,

There are, that dare ; and I myself have yenturd

To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day,

Sir, (1 may tell it you,) I think, I have

Incens'd the lords o'the council, that he is

(For so I know he is, they know he is)

A most arch heretic, a pestilence.

That does infect the land : with which they moved,

Have broken with the king ; who hath so far

Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace

And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefs

Our reasons laid before him,) he hath commanded,

To-morrow morning to the council-board

He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sii Thomas,

And we must root him out. From your affairs

I hinder you too long : good night, sir Thomas.

Lov. Many good nights, my lord ; I rest your

servant. [Exeunt Gardiner and Payc.

As Lovell is going out, enter the King and the

Duke o/' Suffolk.

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more tonight;

My mind's not out, you are too hard for me.

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.

K. Hen. But little, Charles ;

Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play.

—

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ?

Lqv. I could not personally dehver to her

What you commanded me, but by her woman

I sent your message ; who retura'd her thanks

In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your high-

Most heartily to pray for her. [ness

K. Hen. ,
What say'st thou ? ha !

To pray for her? what, is she crying out?

Lov. So said her woman; and that her sufferance

Almost each pang a death. [made
K. Hen. Alas, good lady 1

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and
With gentle travail, to the gladding of

Your highness with an heir!

K. Hen. , 'Tis midnight, Charles,

Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone;

For I must think of that, which company
Will not be friendly to.

Suf. I wish your highness

A quiet night, and my good mistress will

Remember in my prayers.

K. Hen. Charles, good night.

—

[Exit Suffolk.

Enter Sir Anthony Denny.

Well, sir, what follows?

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop.

As you commanded me.
K. Hen. Ha ! Canterbury ?

Den. Ay, my good lord.

K. Hen. 'Tis true : Where is he, Denny ?

Den. He attends your highness' pleasure.

K. Hen. Bring liim to us. [Exit Denny.
Lov. This is about that which the bishop spake

;

I am happily come hither. [Aside.)

Re-enter Denny, tvith Cranmeh.

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery.

(Lovell seems to stay.)

Ha !—I have said.—Begone.
What

!

[Exeunt Lovell and Denny.
Cran. I am fearful :—Wherefore frowns he thus ?

'Tis his aspect of terror. All's not well.

K. Hen. How now, my lord ? You do desire to

Wherefore I sent for you ? [know
Cran. It is my duty

To attend your highness' pleasure.

K. Hen. 'Pray you, arise.

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury.

Come, you and I must walk a turn together;

I have news to tell you : Come, come, give me your

hand.

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak.

And am right sorry to repeat what follows :

I have, and must unwillingly, of late

Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you; which, being con-

sider'd,

Have mov'd us and our council, that you shall

This morning come before us ; where, I know.
You cannot with such freedom purge you.self

But that, till further trial, in those charges,

Which will require your answer, you mu«t take

Your patienre to you, and be well contented

To make your house our Tower : You a brother of us,

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness

Would come against you.

Cran. I humbly thank your highness
;

And am right glad to catch this good occasion

Most thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff

And corn shall fly asunder; for, I know,
There's none stands under more calumnious tongues,

Tiian I myself, poor man.
K. Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury;

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted

In us, thy friend : Gi\e me thy hand, stand up;
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame,
What manner of man are you r My lord, I look'd

You would have given nie your petition, that

1 should have ta'en some pains to bring together

Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you
Without endurance, further.
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Cran. Most dread liege,

The good I stand on is my truth, and honesty.

If they shall fail, T, with mine enemies,

Will trinmph o'er my person ; which I weigh not.

Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing

What can be seiid against me.
K. Hen. Know yoa not how

Your state stands i' the world, wth the whole world?
Your enemies
Are many, and not small ; their practices

Must bear the same proportion : and not ever
The justice and the truth o'the question carries

The due o'the verdict with it : At what ease

Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt

To swear against you? Such things have been done.

Yon are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice
Of a great size. Ween you of better luck,

I mean, in perjur'd witness, than your master,

Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd

Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to

;

You take a precipice for no leap of danger,
And woo your own destruction.

Cran. God, and your majesty.
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into

The trap is laid for me !

K. Hen. Be of good cheer
;

They shall no more prevail, than we gi\e way to.

Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see
You do appear before them : if they shall chance,
In charging you with matters, to commit you,
The best persaasions to the contrary
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency
The occasion shall instruct jou; if entreaties
Will render you no remedy, this ring

Deliver them, and your appeal to us
There make before them.—Look, the good man

weeps

!

He's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother !

I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul

None better in my kingdom.—Get you gone.
And do as I have bid you.

—

[Exit Cranmer.
He has strangled

His language in his tears.

Enter an old Lady.

Gent. [Within.) Come back ; what mean you ?

Lady. I'll not come back ; the tidings, that I bring,

Will make my boldness manners. — Now good
angels

Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person
Under their blessed wings !

K. Hen. Now, by thy looks
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd ?

Say, ay ; and of a boy.
Lady. Ay, ay, my liege

;

And of a lovely boy : The God of heaven
Both now and ever bless her !

—
'tis a girl.

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be
Acquainted vrith this stranger; 'tis as like you.
As cherry is to cherry.

K. Hen. Lovell,—

Enter Lovell.

Lov. Sir.

A. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the
queen. [Exit King.

Lady. An hundred marks! By this light, I'll

have more.
An ordinary groom is for such payment.
1 will have more, or scold it out of him.
Said I for this, the girl is like to him ?

I will have more, or else unsay't ; and now
While it is hot, I'll put it to the issue. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Lobby before the Cottncil-Chamher.

Enter Cranmer ; Servants, Door-keeper, §~c. at-

tending.

Cran. 1 hope, I am not too late ; and yet the
gentleman.

That was sent to me from the conncil, pray'd me
To make great haste. All fast ? what means this ?—

•

Who waits there 'i*—Sure, you know me ? [Hoa?
D. Keep. Yes, my lord

;

But yet I cannot help you.
Cran. Why ?

D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be
cali'd for.

Enter Doctor Bcrrs.

Cran. So.
Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad

I came this way so happily : The king
Shall understand it presently. [Exit Butts.
Cran. 'Tis Butts, (Aside.)

The king's physician : As he past along,

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me !

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For certain.

This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me,
(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,)

To quench mine honour : they would shame to

make me
Wait else at door ; a fellow counsellor,

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys But their

pleasures

Must be fulfill'd, and I attend %vith patience.

Enter, at a tvindoiv above, the King and Butts.

Butts. I'll shew your grace the strangest sight,

—

K. Hen. What's that. Butts?
Butts. I think, yoor highness sa^v this many a

day.

K. Hen. Body o'me, where is it?

Butts.
^

There, my lord

:

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury

;

Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pursuivants.
Pages and footboys.
K. Hen. Ha ! 'Tis he, indeed

:

Is this the honour they do one another ?

'Tis well, there's one above them yet. I had
thought

They had parted so much honesty among them,
(At least, good manners.) as not thus to sutler

A man of his place, and so near our favour.
To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures,
And at the door, too, like a post with packets.
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery

:

Let them alone, and draw the curtain close

;

We shall hear more anon.

—

[Exeunt.

The Council-Chamber.

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Dulce o/ Suffolk,
£ffr/o/ Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner,
and Cromwell. The Chancellor places him-
self at the upper end of the table on the left

hand ; a seat being left void above him, as for
the Archbishop o/ Canterbury. The rest seat
themselves in order on each side. Cromwell at
the loiver end, as secretary.

Chan. Speak the business, master secretary :

Why are we met in council ?

Crom. Please your honours,
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury.
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ?

Crom. Yes.
Nor. Who waits there ?
D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ?

Gar. Yes.
D. Keep. My lord archbishop

;

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures.

Chan. Let him come in.

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now.
[Cranmer approaches the council-table,)

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry
To sit here at this present, and behold
That chair stand empty : But we all are men,
In our own nature frail ; and capable

Of our flesh, few are angels : out of which frailty.

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us.

Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little

)
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Toward the king first, then his laws, in fillinff

The whole realm, by your teaching, and your
chaplains,

(For so we are infbrm'd,) with new opinions.

Divers, and dangerous ; which are heresies.

And, not reforui'd, may prove pernicious.

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too,

My noble lords : for those, tliat tame wild horses,

Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle :

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur
them,

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer

(Out of our easiness, and childish pity

To one man's honour) this contagious sickness.

Farewell, all physic : And what follows then ? •

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint

Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours,

The upper Germany, can dearly witness.

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. [gress

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the pro-

Bofh of my life and office, I have labour'd.

And with no little study, that my teaching,

And the strong course of my authority.

Might go one way, and safely ; and the end
Was ever to do well : nor is there li\ ing

(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,)

A man that more detests, more stirs against.

Both in his private conscience, and his place,

Defacers of a public peace, than I do.

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart
With less allegiance in it ! Men^ that make
Envy, and crook'd malice, nourishment,
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships,

That, in this case of justice, my accusers.
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face.

And freely urge against me.
Huf. Nay, my lord,

That cannot be
;
you are a counsellor,

Andt by that virtue, no man dare accuse you.

Gar. My lord, because we have business of

more moment,
We will be short with yon. 'Tis his highness'

pleasure.

And our consent, for better trial of you.

From hence you be committed to the Tower:
Where, being but a private man again,

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly.

More than, I fear, you are provided for. [you,

Cran, Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank
You are always my good friend ; if your will pass,

I shall both find your lordship judge and juror.

You are so merciful : I see your end,

'Tis my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord.

Become a churchman better than ambition;
Win straying souls with modesty again.

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself.

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience,

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience,

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more.
But reverence to your calling makes me modest.

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary.

That's the plain truth
;
your painted gloss dis-

covers.

To men that understand you, words and weakness.
Croin. My lord of Winchester, you are a little.

By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble.

However faulty, yet should find respect
For what they have been ; 'tis a cruelty,

To load a falling man.
Gar. Good master secretary,

I cry your honour mercy : you may, worst

Of all this table, say so.

Crom. Why, my lord ?

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer

Of this new sect? ye are not sound.

Crom. Not sound ?

Gar. Not sound, I say.

Crom. 'Would you were half so honest

!

Men's prayers then would seek yon, not their fears.

Gar. I shall remember this bold language.

Act V.

Do.Crom.
Remember your bold life too.

C/tan. This is too much

;

Forbear, for shame, my lords.

Gar. I have done.
Crotn. And I.

Craii. Then thus for yon, my lord,—It stands
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith [agreed.
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner

;

There to remain, till the king's further pleasure
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ?

A/l. We are.

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy,
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ?

Gar. . What other
Would you expect? Yon are strangely trouble-
Let some o'the guard be ready there. (some :

Enter Guard.

Cran. For me ?

Must I go like a traitor thither?

Gar. Receive him,
And see him safe i'the Tower.

Cran. Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to say. Look there, ray lords

;

By virtue of that ring, I take my cause
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it

To a most noble judge, the king my master.

Cham. This is the king's ring.

Siir.
'

"Tis no counterfeit.

Suf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all.

When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling,

'Tvvould fall upon ourselves.

Nor. Do you think, ray lords.

The king will suffer but the little finger

Of this man to be vex'd ?

Chain. 'Tis now tbo certain

:

How much more is his life in value with him ?

Would I were fairly out on't.

Crom. My mind gave me.
In seeking tales and informations.
Against this man, (whose honesty the devil
And his disciples only envy at,)

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye.

Enter King,froivning on them; takes his seat.

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound
to heaven

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince

;

Not only good and wise, but most religious :

One that, in all obedience, makes the church
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen

That holy duty, out of dear respect,

His royal self in judgment comes to hear.

The cause betwixt her and this great offender.

K. Hen. You were ever good at sudden com-
mendations.

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not

To hear such flattery now, and iu ray presence;
They are too thin and base to hide offences.

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel,

And think with wagging of your tongue io win me;
But, whatso' 'er thou tak'st me for, I am sure
Thou hast a cruel natin-e, and a bloody.

—

Good man, {to Cramner) sit down. Now let me
see the proudest

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee

:

By all that's holy, he had better starve.

Than but once think his place becomes thee not.

Stir. May it please your grace,

—

K. Hen. No, sir, it does not please me.
I had thought, I had had men of some under-

standing

And wisdom, of my council ; but find none.

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man.
This good man, (few of you deserve that title,)

This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy

At chamber-door ? and one as great as you are ?

Why, what a shame was this? Did my commission
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye
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Power as he was a coonsellor to try him,

Not as a groom ; There's some of ye, I see.

More out of malice than integrity.

Would try hiui to the utmost, had ye mean
;

Which ye shall never have, while I live.

Chan.
_

Thus far,

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace

To let my tongue excuse all. What was purposed

Conceruing his imprisonment, was rather

(If there he faith in men,) meant for his trial,

And fair purgation to the world, than malice ;

I am sure, in me.
K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ;

Take him, and use him well, he's worthy of it

I will say thus much for him, If a prince

May be beholden to a subject, I

Am, for his love and service, so to him.

Make me uo more ado, but all embrace him
;

Be friends, for shame, my lords.—My lord of Can-
terbury,

I have a suit, which you must not deny me

;

That is, a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism.

You must be godfather, and answer for her.

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may
glory

In such an honour ; How may I deserve it.

That am a poor and humble subject to you ?

K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare
your spoons

; you shall have
Two aoble partners with you ; the old Duchess of

Norfolk,

And lady marquis Dorset ; Will these please you ?

Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you.
Embrace, and love this man.
Gar. With a true heart,

And brother-love, I do it.

Cran. And let heaven
Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation.

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears shew thy

true heart.

The common voice, I see, is verified

Of thee,which says thus. Do my lord of Canterhin-y
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.—
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long

To have this young one made a christian.

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain;
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—T^e Palae Yard.

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and his
Man.

Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals

:

Do you take the court for Paris-garden ? ye rude
slaves, leave your gaping.

(Within.J Good master porter, I belong to the
larder.

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, you
rogue : Is this a place to roar in ?—Fetch me a
dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones ; these are
but switches to them.—I'll scratch your heads :

Yon must be seeing cliristenings ? Do you look for

ale and cakes here, you rude rascals.

Man. Pray, sir, he patient ; 'tis as much im-
possible •

(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons,)
fo scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep
On JIay-day morning ; which will never be :

We may as well push agaiust Paul's, as stir them.
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ?

Man. Alas, I know not ; How gets the tide in ?

As much as one sound cudgel of four foot
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute,
I made no spare, sir.

Port. Yon did nothing, sir.

Man. I am not Samson, nor sir Guy, nor Col-
brand, to mow them down before me : but, if I

snared any, that had a head to hit, either young or
Old, he or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me
never hope to see a chine again; and th?.t I would

not for a cow, God save her.

[Within.) Do you hear, master porter?

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master
puppy.—Keep the door close, sirrah.

Man. What would you have me do ?

Port. What should you do, but knock them
down by the dozens ? Is this Moorfields to muster
in 'i* or have we some strange Indian with the great
tool come to court, the women so besiege ns?
Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at door ! On
my christian conscience, this one christening will

beget a thousand ; here will be father, godfather,

and all together.

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a
brazier by his face, for, o'my conscience, twenty
of the dog-days now reign in's nose; all that stand

about him are under the line, they need no other
penance : That fire-drake did I hit three times on
the head, and three times was his nose discharged
against me ; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to

blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of
small wit near him, that railed upon me till her
pink'd porringer fell otf her head, for kindling such
a' combustion in the state. I miss'd the meteor
once, and hit that woman, who cried out, clubs '.

when I might see from far some forty trimcheoneers
draw to her succour, which were the hope of the

Strand, where she was quartered. They fell on

;

I made good my place ; at length they came to the

broomstalF with me, I defied them still; when sud-
denly a file of boys behind them, loose shot, deli-

vered such a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to

draw mine honour in, and let them win the svork

:

The devil was among them, 1 think, surely.

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a
play-house, and fight for bitten apples ; that no
audience but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the
limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, are able
to endure. I have some of them in Limbo Patrum,
and there they are like to dance these three days;
besides the running banquet of two beadles, that is

to come.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Mercy o'me, what a multitude are here !

They grow .still too, from all parts they are coming.
As if we kept a fair here ! V\ here are the porters.

These lazy knaves ?— Ye have made a fine hand,
tellows.

There's a trim rabble let in : Are all these

Your faithful friends o'the suburbs ? We shall have
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies.

When they pass back from the christening.

Port. Au't please your honoui.

We are but men ; and what so many may do.

Not being torn a pieces, we have done :

An army cannot rule them.
Cham. As I live.

If the king blame me for't, I'll lay ye all

By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads

Clap round fines, for neglect: You are lazy knaves;

Ana here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets sound

;

hey are come already from the christening :

Go, break among the press, and find a way out

To let the troop pass fairly ; or I'll find

A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two
months.

Port. Make way there for the princess.

Man. You great fellow, stand close up, or I'll

make your head ache.

Port. You i'the camblet, get up o'the rail ; 111

pick you o'er the pales else. {Exeunt.

Scene Vi.—The Palace.

Enter trumpets, sounding ; then two Aldermen,
Lord Mayor, Garter, CR.iNMER, Duke o/NoR-
FOLK, with his marshal's staff, Duke o/ Suffolk,
two Noblemen bearing great standing-bowls

^

.
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for the christening gifts ; then four Noblemen
bearing a canopy, under which the Duchess of
Norfolk, godmother, bearing the Child, richly

habited in a mantle, 8)'c. Train borne by a
Lady : then folloivs the Marchioness of Douset,
the other godmother, and Ladies. The trooj}

pass once about the stage, and Garter speaks.

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the high

and mighty princess of England, Elizabeth.

Flourish. Enter King and Train.

Cran. (KiieeVing.) And to your royal grace, and
the good queen.

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray :

—

Ail comfort, joy, in tliis most gracious lady.

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy
May hourly fall upon ye !

it. Hen. Tliaiik you, good lord archbishop :

What is her name ?

Cran. Elizabeth.

K. Hen. Stand np, lord.

—

{The King hisses the Child.)

With this kiss take my blessing: God protect

Into whose hands I give thy life. [thee !

Cran. Amen.
K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too

prodigal :

1 thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady,

When she has so much English.

Cran. Let me speak, sir,

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter

Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth.

This royal infapt. (heaven still move about her
!)

Though in her cradle, yet now promises

Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings,

Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be

(But few now living can behold that goodness,)

A pattern to all princes, living with her,

And all, that shall succeed : Sheba \yas never

More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue,

Than this pure soul shall be . all princely graces,

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is.

With all the virtues that attend the good,

Shall still be doubled on her : truth shall nnrse her,

Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her

:

She shall be lov'd, and fear'd : Her own shall bless

her:

Her foes shake like a field of beaten com.

And hang their heads with sorrow : Good grows
with her

:

In her days, every man shall eat in safety

Under his own vine, what he plants
; and sing

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours:

God shall be truly known ; and those about her

From her shall read the perfect ways of honour.

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood.

Nor shall this peace sleep with her : Bat as when

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcEnir,

Her ashes new create another heir.

As great in admiration as herself:

So shall she leave her blessedness to one,

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of

darkness,)

Who, from tlie sacred ashes of her honour,
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she v/as,

And so stand fix'd : Peace, plenty, love, truth,

terror.

That were the servants to this chosen infant.

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him
;

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine,

His honour and the greatness of his name
Shall be, and make new nations : He shall flourish.

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches
To all the plains about him : Our children's

chilaren

Shall see this, and bless heaven.
K. Hen. Thou speakest wonders.
Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England,

An aged princess; many days shall see her.

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Would I had known no more ! but she must die.

She must, the saints must have her
;
yet a virgin,

A most unspotted lily shall she pass
To the ground, and all the world shall monrn her.

K. Hen. O lord archbishop,
Thou hast made me now a man ; never, before

This happy child, did I get any thing:

This oracle of comfort has so pleas'd me.
That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire

To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.

—

I thank ye all,—To you, my good lord mayor.
And your good brethren, I am much beholden

;

I have receiv'd much honour by your presence.

And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the wiiy

lords ;

—

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye,

She will be sick else. Tliis day, no man think

He has business at his house ; ior all shall stay.

This little one shall make it holiday. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.
'Tis ten to one, tliis play can never please

All that are here : Some come to take their ease.

And sleep an act or two : but those, we fear,

We have frighted with our trumpets; so, 'tis clear.

They'll say, 'tis naught : others, to hear the city

Abus'd extremely, and to cry,

—

that's witty

!

Which we have not done neither : that, 1 fear,

All the expected good we are like to hear
For this play at this time, is only in

The merciful construction of good women;
For such a one we sliew'd them : If they smile

And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while
All the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap.
If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap.

\

I



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.
This play h more correctly written than most of Shakspeare's compositions, but it is not one of those JO 'which

either the extent of his views or elevation of liis fancy is fully displayed. As the story abounded with materials,

he has exerted little invention; but he has diversified his characters with great variety, and nreserved theru wita

great exactness. His vicious characters disgust, but cannot corrupt, for both Cressida and Pandaru.s are detestea

and contemned. The comic rliaracters seem to have been the favourites of the writer: tliey are ot the superficial

kind, and exhibit more of manners than nature; but tliey are copiously filled, and powerfully impressed anaK-

speare has in his sloiT followed, fen- the greater part, the old book of Caxton, which was then very popular; but

the character of Tliersites, of which it makes no mention, is proof ,that this play was written after Cliapman naa

published liis version of Homer. .
Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
PRIAM, King of Troy.
HECTOR, -v

TROILUS, I

PARIS, > his Sons.
DEIPHOBUS, I

HELENUS, •'

iENEAS,—ANTENOR,— Trq/rtK Commanders.
CALCHAS, a Trojan Priest, takitiy part with

Greeks.
PANDARUS, Uncle to Cressida.
MARGARKLON, a bastard Son of Priam.
AGAMEMNON, the Grecian General.
MENELAUS, his Brother.

AJAX^^^^' } ^''e""" Commanders.

the

Grecian Commanders.
ULYSSES,
NESTOR,
DIOMEDES,
PATROCLUS, >

THERSITES, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian.
ALEXANDER, Servant to Cressida.
Servant to Troilus.
Servant to Paris.
Servant to Diomedes,

HELEN, Wife to Menelaus.
ANDROMACHE. Wife to Hector.
CASSANDRA, Dair<;hter to Priam, a Prophetess.

CRESSIDA, Daughter to Calchns.

' Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants.

Scene,— Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it.

PROLOGUE.
In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of

Greece
The pritces orgiiloas, their high blood chafd.

Have to the port of Atheus sent their ships,

Fraught with the ministers and instruments

Of cruel war: Sixty and nine, that wore

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian hay

Put forward toward Phrygia : and their vow is made,

To ransack Troy ; within tho.se strong immures

The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen,

With wanton.,Paris sleeps ; and that's the quarrel.

To Tenedos they come :

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge

Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plains

The fresh and yet uubruised Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions : Priam's six-gated city,

Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chetas. Trojan,

And Antenorides, with massy staples.

And corresponsive and fulfilling ^olts, <

Sperr np the sons of Troy.

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits.

On one and other side, Trojan and (Jreek,

Sets all on hazard :—And hither am I come
A prologue arm'd,—but not in confidence

Of author's pen, or actor's voice ; but suited

In like conditions as our argument,

—

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstling of those broils

'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away
To what may be digested in a play.

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are
;

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance ofwar.

ACT L
Scene I.

—

Troy. Before Priam's Palace.

Enter Trollus armed, and Pand.^rus.

Tro. Call here my varlet, I'll unarm again :

Why should I war without the walls of Troy,

That find such cruel battle here within?

Each Trojan, that is master of his heart.

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none.

Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended ?

Tro. Tlie Greeks are strong, and skilful to tlieir

strength, ^
Fierce to their skill, and to pir fierceness valiant;

lint I am weaker than a woman's tear.

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance

;

Less valiant than the virgin in the night.

And skill-less as unpractis'd infancy.

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for

my part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He,

that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry

the grinding.

Tro. Have I not tarried ?

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the

bolting.

Tro. Have I not tarried ? [leavening.

Pa7i. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the

Tro. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the

word—hereafter, the kneading, the making of the

cake, the heating of tlie oven, and the baking; nay,

you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance

to burn your lips.

Tro. Patience herself, wliat goddess e'er she be.

Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do.

At Priam's royal table do I sit

:

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts,

—

So, vhen shetraitor ! when she comes

!

thence ?

Pan. Well, she looked yesterniaht fairer than

ever I saw her look, or any woman else.

Tro. I was about to tell thee,—When my heart.

As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twaiu ;

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me,

I have (as when tlie sun doth light a storm,)

Bury'd this sigh in wrinkle of a smile:

But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming gladness,

Is like that mirth, fate turns to sudden sadness.

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than

Helen's, (well, go to,) there were no more com-

parison between the women,—But, for my part,

she is ray kinswoman; 1 would not, as th^^y tenn

it, praise her,—But I would somebody iiad heard

her talk yesterday, as I did. I will not dispraise

your sister Cassandra's wit;—but

Tro . O, Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus,—

When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drown d,

Reply not in how many fathoms deep

They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
In Cressid's love : Thou answer'st. She is fair ;

Pour'st in the open ulcer of ray heart

Her eyes, her hair, her cheeks, her gait, her voice
;

Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand,

In whose comparison all whites are ink.

Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft seizure
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The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of seuse

Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tell'st

me.
As true thou tell'st me, when I say—I love her

;

But saying, thus, instead of oil and balm,
Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given me,
The knife that macle it.

Pa7i. I speak no more than truth.

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much.
Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle io't. Let her be as

she is : if she be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an she
be not, she has the mends in her own hands.

Tro. Good Pandarus ! How now, Pandarus ?

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel : ill-

thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone
between and between, but small thauks for my
labour.

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what,
wth me ?

Pan. Because she is kin fo me, therefore she's

not so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me,
she would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on
Sunday. But what care I ? I care not, an she were
a black-a-moor ; 'tis all one to me.

Tro. Say I, she is not fair ?

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's
a fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the

Greeks : and so I'll tell her the next time I see her :

for my part, I'll meddle nor make no more in the

matter.

Tro. Pandarus,

—

Pan. Not I.

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,

—

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; I will
leave all as 1 found it, and there an end.

[Exit Pandarus. An alarum.
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace,

rude sounds

!

Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair.

When M'ith your blood you daily paint her thus.

I cannot fight upon tiiis argument

;

It is too starv'd a subject for my sword.
But Pandarus !—O gods, how do you plague me I

I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar;
And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo,
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit.

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love.

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ?

Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl

:

Between our Ilium, and where she resides.

Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ;

Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar,
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

Alarum. Enter JEiNB/i.s.

.i^ne. How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not
afield ? [sorts,

Tro. Because not there ; This woman's answer
For womanish it is to be from thence.
What news, jEneas, from the field to-day ?

ylSne. That Paris is return'd home, and hurt.

Tro. By whom, iEneas ?

jEne. Troilus, by Menelans.
Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a scar to scorn

;

Paris is gor'd with Menelans" horn. [Alarum.)
jEne. Hark ! what good sport is out of town to-

day! [mai/.—
Tro. Better at home, if would I mighi, were

But, to the sport abroad;—Are you bound thither?
yE«e. In all swift haste.

Tro. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—TAe same. A Street.

^^ Enter Ceessida and Alexander.

Cres. Who were those went by ?

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen.
Cres. And whither go they ?

A lex. Up to the eastern tower,
Whose height commands as subject all the vale.

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience

Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd :

He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ;

And, like as there were husbandry in war, .

Before the sun rose, he was harness'd light.

And to the field goes he ; where every flower
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw
In Hector's wrath.

Cres. What was his cause of anger ?
Alex. The noise goes, this : There is among the

Greeks
\ lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector

:

Thy call him Ajax.
Cres. Good ; And what of him ?
Alex. They say he is a very man/jer se,

And stands alone.

Cres. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, sick,
or have no legs.

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts
of their particular additions ; he is as valiant as the
lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant ; a
man, into whom nature hath so crowded humours,
that his valour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced
with discretion : there is no man hath a virtue, that

he hath not a glimpse of ; nor any man an attaint,

but he carries some stain of it : He is melancholy
without cause, and merry against the hair : He hath
the joints of every thing ; but every thing so out of
joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and
no use ; or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight.

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me
smile, make Hector angry ?

Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in

the battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and
shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting

and waking.

Enter Pandarus.

Cres. Who comes here)?

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus.
Cres. Hector's a gallant man.
Alex. As may be in the world, lady.

Pan. What's that? what's that?
Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.
Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do

you talk of?—Good morrow, Alexander.—How do
you, cousin ? When were you at Ilium ?

Cres. This morning, uncle.

Pan. ^Vhat were you talking of^ when I came ?

Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ?

Helen was not up, was slie ?

Cres. Hector was gone : but Helen was not up.

Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early,

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his anger
Pan. Was he angry ?

Cres. So he says nere.

Pan. True, he was so; I know the cause too;
he'll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that

:

and there is Troilus will not come far behind Kim;
let them take heed of Troilus ; I can tell them that

Cres. What, is he angry too ? [too.

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man
of the two.

Cres. O, Jupiter ! there's no comparison.
Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector?

Do you know a man. if you see him ?

Cres. Ay ; if ever 1 saw him before, and knew him.

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus.

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he

is not Hector.

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some
degrees.

Cres.

Pan.
'Tis just to each of them, he is himself.

Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he

were,

—

Cres.

Pan.
Cres.

Pan.

So he is. [India.

'Condition, I iiad gone bare-foot to

He is not Hm^r.
Himself? ndjwe's not himself.

—"Would !a

were himself! Well, the gods are above; Time
must friend, or end; Well, Troilus, well,—I would.
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my heart were in her body !—No, Hector is not a

better man than Troilus.

Cres. Excuse me.
Pan. He is elder.

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pan. The other's not come to't

;
you shall tell

me another tale, when the other's come to't. Hector
shall not have his wit this year.

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own.
Pan. Nor his qualities ;

—

Cres. No matter.

Paw. Nor his beauty,

Cres. 'Twould not become him, his own's better.

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen her-

self swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown
favour, (for so 'tis, I must confess,)—Not brown
neither.

Cres. No, but brown.
Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown,
Cres. To say the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris.

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough.

Pan So he has.

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : if

she praised him above, his complexion is higher

than his; he having colour enough, and the other

higher, is too flaming a praise for a good complexion.

I had as lief, Helen's golden tongue had commended
Troilus for a copper nose.

Pan. I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him
better than Paris.

Cres. Then she's a merry Greek, indeed.
Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him

the other day into a compass'd window,—and, you
know, he has not past three or four hai is on his chin.

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon

bring his particulars therein to a total.

Pan. Why, lie is very young: and yet will he,

within three pound, lift as much as his brother

Hector.
Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ?

Pan. But, to prove to you, that Helen lo\ es him ;

—she came, and puts me her white hand to his

cloven chin,

—

Cres. Juno have mercy!—How came It cloven?

Pan. Why, you know, "tis dimpled : I think, his

smiling becomes him better than any man in all

Phrygia.

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly.

Pan. Does he not ?

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn.

Pan. Wliy, go to then :—But to prove to you,

that Helen loves Troilus,,

—

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll

prove it so.

Pan. Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than

I esteem an addle egg.

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as you love

an idle head, you would eat chickens i'the shell.

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she

tickled his chin :—Indeed, she has a marvellous

white hand, I must needs confess.

Cres. Without the rack.

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair

on his chin.

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer.

Pan. But, there was sueb laughing;—Queen
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o'er.

Cres. With millstones.

Pan. And Cassandra laughed.

Cres. But there was a more temperate fire under
the pot of her eyes ;—Did her eyes run o'er too ?

Pan. And Hector laughed.

Cres. At what was all this laughing ?

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied
on Troilus's chin.

Cres. An't had been a green hair, I should have
lau(;hed too.

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as
at his pretty answer.

5:.5

Cres. What was his answer ?

Pan. Quoth she. Here's hut one andfifty hairs
on your chin, and one ofthem is white.

Cres. This is her question.
Pan. That's true ; make no question of that.

One and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white

:

That white hair is my father, and all the rest are
his sons. Jupiter ! quoth she, which of these hairs
is Paris my husband! Theforked one, quoth he

;

pluck it out, and (live it him. But, there was auch
laughing! and Helen so blushed, and Paris io
chafed, and all the rest so laugh'd, that it pass'd.

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great while
going by.

Pan. Well, cousin, Itold you a thing yesterday;
think on't.

Cns. So I do.

Pan. I'M be sworn, 'tis true ; he will weep you,
an 'twere a man born in April.

Cres. And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a
nettle against May. {A retreat sounded.)
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall

we stand up here, and see them, as they pass towards
Ilium ? good niece, do; sweet niece Cressida.

Cres. At your pleasure.
> Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here
we may see most bravely : I'll tell you then all by
their names, as they pass by ; but mark Troilus
above the rest.

--Eneas passes over the Stage.

Cres. Speak not so loud.

Pati. That's jEneas ; Is not that a brave man ?

he's one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you : But
mark Troilus

;
you shall see auon.

Cres. Who's that '•

Antenor passes over.

Pan. That's Antenor ; he has a shrewd wit, I can
tell you ; and he's a man good enough ; he's one
o'the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, and
a proper man of person ;—When comes Troilus ?

—I'll shew you Troilus anon ; if he see nie, you
shall see him nod at me.

Cres. Will lie give you the nod?
Pan. You shall see.

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more.

Hector joasses over.

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that

;

There's a fellow !—Go thy way. Hector;—There's
a brave man, niece.—O brave Hector I—Look, how
he looks ! there's a countenance : Is't not a brave

man

!

Cres. O, a brave man !

Pan. Is 'a not? It does a man's heart good-
Look you what hacks are on his helmet ! look you

yonder, do you see ? look you there !
There's no

jesting: there's laying on; take't oli" who will, as

they say : there be hacks !

Cres. Be those with swords ?

Paris passes over.

Pan. Swords? any thing, he cares not : an the

devil come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does

one's heart good:— Yonder comes Pans, yonder

comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece ;
Is t not a

gallant man too, is't not ?—Why,-,this is brave now.

—Who said, he came hurt home to-day ;" he's not

hurt : why, this will do Helen's heart good now.

Ha ! 'would I could see Troilus now !—you shall ses

Troilus ano;i.

Cres. Who's that?

Helenus passes over.

Pan. That's Helenus,— I marvel, where Troilu?

is :_That's Helenus ;—I think he went not lorth to-

day :—That's Helenus.

Cres. Can Helenus tight, nncle?

Pan. Helenus? no;— yes, he'll fight indifferent

Kk*



616 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Act I.

^vell-— I marvel, where Troilus is!— Hark; do

you not hear the people cry, Troilus?—Helenus is a

^"cres. Wliat sneaking fellow comes yonder?

Troilus passes over.

Pan. Where ? yonder ? that's Deiphobus : 'Tis

Troilus! there's a man. niece !— Hem !— Brave

Troilus! the prince of chivalry.

Ores. PeaCfe, for shame, peace

!

„ ., ,

Pan. Mark him: note him;— O brave Troilus!

— look well upon him, niece; look you, how his

swot-d is bloodied, and his helm more hack'd than

Hector's ; And how he looks, and how he goes!—

O admirable youth ! he ne'er saw three-and twenty.

Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister

were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, he should

take his choice. O admirable man ! Pans ^—Fans
is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to change,

would give an eye to boot.

Forces pass over the Stage.

Cres. Here come more.

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chatt

and bran! porridge after meat! I could hve and

die i'the eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look

;

the eagles are gone ; crows and daws, crows and

daws ! I had rather be such a man as Troilus, than

Agamemnon and all Greece.

Cres. There is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a

better man than Troilus.

Pan. Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very

Cres. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well ?—Why, have yon any discre-

tion? have you any eyes? Do you know what a

man is ? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, dis-

course, manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth,

liberality, and such like, the spice and salt that

season a man ?
i i i j

Cres. Ay, a minced man ; and then to be baked

with no date in the pie,—for then the man's date is

out.

Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not at

what ward yon lie.

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; npon

my wit, to defend my wiies ; and npon my secrecy,

to defend mine honesty ; ray mask, to defend my
beauty ; and you, to defend all these : and at all

these wards I lie, at a thousand watches.

Pan. Say one of your watches.

Cres. Nay, I'll watch you for that; and that's

one of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward

what I would not have hit, I can watch you for tell-

ing how I took the blow ; unless it swell past hid-

ing, and then it is past watching.

Pan. You are such another I

Boy.
Pan.
Boy.
Pan.

Enter Troilus' Boy.

Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you.

Where?
At your own house ; there he unarms him.

Good boy, tell him I come : [Exit Boy.

I doubt, he be hurt.—Fare ye well, good niece.

Cres. Adieu, uncle.

Pan. I'll be with you, niecf , by and by.

Cres. To bring, uncle,

—

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus.

Cres. By the same token—you are a bawd.
[Exit PandariiJi.

Words, vows, griefs, tears, and love's full sacrifice,

He offers in another's enterprise :

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see

Than in tlie glass of Pandar's praise may be

;

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing :

Things won are done, joy's soul lies in the doing

:

That she, belov'd, knows nought, that knows not

this,

—

Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is :

j
That she was never yet, tlmt ever knew

' Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue :

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach,

—

Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech :

Then though my heart's content tirm love doth bear,

Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exit.

Scene III.—The Grecian Camp. Before Aga-
memnon's Tent.

Trumpets. Ew^er Agameimnon, Nestor, Ulysses,
Menelaus, and others.

Agam. Princes,

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks i

The ample proposition, that hope makes

In all designs begun on earth below.

Fails in the promis'd largeness : cheeks and disasters

Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd
;

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap,

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain

Tortive and errant from his course of growth.

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us,

That we come short of our suppose so far,

That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand

,

Sith every action, that hath gone before.

Whereof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim.

And that unbodied figure of the thought.

That gave't surmised shape. Why then, you princes.

Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works

;

And think them shames, which are, indeed, noiiglu

else

But the protractive trials of great Jove,

To find persistive constancy in men ?

The fineness of which metal is not found

In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward.

The wise and fool, the artist and unread.

The hard and soft, seem all affin'd and kin:

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown.

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan.

Puffing at all, winnows the light away ;

And what hath mass, or matter, by itself

Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled.

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat.

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply

Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance

Lies the true proof of men; The sea being smooth,

How many shallow bauble boats dare sail

'

Upon her patient breast, making their way
With those of nobler bulk ?

i

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold

The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut.

Bounding between the two moist elements,

Like Perseus' horse : Where's then the saucy boat.

Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled,

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so

Doth valour's shevy, and valour's worth, divide,

In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness,

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize,

Than by the tiger : but wnen the splitting wind
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks,

And flies fled under shade. Why, then, the thing o^

::OHrage,

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize.

And vdth an accent tun'd in self-same key.

Returns to chiding fortune.

Ulyss. Agamemnon,

—

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece

,

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit.

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be shut up,—hear what Ulysses speaks.

Besides the applause and approbation

The which,—most mighty for thy place and sway,

—

(To Agamemnon.)
And thou most reverend for thy siretch'd-out life,

—

{To Nestor.)

I give to both yonr speeches,—which were such.

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece

Should hold up high in brass ; and such again,
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As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver.

Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree

On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears

To his experienc'd tongue,—yet let it please both,

—

Thou great,—and wise,—to hear Ulysses speak.

Again. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be't of less

expect

That matter needless, of importless burden.

Divide thy lips ; than we are confident.

When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws,

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle.

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down,
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master.

But for these instances.

The specialty of rule hath been neglected :

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand

Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factious.

When that the general is not like the hive.

To whom the foragers shall all repair.

What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded.

The unworthiest shews as fairly in the mask.

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre.

Observe degree, priority, and place,

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form.

Office, and custom, in all line of order :

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol,

In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd

Amidst the other ; whose med'cinable eye
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil.

And posts, like the commandment of a king.

Sans check, to good and bad : But. when the planets.

In evil mixture, to disorder wander,
What plagues, and what portents? what mutiny ?

What raging of the sea ? shaking of earth ?

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors,

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity and married calm of states

Quite from their fixture? O, when degree is shak'd.

Which is the ladder of all high designs.

The enterprise is .sick ! How could communities,

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities.

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores.

The primogenitive and due of birth.

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels,

But by degree, stand in authentic place ?

Take but degree away, untune that string,

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters

Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores.

And make a sop of all this solid globe :

Strength should be lord of imbecility.

And the rude son shi:.dd strike his father dead :

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong
(Between whose endless jar justice resides,)

Should lose their names, and so should justice too.

Then every thing includes itself in power.
Power into will, will into appetite

;

And appetite, an universal wolf.

So doubly seconded with will and power.
Must make perforce an universal prey.

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon,
This chaos, when degree is suffocate,

Follows the choking.

And this neglection of degree it is.

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose

It hath to climb. The general's disdain'd

By him one step below; he, by the next;
That next, by him beneath ; so e\ ery step,

Exampled by the first pace, that is sick

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever ;

Of pale and bloodless emulation :

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length,

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength.

Nest. Most wisely hath Clysses here disc.oyer'd

The fever whereof all our power is sick
Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses,

What is the remedy?
Ulyss. The great Achilles,—jvhom opinion crowns

The sinew and the forehand of our liost,

—

Having his ear full of his airy fame.
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
Lies mocking our designs : With hira, Patroclus,
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day
Breaks scurril jests

;

And with ridiculous and awkward action
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,)

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,
Thy topless deputation he puts on

;

And, like a strutting player,—whose conceit
Lies in his hamstring, and doth fbink it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage,—
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks,
'Tis hke a chime a-mending; with terms unsquar'd,
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd.
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff,

The large Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling,

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause
;

Cries

—

Excellent

!

—'tis Agamemnon just.—
Notv play me 'Nestor;—kem, and stroke thy heard.
As /«e, being 'drest to some oration.
That's done ;—as near as the extreniest ends
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife :

Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent!
'Tis Nestor right ! Now play him 7ne, Patroclus,
Artning to answer in a night alarm.
And then, forsooth, the faint delects of age
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough, and spit,

And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget,
Shake in and out the rivet :—And at tiiis sport.

Sir Valour dies ; cries, O! enough, Patroclus;

—

Or give me ribs of steel '. I shall split all
In pleasure ofmy spleen. And in this fashion
All our abilities, gilts, natures, shapes,
Severals and generals of grace exact.
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce,
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns
With an imperial voice,) many are infect.

Ajax is grown self-willed ; and bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place

As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him;
Makes factious feasts : rails on our state of war,
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites

(A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint,}

To match us in comparisons with dirt;

To weaken and discredit our exposure.

How rat'k soever rounded in with danger.

Vlyss. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice;
Count wisdom as no member of the war;
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act

But that ofhand : the still and mental parts,—

That do contrive how many hands shall strike,

When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight,

—

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity:

They call this—bed-work, mappery, closet-war:

So that the raui, that batters down the wall.

For the great swing and rudeness of his poize.

They place before his hand, that made the engine
;

Or those, that with the fineness of their souls

By reason guide his execution.

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse

Makes many Thetis' sons. {Trumpet sounds.)

Agam. What trumpet ? look, Menelaus.

Enter ^Eneas.

Men. From Troy.

Agam. What would you 'fore our tent ?

Aijne. Is tills

Great Agamemnon's tent, I pray '?

Agam. Even this.

^}te. May one, that is a herald, and a prince.

Do a fair message to his kingly ears ?

Agam. With surety stronger than Acliillee" arm
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'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice

Call Agamemnon head and general.

jEne. Fair leave, and large security. How may
A stranger to those most imperial looks
Know them from eyes of other mortals ?

Ac/am. How ?

ySJwe. Ay
;

I ask, that 1 might waken reverence,
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush.
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes
Tlie youthful Phoebus

;

Which is that god in ofBce, guiding men ?

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Agam. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy
Are ceremonious courtiers.

JEne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd.
As bending angels ; that's their fame in peace :

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls,

Good arras, strong joints, true swords ; and Jove's
accord.

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, jEneas,
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips !

The worthiness of praise distains his worth,
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth :

But what the repining enemy commends,
That breath fame follows ; that praise, sole pure,

transcends.

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself

iEueas?
j^ne. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
Agnm. What's your affair, I pray you ?

yE«e. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears.

Agam. He hears nought privately, that comes
from Troy.

JEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him :

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear

;

To set his sense on the attentive bent,
jAnd then to speak.

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind ;

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour :

That thou shalt knove, Trojan, ne is awake,
He tells thee so himself
JEne. Trumpet, blow loud.

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ;

—

And every Greek of mettle, let him know,
VV^hat Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud.

{Trumpet sounds.)
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy
A priiice cali'd Hector, (Priam is his father,)

VVho in this dull and long-continued truce
Is rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet.
And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords

!

If there be one, among the fair'st of Greece,
That holds his honour higher than his ease ;

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril

;

That knows his valour, and knows not his fear
;

That loves his mistress more than in confession,
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,)

And dare avow her beauty and her worth.
In other arms than hers,—to him this challenge.
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it

;

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer.

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms

;

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call,

Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy,
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love ;

If any come. Hector shall honour him;
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires.

The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, and not worth
The splinter of a lance. Even so much.
Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lordjEneas;

If none of them have soul in such a kind.

We left them all at home : But we are soldiers
;

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove.

That means not, hath not, or is not in love

!

If then one is, or hath, or means to be,

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he,

^est. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : he is old noiv :

But, if there be not in our Grecian host
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire

To answer for his love. Tell him from me,—
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver.
And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn

;

And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste
As may be in the world : His youth in flood,

ril prove this truth with my three drops of blood.
JEne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth I

TJlyss. Amen.
Agam. Fair lord ^neas, let me touch your hand

;

To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir.

Achilles shall have word of this intent;

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent

;

Yourself shall feast with us before you go.

And find the welcome of a noble foe.

{Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor.
Ulyss. Nestor,

—

Nest. What says Ulysses ?

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain.

Be you my time to bring it to some shape.
Nest. Whatis't;
Ulyss. This 'tis :

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride.
That hath to this maturity blown up
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd,

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil.

To overbulkus all.

Nest. Well, and how ?

Ulyss. This challenge, that the gallant Hector
sends,

However it is spread in general name,
Kelates in purpose only to .\chilles, [stance.

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub-
Whose grossness little characters simi up

:

And, in the publication, make no strain.

But that -Achilles, were his brain as barren
As banks of Lybia,—though, Apollo knows,
'Tis dry enough,—will, with great speed of judg-

ment,
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose
Pointing on him.

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you ?

Nest. Yes,
It is most meet ; whom may you else oppose.
That can from Hector bring those honours off.

If not Achilles ? Though't be a sportful combat.
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ;

For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute

With their fin'st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses,

Our imputation shall he oddly pois'd

In this wild action : for the success.

Although particular, shall give a scantling

Of good or bad unto the general

;

-'Vnd in such indexes, altliough small pricks

To their subst'qnent volumes, there is seen
The baby figure of the giant mass
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd.

He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice, •

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, '

Makes merit her election ; and doth toil, <

As 'twerd from forth us all, a man distill'd

Oat of our virtues ; VVho miscarrying,

What heart receives from hence a conquering part.

To steel a strong opinion to themselves ?

Which entertain'd, limbs are his instruments,

In no less working, than are swords and bows
Directive by the limbs.

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech :

—

Therefore, 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector.

Let us, like merchants, shew our foulest wares,
And think, perchance, they'll sell ; if not.

The lustre of the better shall exceed.

By shewing the worse first. Do not consent.

That ever Hector and Achilles meet

;

For both our honour and our shame, in this.

Are dogg'd with two strange followers. [they?

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes ; what aie

£//ys*.Whatgloryour Achilles shares from Hector^
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Were he not proud, we all should share with him

:

But he already is too insolent

;

And we were better parch in Afric sun.

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes.

Should he 'scape Hector fair : If he were foil'd.

Why, then we did our main opinion crush

In tainfrof our best man. No, make a lottery

;

And, by devire, let blockish Ajax draw
The sort to fight with Hector : Among ourselves.

Give him allowance for the better man.
For that will physic the great Myrmidon,
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall

His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends-

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off.

We'll dress him up in voices: If he fail,

Yet go we under our opinion still

That we have better men. But, hit or miss,

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes,—
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes.

Nest. Ulysses,

Now I begin to relish thy advice

;

And I will give a taste of it forthwith

To Agamemnon : go we to him straight.

Two curs shall tame each other : Pnde alone
Must tarre the mastiifs on, as 'twere their bone.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

'Scene I.

—

Another pari of the Grecian Camp.

Enter A iAX and Thersites.

Ajax. Thersites,

—

Ther. Agamemnon—how if he had boils ? full, all

over, generally ?

Ajax. Thersites,

—

Ther. And those boils did run ?—Say so,—did not

the general run then ? were not that a botchy core "?

Ajax. Dog,

—

Ther. Then would come some matter from him
;

I see none now.
Ajax. Thou bitch-wolfs son, canst thou not

hear? Feel then. [Strikes him.)

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou

mongrel beef-witted lord

!

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak :

I'll beat thee into handsomeness.
Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holi-

ness: but, I think, thy horse %vill sooner coa an
oration, than thou learn a prayer without book.

Thcu canst strike, canst thou? a red murrain o'tJiy

jade's tricks !

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation.

Ther. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou
strik'st me thus ?

Ajax. The proclamation,

—

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think,

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch.

Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foot,

and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make thee

the loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth

in the incursions, thou strikest as slow as another.

Ajax. I say, the proclamation,

—

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour on
Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his great-

ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpiua's beauty, ay, that

thou barkest at him.

Ajax. Mistress Thersites

!

Ther. Thou should'st strike him.
Ajax. Cobloaf!
Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with his

fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. *
Ajax. You whoreson cur! ' Beathig him.)

Ther. Do, do.

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch !

Ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thoa
hast no more brain than 1 have in mine elbows ; an
assinego may tutor thee : Thou scurvy valiant ass !

thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art

bought and sold among those of any wit, like a
Barbarian slave. If thou use to beat me, I will

begin at thy heel, and tell what thou aft by inches,
thou thing of no bowels, thou !

Ajax. You dog!
Titer. You scurvy lord !

Ajax. You cur ! [Beating him.)
Ther. Mars his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel :

do, do.

Enter Achilles and Patroclcs.
Achil. Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do vou

thus ?

How now, Thersites ? what's the matter, man ?
Ther. You see him there, do you ?

Achil. Ay ; what's the matter ?

Ther. Nay, look upon him.
Achil. So I do ; VV hat's the matter?
Ther. Nay, but regard him welL
Achil. Well, why I do so.

Ther, But yet you look not well upon him : for,

whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax.
Achil. I know that, fool.

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself.
Ajax. Therefore, I beat thee.

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he
utters ! his evasions have ears tlius long. I have
bobbed his brain, more than he has beat my bones:
I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow.
This lord, Achilles, Ajax,— who wears his wit in

his belly, and his guts in his head,—I'll tell you
what I say of him.

Achil. What?
Ther. I say, this Ajax
Achil, Nay, good Ajax.
[Ajax offers to strike him, Achilles interposes^
Ther. Has not so much wit

—

Achil. Nay, I must hold you.
Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle

for whom he comes to fight.

Achil. Peace, fool

!

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the
fool will not : he there ; that he ; look you there.

Ajax. O thou damned cur! I shall

—

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's ?

Ther. No, 1 warrant you ; for a fools will shame it.

Patr. Good words, Thersites.

Achil. What's the quarrel ?

Ajax. I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenour
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me.

Ther. I serve thee not.

Ajax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther. I serve here voluntary.-

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not

voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress.

Ther. Even so?—a great deal of your wit too

lies in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector
shall have a great catch, if he knock out either of

your brains ; 'a were as good crack a fusty nut with

no kernel.

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites ?

Ther. There's Ulysses and old Nestor,—whose
wit was mouldy, ere your grandsires had nails on

their toes,—yoke you like draught oxen, and make
you plough up the wars.

Achil. What, what?
T7(er.Yes, good sooth ; To, Achilles I to, Ajax ! to!

Ajax. I shall cut our your tongue.

Ther. 'Tis no matter ; I shall speak as much as

thou, afterwards.^

Patr. No more words, Thersites
;
peace.

Tlier. I will hold my peace, when Achilles' brach

bids me, shall I ?

Achil. There's for you, Patroclus.

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clofpoles, ere I

come any more to your tents ; I will keep wherethere

is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. lExit.

Patr. A good riddance.

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed through all

our host,
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That Hector, by the first hour of the sun,

VVill, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy,

To-morrow morning call some knight to arms.

That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare
Maintain—I know not what ; 'tis trash : Farewell.

Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer liim ?

Achil. I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise.

He knew his man.
Ajax. O, meaning you :—I'll go learn more of

it. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Troy. A Room in Priam^s Palace.

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and
Helenus.

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent,

TTins once again says Nestor from the Greeks

;

Deliver Helen, and all damage else—
As honour, loss of time, travel, expense,

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is

coiisnm'd

In hot di'jeslion of this cormorant ivar,—
Shall he struck off:—Hector, what say you to't?

Heat. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks
than I,

As far as toiiclieth my particular, yet,

Dread Priam,
There is no lady of more softer bowels.
More spongy to suck in the sense of fear,

More ready to cry out

—

Who knows whatfollows '!

Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety.

Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go :

Since tlie first sword was drawn about this question.

Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes.
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours :

If we have lost so many tents of ours.

To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us.

Had it our name, the value of one ten
;

_

What merit's in that reason, which denies

The yielding of her up?
Tro. Fy, fy, my brother!

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king.

So great as our dread father, in a scale

Of common ounces? will you with counters sum
The past-proportion of his infinite ?

And buckle-in a waist most iathomless,

With spans and inches so diminutive

As fears and reasons ? fy, for godly shame

!

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at

reasons,

You are so empty of them. Should not our father .

Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons.

Because your speech hath none, that tells hirta so?
Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother

priest,

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your
reasons :

You know, an enemy intends you harm
;

You know, a sword, employ'd, is perilous.

And reason flies the object of all harm :

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds

A Grecian and his sword, if he do set

The very wings of reason to his heels;

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove,

Or like a star dis-orb'd ?—Nay, if we talk of reason.

Let's shut our gates, and sleep : Manhood and honour

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their

thoughts

W^ith this cramm'd reason : reason and respect

Make livers pale, and lustihood deject.

liect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost

The holding.

Tro. What is anght, but as 'tis valued '^

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will

;

It holds its estimate and dignity

As well wherein 'tis precious of itself

As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry,

To make the service greater than the god
j

Aud the will dotes, that is attributive

To what infectiously itself affects,

Without some image of the affected merit.

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election

Is led on in the conduct ofmy will;

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears.

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores

Of will and judgment : How may I avoid,

Although my will distate what it elected,

The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion

To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour;

We turn not back the silks upon the merchants.

When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viaadd
We do not throw in unrespective sieve,

Because we now are full. It was thought meet,

Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks :

Your breath with full consent bellied his sails
;

The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce,

And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd

;

And, for an old annt, whom the Greeks held captive.

He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and
freshness

Wrinkles Apollo's and makes pale the morning.

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt

:

Is she worth keeping ? why, she. is a pearl,

Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships.

And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants.

If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went,

(As you must needs, for you all cry'd

—

Go, go,)

If you'll confess, he brought home noble prize,

(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands
And cry'd

—

Inestimable .') why do you now
The issue of your proper wisdom rate

;

And do a deed that fortune never did.

Beggar the estimation which you priz'd

Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base ;

That we have stolen what we do fear to keep

!

But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen.

That in their country did them that disgrace.

We fear to warrant in our native place !

C«s. (IFiV/ji'w.) Cry, Trojans, cry

!

Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ?

Tro. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice.

Cas. (Within.) Cry, Trojans !

Hect. It is Cassandra.

Enter Cassandra, raving.

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry, lend me ten thousand eyes.
And I will fill them with prophetic tears.

Hect. Peace, sister, peace.
Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled

elders.

Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry.

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your ey«s with tears i

'

Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand
;

Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all.

Cry, Trojans , cry ! a Helen, and a woe :

Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [Exit.

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high

Of divination in our sister work [strains

Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood
So madiy hot, that no discourse of reason,
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,
Can qualify the same ?

Tro. Why, brother Hector,
We may not think the justness of each act

Such and no oliier than event doth form it

;

Nor once deject the courage of our minds,
Because Cassandra's mad : her brain-sick raptures
Cannot disfasteAhe goodness of a quarrel.

Which hath our several honours all engag'd
To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons :

And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us
Such things, as might offend the weakest spleeu
To fight for and maintain !

Par. Else might the world convince of levity

As well my undertakings, as your counsels

:

But I attest the gods your full consent



Scene 3. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.

Gave wiDgs to my propension, and cut off

All fears attending on so dire a project.

For Avhat, alas, can these my single arms ?

What propugnation is in one man's valour.

To stand the push and enmity of those
This quarrel would excite ? i et, I protest,

AVere I alone to pass the difficulties.

And had as ample power as I have will,

Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done,
Nor faint in the pursuit.

Pri. Paris, you speak
Like one besotted on your sweet delights :

You have the honey still, but these the gall

;

So to be valiant is no praise at all.

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it

;

But I would have the soil of her fair rape
Wip'd olf, in honourable keeping her.

What treason were it to the ransack'd queen.
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me,
Now to deliver her possession up
On terms of base compulsion ' Can it be,
That so degenerate a strain as this

Should once set footing in j'our generous bosoms ?

There's not the meanest spirit on our party.
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw,
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble.
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam'd,
WTiere Helen is tlie subject : then, I say.
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well.
The world's large spaces cannot parallel.

Red. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well

;

And on the cause and question now in hand
Have gloz'd,—but superficially ; not much
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought
Unfit to hear moral philosophy :

The reasons, you allege, do more conduce
To the hot passions of disteraper'd blood.

Than to make up a free determination

Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and revenge
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
Of any true decision. Nature craves
All dups be render'd to their owners ; Now,
What nearer debt in all humanity.
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law
Of nature be corrupted through affection;

And that great minds, of partial indulgence
To their benumbed wills, resist the same

;

There is a law in each well-order'd nation.

To curb those raging appetites that are

Most disobedient and refractory.

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king,

—

As it is known she is,—these moral laws
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud

To have her back retum'd : Thus to persist

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion

Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'ertheless.

My spritely brethren, I propend to you
In resolution to keep Helen still.

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance
Upon our joint and several dignities.

TVo.Why, there you touch'd the life of our design :

Were it not glory that we more aifected

Than the performance oi our heaving spleens,

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector,
Sue is a theme of honour and renown

;

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds
Whose present courage may beat down our foes,

And fame, in time to come, canonize us :

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory.

As smiles upon the forehead of tnis action,

For the wide world's revenue.
Hect. I am yours.

You valiant offspring of great Priamus.

—

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst
The dull and factious nooles of the Greeks,_
^Vill strike amazement to their drowsy spirits :

I was advertis'd, their great general slept.

Whilst emulation in the army crept

;

This, I presume, will wake him.
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[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles'

Tent.

Enter Thersites.

Ther. How now, Thersites ? what, lost in the

labyrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry
it thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy
satisfaction ! 'would it were otherwise ; that I could
beat him, whilst he relaid at me : 'Sfoot, I'll leani

to conjure and raise devils, but I'll see some issne

of my spiteful execrations. Then there's Achilles,

—a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till these two
undermine it, the walls will stand till they fall

of themselves. O thou great thunder- darter of
Olympus, forget that thou art Jove, the king of
gods ; and. Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft of
t+iy Caduceus ; if ye take not that little little less-

than-little wit from them that they have ! which
short armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant
scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly from
a spider, without drawing their massy irons, and
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the

whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that,

methinks, is the curse dependant on those that war
for a placket. I have said my prayers ; and devil,

envy, say amen. What, ho ! my lord Achilles

!

Enter Patroclus.

Pair. Who's there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites,

come in and rail.

Ther. If I could have remembered a gilt counter-

feit, thou wouldest not have slipped out of my con-

templation : but it is no matter : Thyself upon thy-

self! The common curse of mankind, folly and
ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven bless
thee from a tutor, and disciple come not near thee .'

Let thy blood be thy direction till thy death ! then
if she, that lays thee out, says—thou art a fair corse,

I'll be sworn and sworn upont, she never shrouded
any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles ?

Patr. What, art thou devout! Wast thou in

Tlier. Ay ; the heavens hear me ! [prayer V

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Who's there ?

Patr. Thersites, my lord.

Achil. Where, where ?—Art thou corac ? Why,
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served
thyself in to my table so many meals ? Come ; what's
Agamemnon?

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles ;—then tell me,
Patroclus, what's Achilles ?

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray
thee, what's thyself.

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus; Then tell me,
Patroclus, what art thou ?

Patr. Thou mayest tell, that knowest
Achil. O tell, tell.

Ther. I'll decline the whole question. Agamem-
non commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am
Patroclus' knower ; and Patroclus is a tool.

Patr. You rascal

!

Ther. Peace, fool; I have not done. r.sites.

Achil. He is a privileged man.—Proceed, Ther-
T/2er.Agamemnon is a fool; Aclulles is a fool; Ther-

sites is a fool
j
and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool.

Achil. Derive this ; come.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command
Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded 3f

Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a
fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive.

Patr. Why am I a fool ?

Ther. Make that demand of the proven—It suf-

fices me, thou art. Look you, who comes here.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes,
and Ajax.

Achil. Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody :—Com©
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in with Die, Thersites. [Exit.

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and
such knavery ! all the argument is, a cuckold, and
a ^vhore ; a good quarrel, to draw emulous factions,

and to bleed to death upon. Now the dry serpigo on
the subject! and war, and lechery, confound all

!

{Exit.

Agam. Where is Achilles ?

Pair. Within his tent; but ill dispos'd, my lord.)

Agam. Let it be known to him, that we are here.

He shent our messengers ; and we lay by
Our appertainnients, visiting of him :

JLet him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think
We dare not move the question of our place.

Or know not what we are.

Pair. I shall say so to him.
[Exit.

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent

;

He is not sick.

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man

;

but, by my head, 'tis pride: But why, why if let

him shew us a cause.—A word, my lord.

(Takes Agamemnon aside.)

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?

Ulyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him.
Nest. Who ? Thersites ?

Ulyss. He.
Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost

his argument.

_
Ulyss. No

;
you see, he is his argument, that has

his argument ; Achilles.

Nest. All the better ; their fraction is more our
wish than their faction : But it was a strong com-
posure, a fool could disunite.

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly

may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus.

Re-enter Patroclus.

Nest. No Achilles with him.
Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for

courtesy; his legs are legs for necessity, not for

flexure.

Patr. Achilles bids me say—he is much sorry.

If any thing more than your sport and pleasure
Did move your greatness, and this noble state.

To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other,

But, for your health and your digestion sake.

An after-dinner's breath.

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus :

—

We are too well acquainted with these answers :

' But his evasion, wng'd thus swift with scorn,

Cannot outfly our apprehensions.
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,

—

Not virtuously on his own part beheld,

—

Do, in your eye;?, begin to lose their gloss
;

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish,

x\re like to rot unstated. Go and tell him.

We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin.

If you do say—we think him over-proud,
And under-honest; in self-assumption greater.

Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than
himself

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on;
Disguise the holy strength of thei' command.
And underwrite in an observing kind
His humoours predominance

;
yea, watch

His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his Hows, as if

The passage and whole carriage of this action

Rode on his tide. Go and tell him this ; and add.
That, if he overbold his price so much,
VVe'U none of him ; but let him, like an engine
Not portable, lie under this report

—

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war:
A stirring dwarf we do allowance give
Before a sleeping giant —Tell him so.

Patr. I shall; and bring his answer presently.

[Exit.
Agam. In second voice we'll not be satisfied,

We come to speak with him.—Ulysses, enter.

[Exit Ulysses.
Ajax. What is he more than another ?

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is.

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he
thinks himself a better man than I ara ?

Agam. No question. [he is ?

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say

—

Agam. No, noble Ajax
;
you are as strong, as

valiaut, as wise, no less noble, much more gentle,

and altogether more tractable.

Ajax. Why should a man be proud ? How doth
pride grow? I know not what pride is.

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your
virtues the fairer. He, that is proud, eats up him-
self: pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his

own chronicle ; and whatever praises itseli but iu

the deed, devours the deed in the praise.

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen-
dering of toads.

Nest, And yet he loves himself : Is it not strange ':'

{Aside.)

Re-enter Ulysses.

Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.

Aqam. What's his excuse ?

iflyss. He doth rely on none
;

But carries on the stream of his dispose.

Without observance or respect of any.

In will peculiar and in self-admission.

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request,

Untent his person, aud share the air with us ?

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request's sake
only, [ness

;

He makes important : Possess'd he is with great-

And speaks not to himself, but with a pride

That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse.

That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts,

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages.

And batters down himself : What should I say ?

He is so plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it

Cry

—

No recovery.

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.

—

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent

:

'Tis said, he holds you well ; and will beled.

At yaur request, a little from himself.

Ulyss. Agamemnon, let it not be so

!

We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes
When they go from Acliilles : Shall the proud lord,

That bastes his arrogance with his own seam,
And never sufters matter of the world
Enter his thoughts,—save such as do revolve

And ruminate himself,—shall he be worshipp' d
Of that we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord

Must not so stain his palm, nobly acquir'd;

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit.

As amply titled as Achilles is,

Bv going to Achilles

:

That were to enlard his fat-already pride
;

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns
With entertaining great Hyperion.
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid

;

And say in thunder

—

Achilles, go to him.
Nest. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him.

yAside.")

Dio. And how his silence drinks up this applause ?

{Aside.)
Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm'd fist I'll pash

Over the face. [him
Again. O, no, you shall not go.

Ajax. An he be proud with me, \'\\ pheeze his

Let me go to him. [pride :

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our
quarrel.

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow !

—

Nest. How he describes

Himself! {Aside.}

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ?
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Ulys. The raven
Chides blackness. {Aside.)

Ajax. I will let his humours blood.

Agam. He'll be physician, that should be the pa-

tient. [Aside.)

Ajax. An all men
Were o'my mind,

—

Ulys. Wit would be out of fashion.

{Aside.)

Ajax. He should not bear it so,

He should eat swords first: Shall pride carry it?

Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry half. (Aside.)

Ulys. He'd have ten siiares. {Aside.)
< Ajax. I'll knead him, I'll make him supple :

—

Isest. He's not yet thorough warm : force him
with praises

:

Ponr in, pour in : his ambition is dry, {Aside.)

Ulys. My lord, you feed too much on this dis-

like. {To Af/amemnon.)
Nest. O noble general, do rot do so.

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles.

Ulys. Why, 'tis this naming of him does him
harm.

Here is a man—But 'tis before his face

;

i will be silent.

Nest. Wherefore should you so ?

He is not emulous, as Achilles is.

Ulys. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus
with us

!

I would, he were a Tr.njan I

Nest. What a vice

Were it in Ajas now

—

Ulys. If he were proud ?

Dio. Or covetous of praise ?

Ulys. Ay, or surly borne ?

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ?

Ulys. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet
composure

;

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck :

Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition:

But he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight.

Let Mars divide eternity in twain,
And give him half: and, for thy vigour.

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield

To sinewy Ajax. I'll not praise thy wisdom,
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines

Thy spacious and dilated parts : TIere's Nestor,

—

Instructed by the antiquary times,

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ;

—

Bat pardon, father Nesiur, were your Jays
As green as Ajax', and your brain so temper'd.
Von should not have the eminence of him.
But be as Ajax,
Ajax. Shall I call you father ?

Nest. Ay, my good son.

I)io. Be ruVd by him, lord Ajax.
Ulys. There is no tarrying here ; the hart

Achilles

Keeps thicket. Please it our great general
To call together all his state ol war

;

Fresh kings are come to Troy ; To-morrow
We must with all our main of power stand fast:'

And here's a lord,—come knights from east to west,

And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best.

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep :

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw
deep. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace.

Enter Pandarus and a Servant.

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a word : Do not
you follow the young lord Paris ?

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me.
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean?
Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gesitleman; I

must needs praise him.

Serv. The lord be praised !

Pan. You know me, do you not ?

Serv. 'Faith, sir, superficially.

Pa7i. Friend, know me better; I am the lord
Pandarns.

Serv. I hope I shall know your honour better.

Pan. I do desire it.

Serv. You are in a state of grace.

{Music within.)
Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour and lordship

are my titles :—What music is this ?

Serv. I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in

parts.

Pan. Know you the musicians ?

Serv. Wholly, sir.

Pan. Who play they to?
Serv. To the hearers, sir.

Pail. At whose pleasure, friend?
Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs tliat love music.
Pan. Command, I mean, friend.

Serv. Who shall I command, sir?

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; 1

am too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At whose
reqiiest do these men play ?

Serv. That's to't, indeed, sir : Marry, sir, at the

request of Paris my lord, who is there in person

;

with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of
beauty, love's invisible soul,

—

Pan, Who, my cousin Cressida?
Serv. No, sir, Helen : Could you not find out

that by her attributes ?

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak witii Paris
iVom the prince Troilus : I will make a complimen-
tal assault upon him, for my business seef hs.

Serv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase,
indeed

!

Enter Paris and Helen, attended.

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair

company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly

guide them I especially to you, fair queen ? fair

thoughts be your fair pillow !

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
Paw.You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.

—

Fair prince, here is good broken music.
Par. You have broke it, cousin: and, by my life,

yon shall make it whole agaiu
;
you shall piece it

out with a piece of your periormance :—Nell, he is

full of harmony.
Paji. Truly, lady, no.

Helen. O, sir,

—

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude.

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits.

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen :

—

My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word :"

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll

hear you sing, certainly.

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with

me.—But (marry) thus, my lord,—I\iy dear lord,

and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus

—

Helen. My lord Pandarns ; honey-sweet lord,

—

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to :—commends
himself most affectionately to you.

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody

;

If you do, our melancholy upon your head !

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that's a sweet
queen, i'faitb.

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a

sour oS'ence.

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that

shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such

words- no, no.—And, my lord, he desires yon,

that, if the king call for him at supper, you will

make his excuse.

Helen. My lord Pandarns,

—

Pan. What says my sweet queen ?—my very

very sweet queen ?

Par. What exploit's in hand? where sups he to-

night ?
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Helen. Nay, but my lord,-^

Pan. What says my sweet queen ?—My cousiu

will fall out wth you. You must not know where
he sups.

Par. I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida.

Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide

;

come, your disposer is sick.

Par. Well, I'll make excuse.

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say

—

Cressida? uo, your poor disposer's sick.

Par. I spy.

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ?—Come, give

me an instrument—Now, sweet queen.

Helen. Why, this is kindly done.

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing

you have, sweet queen.

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not

ray lord Paris.
'

[twain.

Pan. He ! no, she'll none of him ; the two are

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, many make
them three.

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this ; I'll

sing you a song now.
Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet

lord, thou hast a fine forehead.

Pan. Ay, you may, you may.
Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo

US all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cunid !

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i'faith.

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.

Pan. In good troth, it begins so :

Love, love, nothimj but love, still more!
For, oh, love's bow
Shoots buck and doe :

The shaft confounds
Not that it wounds.

But tickles still the sore.

These lovers cry—Oh ! oh ! they die !

Yet that, ivhich seems the wound to kill,

Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha .' ha I he !

So dying love lives still

:

Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha I ha ! ha !

Oh ! oh ! groans outfor ha ! ha ! ha

!

Hey ho

!

Helen. In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose.

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that

breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,

and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is

love.

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood,

hot thoughts, and hot deeds ?—Why, they are vi-

pers : Is love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord,

who's a-field to-day ?

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helemis, Antenor, and

all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How
chance my brother Troilus went not ?

Helen. He hangs the lip at something;—you

know all, lord Pandarus.

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen.—I long to

hear how they sped to-day.—You'll remember
your brother's excuse?
Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen.

Helen. Commend me to your niece.

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit.

{A retreat sounded.)

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's

hall, [yon.

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo
To help unarm our Hector: His stubborn buckles.

With these your white enchanting ringers touch'd,

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel,

Or force of Greekish sinews
;
you shall do more

Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector.

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his servant,

Paris

:

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty,

Gives us nwre palm in beauty than we have ;

Yea, overshines ourself.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [ Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Pandarus' Orchard.
' Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting.

Pan. How now? where's thy master? at my
cousin Cressida's ?

Serv. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him
thither.

Enter Troilus.

Pan. O. here he comes.—How now, how now ?

Tro. Sirrah, walk oflf. [Exit Servant.
Pan. Have you seen my cousin ?

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door,

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks,

Staying for waftage. O, be thou ray Charon,
And give me swift transportance to those fields,

Where I may wallovv in the lily beds
Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus,
From Cupid's shoulder pluck nis painted wings,

And fly with me to Cressid !

Pan. Walk here i'the orchard, I'll bring her
straight. [Exit.

Tro. I am giddy : expectation whirls me round.

The imaginary relish is so sweet.
That it enchants my sense ; What will it be.

When that the watery palate tastes indeed
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear me

;

Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine.

Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness.

For the capacity of my ruder powers :

I fear it much ; and I do fear besides,

That I shall lose distinction in my joys
;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying.

Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight

:

you must be witty now. She does so blush, and
fetches her wind so short, as if she were frayed
with a sprite: I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest

villain :—she fetches her breath as short as a new-
ta'en sparrow. [Exit.

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bo-
som :

My heart beats thicker than a fe\erous pulse
;

And all my powers do their bestowing lose,

Like vassalage at unawares encouut'ring

The eye of majesty.

Enter Pandarus and Cressida

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame's
a baby.—Here she is now : swear the oaths now to

her, that you have sworn to me.—What, are you
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be made
tame, must you ? Come your ways, come your
ways; an you draw backward, we'll put you i'*he

fills.—Why do you not speak to her ?—Come, draw
tills curtain, and let's see your picture. Alas tlie

day, how loath you are to oflend day-light ! an
'twere dark, you'd close sooner. So, so ; rub on

;

and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss in fe' -

farm! brild there, carpenter; the air is sweet.
Nay, yon shall fight your hearts out, ere I part

you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the ducka
i'the river : go to, go to.

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady.

Pan. Words jay no debts, give her deeds : but
she'll bereave you of the deed too, if she call your
activity in question. What, billing again ? Here's
—In witness ivhereof the parties interchange-

ably—
Come in, come in ; I'll go get a fire. [Exit.

Ores. Will you walk in, ray lord ?

Tro, O Cressida, how oiten have I wished mn
thus ! [my lord !

Ores. Wished, my lord ?—The gods grant!—

O

Tro. What should they grant? what makes this

pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg espies

my sweet lady in the fountain of our love ?
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Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears have

eyes I [truly.

Tro. Fears make devils cherubim ; they uever see

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds

safer footing than blind reason stumbling without
fear : To fear the worst, oft cures the worst.

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear ; in all

Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster.

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ?

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame ti-

gers ; thinking it harder for our mistress to devise

imposition enough, than for us to undergo any
difficulty imposed. This is the monstruosity in

love, lady,—that the will is infinite, and the execu-
tion confined ; that the desire is boundless, and the

act a slave to limit.

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more perform-
ance than they are able, and yet reserve an ability

that they never perform ; vowing more than the

perfection of ten, and discharging less than the

tenth part of one. They that have the voice of lions,

and the act of hares, are they not monsters ?

Tro. Are there such ? such are not we ; Praise

us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our
head shall go bare, till merit crown it : no perfec-

tion in reversion shall have a praise in present : we
will not name desert, before his birth ; and, being
born, his addition shall be humble. Few words to

fair faith : Troilus shall be such to Cressid, as what
envy can say worst, shall be a mock for his truth;

and what truth can speak truest, not truer than
Troilus.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ?

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan, What, blushing still ? have you not done
talking yet?

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi-

cate to you.

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy
of you, you'll give him me : Be true to my lord : if

he flinch, chide me for it.

Tro. Vou know now your hostages
;
your uucle's

word, and my firm faith.

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our

kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed,
they are constant, being woo : they are burs, I can
tell you ; they'll stick vvnere they are thrown.

Cres. Boldness comes to me n;w, and brings me
heart:

—

Prirce Troilus, I have loy'd you night and day
For many weary montlis.

Tro. Why was my Cressid then sj hard to win?
Cres. Hard to seem won; but I was won, my

lord.

With the first glance that ever—Pardon me ;

—

If I confess much, yon will play the tyrant.

I love you now; but not, till now, so much
But 1 might master it :—in faith, I lie

;

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools !

Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us.

When we are so unsecret to ourselves?

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not;

And yet, good faitli, I wish'd myself a man

;

Or that women had men's privilege

Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue
;

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak
The thing I shall repent ! See, see, your silence.

Cunning in dumbness, from ray weakness draws
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth.

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence
Pan. Pretty, i'faith.

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me
;

Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss :

I'am asham'd ;—O heavens ! what have I done '

For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

Tro. Yowt leave, sweet Cressid ?^

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow
morning,

—

I Cres. Pray you, content you.
Tro. What offends you, lady ?
Cres. Sir, mine own company.
Tro. You cannot shun

Yourself.

Cres. Let me go and try :

I have a kind of self resides with you
;

But an unkind self, that itself will leave,
To be another's fool. I would be gone :

—

Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak.
Tro. Well know they what they speak, that

speak so wisely.
Cres. Perchance, ray lord, I shew more craft

than love
;

And fell so roundly to a large confession.
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise

;

Or else you love not ; For to be wise, and love.
Exceeds man's might; that dwells vvith gods above.

Tro. O, that I thought it could be in a woman,
(As, if it can, I will presume in yon,)
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love

;

To keep her constancy in plight and youth.
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays I

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me,

—

That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow'd purity in love

;

How were I then uplifted ! but, alas,

I am as true as truth's simplicity.

And simpler than the infancy of truth.

Cres. In that I'll war with you.
Tro. O virtuous fight,

Wben ri^ht with right wars, who shall be most
right

!

True swains in love shall, in the world to come.
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their

rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration,

—

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon.
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate,
Aa iron to adamant, as earth to the centre—
\ et, after all comparisons of truth,

As truth's authentic author to be cited.
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse,
-"^nd sanctify the numbers.

Cres. Prophet may you be !

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth.

When time is old and hath forgot itself,

When water-drops have worn the stones of TroT,
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up.
And mighty states characterless are grated
To dusty nothing

;
yet let memory.

From false to false among false maids in love.

Upbraid my falsehood .' when they have said—as
false

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth.

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf,

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son

;

Vea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood,
As false as Cressid.

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; I'll

be the witness.—Here I hold your hand : here, my
cousin's. If ever you prove false one to anotlier,

since I have taken such pains to bring you together,
let all pitiful goers-between be called to the %vorld'.M

end after my name, call them all—Pandars ; let all

constant men be Troilusses, all false women Cressids,
and all brokers-betweeu Pandars ! say, amen.

Tro. Amen.
Cres. Amen.
Pan. Ameu. Whereupon I will shew you a

chamber and a bed, which bed, because it shall not

speak of your pretty encounters, press it to death

:

away.
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here.
Bed-chamber Pandar to provide this gear !

[Exetoit.
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Scene III.

—

The Grecian Camp.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor,
Ajax, Mbnelads, and Calchas.

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done
you,

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind.
That, through tlie sight I bear in things, to Jove
t have abandon'd Troy, left ray possessions,

Incurr'd a traitor's name ; expos'd myself.
From certain and possess'd conveniences.
To doubtfid fortunes ; sequest'riug from me all.

That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition,

Made tame and most familiar to my nature
;

And here, to do you service, ain becouie
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted:
I do beseech yon, as in way of taste.

To give me now a little benefit,

Out of those many register'd in promise,
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf.

Again. What would'st thou of us, Trojan ? make
demand.

Cal. You have a Troian prisoner, call'd Antenor,
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear.
Oft have you, (often have you thanks therefore,)

Desir'd my Cressid in right great exchange.
Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor,
I know, is such a wrest in their aflairs.

That their negotiations all must slack,

\Vanting his manage: and they will almost
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam,
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes,
And he shall buy my daughter; and her presence
Shall quite strike oft" all service I have done,
In most accepted pain.

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him,
And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have
VVhat he requests of us. Good Diomed,
Furnish you fairly for this interchange :

Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow
Be answer'd in his challenge : Ajax is ready.

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden
Which I am proud to bear.

[Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas.

Enter XcydIjLEs a/it/PATROCLUS, before their Tent.

Ulyss. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his

tent :

—

Please it our general to pass strangely by him,
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all,

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him :

—

I will come last : 'Tis like, he'll question me.
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd on

him ?

If so, I have derision med'cinable.
To use between your strangeness and his pride.
Which his own will shall have desire to drink

;

It may do good : pride has no other glass
To shew itself but pride ; for supple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees.

Again, We'll execute your purpose, and put on
A form of strangeness as we pas's along ;

—

So do each lord ; and either greet him not,

Or else disdainfully, which snail shake him more
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way.

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me?
You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy.
Agam, What says Achilles? would he auglit

with us ?

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the ge-
neral ?

Achil. No.
Nest. Nothing, my lord.

Agam, The better.

[Exeunt Agamemnon andNestor.
Achtl. Good day, good dav.
Men. How do you? how do you :* [Exit.
Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me ?
Ajax. How now, Patroclus i

Good moirow, Ajax.
Ha?

Achil.
Ajax.
Achil. Good morrow.
Ajax. A.Y, and good next day too. [Exit.

Achil. What mean these fellows? Know they
not Achilles ?

Patr. They pass by strangely : they were us'd
to bend,

To send their smiles before them to Achilles
;

To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

Achil. What, am I poor of late ?

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with for-

tune,

Must fall out with men too: What the declin'd is.

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others.

As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies,

Shew not their mealy yviugs, but to the summer;
And not a man, for being simply man.
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours
That are without him, as place, riches, favour,

Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

Which when they fall, as being slippery standera.

The love that lean'd ou them as slippery too.

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me :

Fortune and I are friends ; 1 do enjoy
At ample point all that I did possess.

Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out
Something not worth in me such rich beholding

As they have often given. Here is Ulysses

;

I'll interrupt his reading.

—

How now, Ulysses ?

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis' son?
Achil. What are you reading ?

Ulyss. A strange fellow here

Writes me, That man—how deai-ly ever parted.

How much in having, or without, or in,

—

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection;

As when his virtues, shining upon others,.

Heat them, and they retort that heat again
To the first giver.

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses.
The beauty that is borne here in the face.

The bearer knows not, but commends itself,

To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself

(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself.

Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd.

Salutes each other with each other's form
For speculation turns not to itself^

Till it hath travell'd. and is married there,

Wliere it may see itself: this is not strange at all.'

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position.

It is familiar ; but at the author's drift

:

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves

—

That no man is the lord of any thing,-

(T'hough in and of him there be much consisting,)

Till he communicate his parts to others:

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught.

Till he behold them fonn'd in the applause,

Where they are extended ; which, like an arch,
reverberates

The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel.

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back
His figure and his heat I was much rapt in this

;

And apprehended here immediately
The unknown Ajax.

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse

;

That has he knows not what. Nature, what thing

there are,

Most abject in regard, and dear in use !

What things again most dear in the esteem,

And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow.

An act that veiy chance doth throw upou him,

Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do,

VVliile some men leave to do !

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall,

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes

!

How one man eats into anoth r's pride,
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While pride is fasting in his wantonness

!

To see tliese Grecian lords I—why, even already

Thej clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ;

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast,

And great Troy shrinking-.

Achil. I do believe it : for they pass'd by me/
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to n.8

Grood word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot?

ITlyss. Time hath, my lorrtj a wallet at his back,

Wher^iu he puts alms for oblivion,

A great-siz'd monster of ingratitudes :

Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are de-

vour'd

As fast as they are made, forgot as soon

As done : Perseverance, dear my lord.

Keeps honour brrglit : To have done, is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a nisty mail

In monumental mockery. Take the instant way

;

For honour travels in a strait so narrow,

Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path
;

For « mulation hath a thousand sons.

That one by one pursue : If you (>ive way,
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,

LVs.f to an enter'd tide, they all rush by.
And lea\ e you hindmost ,

—

Or, l:ke a callant hoise fallen in first rank,

Lie tiiere for pavement to the abject rear,

O'er-run and trampled on : 'I'hen what they do iu

present,

rhough less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours :

For time is like a fashionable host.

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand
;

And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly,

Grasps-in the comer: Welcome ever smiles,

And fiirewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue

Remuneration for the thing it was ! [seek
For beauty, wit.

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service.

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all

To envious ana calumniating time.

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,

—

That all, with one consent, praise new-bom gawds,
Thoirgh they are made and moulded of things past;

And give to dust, that is a little gilt.

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted.

The present eye praises the present object

:

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man.
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax

;

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye.

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee,

And still it might ; and yet it may again.

If thou Mould 'st not entomb thyself alive.

And case thy reputation in thy tent

;

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late,

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods theni-

And drave great M,^rs to faction. [selves,

Achil. Of this my privacy
I have strong reasons.

XJlyss. But 'gainst your privacy
The reasons are more potent and heroical

:

•Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love

With one of Priam's daughters.

Achil. Ha ! known ?

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ?

The providence that's in a watchful state.

Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold
;

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps:
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods.

Does thoughts unveil m their dumb cradles.

There is a mystery (with whom relation

Durst never meddle) in the soul of state

;

Which hath an operation more divine,

Than breath, or pen, can give expiessure to

All the commerce that you have had vs-ith Troy,
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord

;

And better would it tit Acliilles much.
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena :

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus, now at home.
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump,
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing,

—

Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ;

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak

;

The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break.

[Exit.

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you ;

A woman impudent and mannish grown
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man
In iL;tie of action. I stand condemn'd for this;

They think, my little stomach to the war.
And your great love to me, restrains jou thus :

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton CupH
Shall /rom your neck unloose his amorous fold.

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,
Be shook to air.

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector ?

Patr. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour

by him.

Achil. I see, my reputation is at stake
;

My fame is shrewdly gord.
Patr. O, then beware :

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themselves

:

Omission to do what is necessary
Seals a commission to a blank of danger

;

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints

Even then when we s t idly in the sun.
' Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus

I'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat.
To see us here unarm'd : I have a woman's longing,

An appetite that I am sick withal.

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace;
To talk with him, and to behold his visage,

.

Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd!

Enter Thersites.

Ther. A wonder

!

Achil. What ? [for himself.

Ther. Ajax goes np and down the field, asking

Achil. How so ?

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hec-
tor ; and is so prophetically proud of an heroical

cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing.

Achil. How can that be ?

T%er. Why, he stalks up and down like a pea
cock, a stride, and a stand : ruminates like an nos

tess, that hath no arithmetic but her brain to set

down her reckoning : bites his lip with a politic re-

gard, as who should say—there were wit in this

head, an 'twould out ; and so there is ; but it lies as

coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not shew
without knocking. The man's undone for ever ; for

if Hector break not his neck ithe combat, he'll

break it himself in vain-glory. He knows tiot me :

I said, Good-i7iorrotv, Ajax ; and he replies, T/iaw^s,

Aaamemnon. What think you of this man, that

tates me for the general ? He is grown a very land-

fish, languageless, a monster. A plague of opinion !

a man may wear it on both sides, like a leather

jerkin. [Thersites.

Achil. Thou must be my ambassadjr to him,

Ther. Who, I ? why, he'll answer nobody ; he

professes not answering ; speaking is for beggars

;

he wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his

presence ; let Patroclus make dem:inds to me, you

shall see the pageant of Ajax.

Achil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him,—I humbly
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous

Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure

safe conduct for his person, of the magnanimous,

and most illustrious, six-or-seven times-honoured

captain-general of the Grecian army. Agamemnon.
Do this.

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax.

Ther. Humph!
Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles,

—

Ther. Ha!
Patr. Who most humbly desires you to i.:vlte

Hector to his tent ;

—

' Ther. Humph
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Patr. And to procnre safe conduct from Aga-
Ther, Agamemnon? [memnon.

Patr. Ay, my lord.

Tker. Ha!
Patr. What say you to't ?

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven

o'clock it will go one way or other ; howsoever, he

shall pay for me ere he has rae.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart.

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is hp ?

Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What mu-
sic will be in him when Hector has knocked out

his brains, I know not : but, I am sure, none, un-

less the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make cat-

lings on.

Achil. Come, thou shall bear a letter to him
straight.

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's

the more capable creature.

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd;

And I myself see not the bottom of it.

[E.xcunt A chilles and Patroclus.

Ther. 'Would the fountain of your mind were
clear again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ig-

norance. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Troy. A Street.

Enter at one side, jEneas, and Servant with a
torch; at the other, Paris, Deiphobus, Ante-
NOR, Diomedes, and others, with torches.

Par. See, ho ! who's that there ?

Dei. 'Tis the lord .Eneas.

yE«e. Is the prince there in person?

—

Had I so good occasion to lie long,'

As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. [^Eneas.

Dio. That's my mind too.—Good morrow, lord

Par. A valiant Greek, ^neas; take his hand
;

Witness the process of your speech, wherein

You told—how Dioraed, a whole week by days,

Did haunt you in the field.

jEne. Health to you, valiant sir.

During all question of the gentle truce :

But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance.

As heart can think, or courage execute.

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces.

Onr bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health :

But when contention and occasion meet.

By Jove, I II play the hunter for thy life,

VVith all my force, pursuit, and policy.

JEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly

With his face backward.—In humane gentleness.

Welcome t ) Troy ! now, by Anchises' life,

Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand 1 swear.

No man alive can love in such a sort,

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Dio. We sympathize :—Jove, let ^neas live,

If to my sword his fate be not the glory,

A thousand complete courses of the sun!

Uut, in mine emulous honour, let him die.

With evei-y joint a wound ; and that to-morrow !

jEne. VVe know each other well.

Dio. We do : and long to know each other worse.

Par. This is the moat despiteful gentle greeting.

The noblest hateful love, that e'er 1 heard of.—

What business, loidj so early ?

Mne. I was sent lor to the king ; but why, I know
not.

Par. His purpose meets you ; 'twas to bring tliis

Greek
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him,

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid.

Let's have your company ; or, if you pleass

Haste there before us : I constantly do think,

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,)
My brother Troilus lodges there to night

;

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach,
With the whole quality wherefore I fear

We shall be much unwelcome.
JEne. That I assure you ;

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,
Than Cressid borne from Troy.
Par. There is no help

;

The bitter disposition of the time

Will have it so. On, lord : we'll follow you.

jEne. Good morrow, all. [Exit.

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed ; 'faith, tell me
true,

Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,

—

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen beht.

Myself, or Menelaus?
Dio. Both alike

:

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,)

With such a hell of pain, and world of charge
;

And you as well to keep her, that defend her
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,)

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends ;

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece

;

You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins

Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors :

Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more

;

But he as he, the heavier for a whore.
Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman;
Dio. She's bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris —

For every false drop in her bawdy veins

A Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scruple

Of her contaminated carrion weight,

A Trojan hath been slain; since she could speak,

She hath not given so many good words breath,

As for her Greeks and Trojans suSer'd death.

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do.

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy :

But we in silence hold this virtue well,

—

We'll not commend what we intend to sell.

Here lies our way. [Exeunt,

Scene II.

—

The same. Court before the House
of Pandarus.

Enter Troilus ««(/CREssn>A.

Tro. Dear, trouble not 5'ourself ; the mom is coW.
6Ve*. Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine uncle

down

;

He shall unbolt the gates.

Tro.'. Trouble him not

;

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes,

And give as soft attachment to thy senses.

As infants' empty of all thought J

Cres. Good inorrow, then
Tro. Pr'ythee now, to bed.

Cres. Are you aweary of me ?

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day,

Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribi.'.d crows.

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,

I would not from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.

Tro. Beshrew the \yitch ! with venomous wighl-s

she stays,

As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love,

With wings more mouientary-svvift than t lought.

You will catch cold, and curse me.
Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry ; —

You men will never tarry.

O foolish Cressid !—I might have still held off,

And then you would have tarried. Hark! there's

one up.

Pan. (IFi</itw.)What, are all the doors open here?

Tro. It is your uncle.

EMer Pandarus.

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he be

mocking'.

I
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i shall iiave such a life,

—

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maidenheads ?

—Here, you maid! where's my cousin Cressid ?

Cree. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking
uncle !

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.

Pan, To do what? to do what?'—let her say

what : what have I brought you to do ?

. Cres. Come, come ; beshrew your heart ! you'll

ne'er be good.
Nor suffer others.

Pan. Ha, ha I Alas, poor wretch! a poor capoc-
chia !—hast not slept to-night ? would he not, a

naughty man, let it sleep ? a bugbear take him !

{Knoclcing.)

Cres. Did I not tell you ?—'would he were
knock'd o'the head !

—

Who's that at door ? good uncle, go and see.

—

My lord, come you again into my chamber :

You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.

Tro. Ha ! ha

!

Cres. Come, yoa are deceiv'd, I think of no such
thing.

—

{Knocking.)
How earnestly they knock !—pray you, come in

;

I would not for half Troy have you seen here.

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida.
Pan. {Going to the door.) Who's there ? wliat's

the matter? will you beat down the door? How
now? whafs the matter?

Enter .^Eneas.

^ne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow.
Para. Who's there ? my lord iEneas? By my troth,

£ knew you not : what news with you so early ?

J^e. Is not prince Troihis here ?

Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? [him
;

.^ne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny
Tt doth import him much, to speak with me.

Pan. Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I know,
I'll be 8worn:—For my own part, I came in late ;

What should he do here ?

jEne. Who I—nay, then :

—

Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere yon are 'ware :

You'll be so true to him, to be false to him :

Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither;

Go.
As Pandants is going out, enter Troilds.

Tro. How now ? what's the matter ?

yE«e. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute yoa,

My matter is so rash : There is at hand
Paris yoirr brother, and Deiphobus,

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor

Deliver'd to up ; aud for him forthwith.

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour.

We must give up to Diomedes' hand
The lady Cressida.

Tro. Is it so concluded ?

^ne. By Priam, and the geceral state of Troy

;

They are at hand, and ready to etfect it.

Tro. How my achievements mock me !

I will go meet them : and, my lord ^neas.
We met by chance ;

you did not find me here.

JEne. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature

Have not more gift in taciturnity.

[Exeunt Troilus anduEneas.
Pan. Is't possible? no sooner got, but lost? The

devil take Antenor ! the yonng prince vrill go mad.

A plague upon Antenor ! I would, they had^i^ke's

neck

!

Enter Cressida.

Cres. How now ? What is the matter ? Who was
here ?

Pan. Ah. ah

!

[lord gone ?

Cres. Wny sigh you so profoundly ? where's my
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter ?

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth as

1 am above !

Cres. O the gods !—what's the matter ?

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in; 'Would thou had'st

ne'er been bom ! I knew, thou would'st behisdeatli:
—O poor gentleman !—A plague upon Antenor !

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech yon on my knees,
I beseech vou, what's the matter ?
Pan. Tnou must be gone, wench, thou must be

gone ; thou art changed for Antenor ; thou must to
thy father, and begone from Troilus; 'twill be his
death; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot hear it.

Cres. O you immortal gods !—I will not go.
Pa)i. Thou must.
Cres. I wiil not, uncle : I have forgot ray father

;

I know no touch of consanguinity

;

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me.
As the sweet Troilus.—O you gods divine !

Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood.
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death,
Do to this body what extremes you can

;

But the strong base and building ofmy love^
Is as the very centre of the earth.

Drawing all things to it.—I'll go in, and weep ;

—

Pan. Do, do. [cheeks:
Cres. Tearmy bright hair, and scratch my praised

Crack my clear voice witii sobs, and break my heart
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

T/ie same. Before Pandarus' House.

Enter Paris, Troilus, iENEAS, Deiphobus,
Antenor, and Diomedes.

Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix'd

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek
Comes fast upon :—Good my brother Troilus,
Tell you the lady what she is to do.

And haste her to the purpose.
Tro. Walk in to her house

;

I'll bring her to the Grecian presently

:

And to his hand when I deliver her,

Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit.
Par. I know what 'tis to love

;

And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help !

—

Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

T/ie same. A Room in Pandarus''
House.

Enter Pandarus and Cressida.

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate.
Cres. Why tell you me of moderation ?

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste.

And violenteth in a sense as strong

As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ?

If I could temporize with my affection.

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate.

The like allayment could I give my grief

My love admits no qualifying dross :

No more my grief, in such a precious loss.

EnterTR0n,V3.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.—Ah, sweet

duCKS '

Cres. O Troilus! Troilus! {Embracing him.)

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me
embrace too: heart,—aa the goodly saying is,—

heart, heavy heart,

TVhy sigh'st thou tvithout breaking ?

Where he answers again.

Because thou canst not ease thy smart,

Byfriendship, nor by speaking.

There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast away

nothing, for we may live to have need of such a

verse ; we see it, we see it.—How now, lambs .

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in «> strain'd a purity,

That the blest gods—as angry vvi'.h my fancy.

More bright in zeal than the devotion which

Cold lips blow to their deities,—take thee from me.

Cres. Have the gods envy ?

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a case.

Cres. And is it true, that I must go from iroy ? -

Tro. A hateful truth. ,„.,.,
Cres. VV hat, and from Troilus too r

l1
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Tn>. From Troy and Troilas.

Cres. Is it possible ^

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance

Pats back leave-takiog. justles roughly by
All time of pause, rudely begnUes our lips

Of aU rejoindore, forcibly prevents

Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows
Even in the birth of our own laboaring breath :

SVe two. that with so many thousand sighs

Did buT each other, must poorly sell ourselves

With tte rude brenry and discharge of one.

Injurious time now, with a robber's haste.

Crams his rich thievery up. he knows not how

:

A3 many farewells as he stars in heaven,

\Mth distinct breath and consi^"d kisses to them,

He fumbles up into a loose adieu

:

And scants as with a single famishd kiss.

Distasted with the salt oT broken tears.

^£ne. [ Within.) My lord I is the lady ready ?

Tro. Hark I you are call'd : Some say, the Genius so

Cries, Come .' to him that instantly must die.

—

Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon.

Pan. WTiere are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind,

or my heart will be blown up by the root I [Exit.

Cres. I must then to the Greeks ?

Tro. No remedy.

Cres. A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry
Greeks '.—

WTien shaD we see again ? [heart,—

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou bat true of

Cres. I true I how now ? what wicked deem is this?

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly,

For it is parting from ns :

I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ;

For I win throw my glove to death himself.

That there's no marnlation in thy heart

:

But, be thou true, say I, to fashion in

^ly sequent protestation; be thou true,

And I will see thee.

Cres. O, you shall be eipos"d, my lord, to dangers

\s infinite as imminent ! bat, I'll be true.

Tro. And 111 grow friend with danger. \Vear

this sleeve.

Cres. And you this glove. \Mien shall I see you ?

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentineb,

To give thee nightly visitation.

But yet, be true.

Cres. O heavens '.—be true, again ?

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love

;

The Grecian youths are fall of quality; [flowing,

They're loving, well compos"d,wth gifts of nature

And'swelUng o'er with arts and exercise
;

How novelty may move, and parts with person,

Alas, a kinJ of godly jealousy

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtooos sin,)

Makes me afeard.

Cres. O heavens I yoa love me not

Tro. Die I a villain then

!

In this I do not call your faith in question,

So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing.

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk.

Nor play at subtle gtimes ; fair virtues all, [nant

:

To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg-

Bot I can tell, that in each grace of these

There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil,

That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted.

Cres. Do yoa think I will '?

Tro. No.
Bat something may be done, that we will not

;

An^ sometimes we are devils to ourselves.

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Presuming on their chacgefol potency.

./¥me. {Within.) Nay, good my lord,

—

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let ns part.

Par. [Within.) Brother Troilus 1

Tro. Good brother, come yon hither
;

And bring .(Eneas, and the Grecian, with you.

Cres. My lord, will you be true ?

Tro. Who, I '? alas, it Ls mv vice, my fault:

While others fish with craft for great opinion,

I with great truth catch mere simplicity
;

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns.
With truth and plaitmess I do wear mine bare.

Fear not my truth : the moral of my wit

Is—plain, and true,—there's all the reach of it

Enter jEve.\s, Paris, A:vn:KOR, Deiphobis,
and DiOMEDES.

Welcome, sir Diomed I here is the lady.

Which for Antenor we deliver you :

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand

;

And. by the way, possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fail and. by my soul, fair Greek,
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword.

Name Cressid, and thy lil'e shall be as safe,

As Priam is in Ilion.

Dio. Fsdr lady Cressid,

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects :

The lastre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,

Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed
Yon shall be mistress, and command him wholly.

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously

To shame the zeal ofmy petition to thee,

In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece,
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises.

As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant

I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ;

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not
Thongh the great balk Achilles be thy guard,

I'll cat thy throat
Dio. O. be not mov'd, prince Troilus:

Let me be privilerd by my place, and message.

To be a speaker free ; when I am hence,

111 answer to my last: And know you, lord,

rU nothing do on charge : To her own worth
She shall be prizd, but that you say—be't so,

I'll speak it in my spirit and honour,—no.

Tro. Come, to the port—I'll tell thee, Diomed,
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.

—

Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk.
To our own selves bend we our needful talk.

[Exeunt Troilus, Cressida, and Diomed,
[Trumpet heard.)

Par. Hark I Hectors trumpet
JEnp. How ha\ e we spent this morning 1

The prince must think me tardy and remiss,

That swore to ride before him to the field.

Par. 'Tis Troilus' fault: Come, come, to field

with him.

Dei. Let us make ready straight.

JEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity.

Let us address to tend on Hector's heels

:

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie

On his fair worth, and single chivalry, {Exeunt.

Scene V.— The Grecian Camp. Lists set out.

Enter Aj.vx, armed; Ag.vuemkon, Achilles,
Patroclcs, JlENELACs, Ulysses, Nestob and
others.-

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair.

Anticipating time with starting courarp.

Give with tny trumpet a loud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful Ajai ; that the appalled air

May pierce the head of the great combatant,
An^ hale him hither.

Ajax. Thou, trumpet there's my pnrse.

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe :

Blo\«Aillain, till thy sphered bias cheek
Out-swell the colick of puflP'd Aqailon :

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood:
ThoQ blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds

)

Ulyes. No trumpet answers.

Achil. 'Tis but early days.

Agam. Is not yon Diomed,with Calchas' daughter?
iflyss. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait

;

He rises on the toe : that spirit of his

In aspiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diojied u:ith CressiDA.

Agam. la this the lady Cressid ?

I
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Dio. Even she. [lady.

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet
Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss.

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular ;

Twere better, she were kiss'd in geueral.

Nest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin :

—

So much for Nestor.

Achil. I'll take that winter from your lips^fair lady :

Achilles bids you welcome.
Men. I had good argument for kissing once.

Patr. But that's no argument for kissing now :

For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment

;

And parted thus you and your argument.
Ulyss, O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns

!

For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns.

Patr. The first was Menelaus' kiss,— this, mine :

Patroclns kisses you.

Men. O, this is trim !

Patr Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him.
Men. I'll have my kiss, sir :—Lady, by your leave.

Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive ?

Patr. Both ta£e and give.

Cres. I'll make my match to live.

The kis.s you take is better than you give
;

Therefore no kiss.

Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one.

Cres. You're an odd man : give even, or give none.
Men. An odd man, lady r every man is odd.
Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.
Men. You filbp me o' the head.
Cres. No, I'll be sworn. [horn.

—

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against his

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of yon ?

Cres. You may.
Ulyss. I do desire it.

Cres. Why, beg then.

tJ/yss.Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a kiss.

When Helen is a maid again, and his.

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.

Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiss of you.

Dio. Lady, a word ;—I'll bring you to your father.

[Diomed leads out Cressida,
Nest. A M'oman of quick sense.

Ulyss. Fy, fy upon her

!

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip.

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out

At every joint and motive of her body.

O, these encounterers, so glib oftongue.

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes.
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts
To every ticklish reader ! set them down
b'tr sluttish spoils of opportunity,
Aiid daughters of the game. [Trumpet within.)

4.11. The Trojan's trumpet.
Agam. Yonder comes the troop.

Enter Hector, armed; JEj'Tea.s, Troilus, and
other Trojans, with Attendants.

JEme. Hail, all the state of Greece ! what shall

be done
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose
A victor shall be Known? will you, the knights
Shall to the edge of all extremity
Pursue each other; or shall they be divided
By any voice or order of the field ?

Hector bade ask.

Agam. Which way would Hector have it ?

JEne. He cares not, he'll obey conditions.

Achil. 'Tis done like Hector; but securely done,
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing
The knight oppos'd.

Mne. If not Achilles, sir.

What is your name ?

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing.
Mine. Therefore Achilles : But, whate'er, know

this
J

—

[n the extremity of great and little,

V^alour and pride excel themselves in Hector
;

1 he one almost as infinite as all.

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well.
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy.
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood :

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home
;

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek.

Achil. A maiden battle then ?—O, I perceive yon.

Re-enter Diomed.

Agam. Here is sir Diomed :—Go, gentle knight.
Stand by our Agax : as you and lord ^neas
Consent upon the order of their fight.

So be it : either to the uttermost,
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin.
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin.

^

{Ajax and Hector enter the lists.)

Ulyss. They are oppos'd already. [heavy '?

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks so
Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight;

Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ;

Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ;

Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd ;

His heart and hand both open, and both free
;

For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he shews

:

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty,
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath :

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous
;

For Hector, in his blaze ofwrath, subscribes
To tender objects : but he, in heat of action.

Is more vindicative than jealous love :

They call him Troilus : and on him erect
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector.
Thus says ^neas : one, that knows the youth
Even to his inches, and, with private soul.

Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me.
[Alartmi. Heetor and Ajax fight\

Agam. They are in action.

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own

!

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st

;

Awake thee

!

Agam. His blows are well dispos'd:— there,
Ajax

!

Dio. You must no more.
(
Trumpets cease.)

/Erne. Princes, enough, so please you.
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.

Dio. As Hector pleases.

Hect. Why then, will I no more :

—

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son,

A cousin-german to great Priam's seed

;

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain :

VVere thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so,

'I'hat thou could'.st say

—

This hand is Grecian all.

And this is Troja?i; the sinews of this leg

All Greek, and this all Troy ;' my mother's blood
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister

Bounds in 7ny father's; by Jove multipotent,

"i'hou should st not bear from me a Greekish member
Wherein my sword had not impressure made
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay.

That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother,

My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax :

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms

;

Hector would have them fall upon him thus

:

Cousin, all honour to thee !

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector:

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man ;

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence

A great addition earned in thy death.

Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable

(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st O yes

Cries, This is he,) could promise to himself

A thought of added honour torn from Hector.

Aine. There is expectance here from both the

sides.

What further you will do.

Hect. We'll answer it

;

The issue is embracement :^Ajax, farewell.

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success,
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(As aeld 1 haye the chance,) I would desire

My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.

Xfio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles
Doth long to see nnarm'd the valiant Hector.

Hect, JEneAS, call my brother Troilas to me :

And signify this laving uit«^rview

To the expecters of our Trojan part;

Desire them home.—Give me thy hand, mv cousin
;

I will go eat with thee, and see your knignts.

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here.

Uect. The worthiest of them tell me name by
name;

But for Achilles, my own searching eyes
Shall find him bv his large and portly size.

Agam. Wortny of arms ! as welcome as to one
That would be rid of such an enemy;
But that's no welcome : Understand more clear.

What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with
nusks

And formless ruin of oblivion
;

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Sti-nin'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing,
Bids thee, with most divine integrity,

From heart of very heart, gi-eat Hector, welcome.
Hect. I thank tnee, most imperious Agamemnon.
Agam. My well-fam'd lord ot Troy, no less to yon.

(To Troilns.)

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's

greeting :

—

Yon brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

Hect. Whom must.we answer?
Men. The noble Menelans.
Hect, O yon, my lord? by Mars his gauntletj

thanks 1

Mock not, that I affect the untreaded oath

;

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove :

She's well, but bade me not commend her to you.

Men. Name her not now, sir; she's a deadly
theme.

Hect. O, pardon ; I offend.

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft.

Labouring for destiny, make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen

thee.

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed,

Despising many forfeits and subduements.
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i'the air.

Not letting it decline on the declin'd

;

That I have said to some my standers-by,

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !

And I have seen thee pause, and tak^ thy breath.
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in,

Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen

;

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel,

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire.

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good

;

But, by great Mars, the captain of us all.

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee
;

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents.

^ne. 'Tis the old Nestor.
Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle.

That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time ;

—

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee.

Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in con-
tention.

As they contend with thee in courtesy.

Hect, I would they could.

Nest. Hal
By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to-raorrow.

Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time

—

Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands.

When we have here her base and pillar by us.

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well.

Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead.
Since first I saw yourself and Dioraed
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. [ensue :

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would
My prophecy is but half his journey yet,
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town.
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds,

Must kiss their own feet.

Hect. I must not believe you

:

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think.

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost

A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all

;

And that old common arbitrator, Time,
Will one day end it.

Ulyss. So to him we leave it.

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome :

After th(5 general, I beseech you next

To feast with me^ and see me at my tent.

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou !

—

Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee

;

I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector,
And quoted joint by joint.

Hect. Is this Achilles ?

Achil. I am Achilles.

Hect. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee.

Achil. Behold thy fill.

Hect. Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the second time.

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb.

Hect. O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o'er

;

But there's more in me than thou understand'st.

Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ?

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of

his body
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there ?

That I may give the local wound a name

;

And make distinct the very breach, whereout
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens

!

Hect. ft would discredit the bless'd gods, proud

man.
To answer such a question : Stand again :

Think'st thou io cafch my life so pleasantly.

As to prenominate in nice conjecture.

Where thou vrilt hit me dead ?

Achil. I tell thee, yea.

Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so,

I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well

;

For 111 not kill thee there, nor there, nor there;

But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm.
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er.-

~ ^ pardoi
His insolence draws folly from my lips

;

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag,

But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words,
Or may I never

—

Ajax, Do not chafe thee, cousin ;

—

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone.

Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't

:

You may have every day enough of Hector,
If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear^

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him.

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field;

We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd

The Grecians' cause.

Achil. Dost thou entreat me. Hector?
To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death;
To night, all friends.

Hect. Thy hand upon that match.
Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my

tent

;

'

There in the full convive we : afterwards.
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall

Concur together, severally entreat him.

—

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets biow.
That this great soldier may his welcome know.

[Exeunt all but Troilus and Ulysses.
Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you.

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep r

Ulyss. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus :

There Diomed doth feast with him to-night;

Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth.

But rives all gaze and bent of amorous view
On the fair Cressid. [much,

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so

After we part from Agamemnon's tent.

To bring me thither ?

Ulyss. You shall command me, sir.

As gentle tell me, of what honour was
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This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there.

That wails her absence ?

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting shew their scars,

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord?

She was belov'd, she lov'd ; she is, and doth ;

But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles'

Tent.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine to-

night.

Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow.

—

Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.

Patr. Here comes Thersites.

j
Enter Thersites.

Achil. How now, thou core of envy?
Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news ?

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest,

and idol of idiot-worshippers, here's a letter for thee.

Achil. From whence, fragment?

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.

Patr, Who keeps the tent now ?

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound.
Patr. Well said, Adversity! and what need

these tricks ?

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by
thy talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male
varlet.

Patr. Male varlet, yon rogue ! What's that ?

Ther. W"hy, his masculine whore. Now the

rotten diseases of the south, the guts-griping, rup-

tures, catarrhs, loads o' gravel i' the back, lethargies,

cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing
lungs, bladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, lime-

kilns I'the palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled

lee-simple of the tetter, take and take again such

preposterous discoveries

!

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou,

what meanest thou to curse thus?

Ther. Do I curse thee ?

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt
;
you whoreson

indistinguishable cur, no.

Ther. No? why art thou then exasperate, thou

idle immaterial skein of .sleive silk, thou green

sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodi-

gal's purse, thou? Ah, how Hie poor world is

pestered with such water -flies; diminutives oi

nature !

Patr. Out, gall!

Ther. Finch egg

!

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite

From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle.

Here is a letter from queen Hecuba:
A token from her daughter, my fair love

;

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it

:

Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay

;

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.

—

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent

;

This nigjit in banqueting must all be spent

—

Away, Patroclus.
[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus.

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain,

these two may run mad; but if with too much
brain, and too little blood, they do, I'll be a curer

of madmen. Here's Agamemnon,—an honest fel-

low enough, and cue that loves quails ; but he has

not so much brain as ear-wax : And the goodly

transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, the

bull,—the primitive statue, and oblique memorial

of cuckolds; a thrifty shoeing -horn in a chain,

hanging at his brother's leg,—to what form, but that

he IS, should wit laided with malice, and malice

forced with wit, turn him to? To an ass, were
nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an ox, were
nothing; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a

mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a
puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not
care ; but to be Menelaus,—I would conspire against
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if 1 were
not Thersites ; for I care not to be the louse of a
lazar, so I were not Menelaus. Hey-day! spirits
and fires

!

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon,
Ulysses, Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomed,
with lights.

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong.
Ajax. No, yonder 'tis

;

There, where we see the lights.

Hect. I trouble you.
Ajax. No, not a whit.

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide yon.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector ; welcome, princes

all.

Agam. So, now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good
night.

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.

Hect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks'
general.

Men. Good night, my lord.

Hect. Good night, sweet Menelaus.
Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth 'a! sweet

sink, sweet sewer.
Achil. Good night.

And welcome, boUi to those that go, or tarry.

Agam. Good night.

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus.
Achil. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed,

Keep Hector company an hour or two.
Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have important business.

The tide whereof is now.—Good night, great Hector.
Hect. Give me your hand.
Ulyss. Follow his torch, he goes

To Calchas' tent ; I'll keep you company.
(Aside to Troilus.')

Tto. Sweet sir, yon honour me.
Hect, And so good night.

[Exit Diomed; Ulyss. and Tro.following.
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent.

[Exeunt Achil. Hector, Ajax, and Nest.
Ther, That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue,

a most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him wnen
he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he
will spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the

houid; but when he performs, astronomers foretel

it; it is prodigious, there will come some change;
the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps
his word. I will rather leave to see Hector, than

not to dog him : they say, he keeps a Trojan drab,

and uses the traitor Calchas' tent : I'll after.—No-
thing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets ! [Exit,

Scene II.

—

The same. Before Calchas' Tent.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? speak.

Cal. [Within.] Who calls?

Dio. Diomed.—Calchas, I think.—Where's your

daughter ?

Cal. [Within.] She comes to you.

En^er Troilus awrf Ulysses, at a distance; after

them Thersites.

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us.

Enter Cressida.

Tro. Cressid, come forth to him

!

Di0_ How now, my charge ?

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian !—Hark ! a word
with you. (IVhtspers.)

Tro. Yea, so famifiar !

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight.

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take

her cliff; she's noted.
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Dio. Will you remember ?

Cres., Remember?—yes.
J)io. Nay, but do then

;

And let your mind be conpled with your words.
Tro. What should she remember ?

Uhjss. List

!

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to
folly.

Ther. Roguery

!

Dio. Nay, then,

—

"

Cres. I'll tell you what

:

Dio. Pho ! pho ! come, tell a pin : You are for-
sworn,

—

Cres. In faith, I cannot : What would you have
me do y

Ther. A juggling trick, to be—secretly open.
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on

me?
Cres. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath

;

Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek.
Dio. Good night.

Tro. Hold, patience

!

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ?
Cres. Diomed,
Dio. No, no, good night ; I'll be your fool no

more.
Tro. Thy better must.
Cres. Hark ! one word in your ear.
Tro. O plague and madness !

Ulyss. You are mov'd, prince ; let us depart, I
pray you, •'

Lest yonr dis|jleasi'.re should enlarge itself
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous;
The time right deadly; I beseech you, go.

Tro. Behold, I pray yon !

Ulyss. Now, good my lord, go off:
Yon flow to great destruction ; come, my lord.

Tro. I pr'ythee, stay.

Ulyss. You have not patience ; come.
Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all hell's

I wA\ not speak a word. [torments,
Dio. And so, good night.
Cres. Nay, but you part in anger.
Tro. Doth that grieve thee ?

Owither'd truth!

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord ?

I ^.\ r *
By Jove,

1 will be patient.

Cres. Guardian !—why, Greek

!

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu
;
you palter.

Cres. In faith, I do not ; come hither once again.
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something ; will

You will break out. [you go ?
Tro. She strokes his cheek ?

Ulyss. Come, come.
Tro. N ay, stay ; by Jove, I vnll not speak a word :

There is between my will and all offences
A guard of patience ;—stay a little while.

Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump,
and potatoe finger, tickles these together! Fry,
lechery, fry !

Dio. But will you then ?
Cres. In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else.
Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it.

Cres. I'll fetch you one. [Exit.
Ulyss. You have sworn patience.

T ^n"' ii ,/.
Fear me not, my lord

;

1 will not be myself, nor have cognition
Of what I feel ; I am all patience.

Re-enter Cressida.

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now !

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve.
Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith ?
Ulyss. My lord,—
Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly, I will.
Cres. You look upon that sleeve ; Behold it well.—

He lov'd me—O false wench !—Giv't me again.
Dio. Whowas't?
Cres. No matter, now I bav't again.

I will not meet with'you to-morrow night

:

I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more.
Ther. Now she sharpens ;—Well said, whetstone.
Dio. I shall have it.

Cres. What, this?

Dio. Ay, that
Cres. O, all you gods !—O pretty, pretty pledge !

Thy master now lies thinking in liis bed
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes ray glove.

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it.

As I kiss thee.—Nay, do not snatch it from me

;

He that takes that, must take my heart withal.

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it.

Tro. I did swear patience.

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed : 'faith, you
shall not;

I'll give you something else.

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it ?

Cres. 'Tis no matter.

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. [will.

Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you
But, now you have it, take it.

Dio. Whose was it ?

Cres. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder.

And by herself, I will not tell you whose.
Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm

;

And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it.

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy

It should be challeng'd. [horn,

Cres. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past;—And yet

it is not

;

I will not keep my word.

Dio. Why then, farewell

;

Thou never shall mock Diomed again.

Cres. YovL shall not go :—one cannot speak a

But it straight starts you. [word,

Dio. I do not like this fooling.

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : but that, that likes not
yon, pleases me best.

Dio. What, shall I come ? the hour ?

Cres. Ay, come :—O Jove !

—

Do come :—I shall be plagu'd.

Dio. Farewell till then.
'

Cres. Good night. I pr'ythee, come.

—

[E.xit Diomedes,
Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee

;

But with my heart the other eye doth see.

Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find,

The error of our eye directs our mind :

What error leads, must err ; O then conclude.

Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit.

Ther. A proof of strength she could not publish

more,
Unless she said. My mind is now turn'd whore.

Ulyss. All's done, my lord.

Tro. It is.

Ulyss. Why stay we then ?

Tro. To make a recordation to my soul

Of every syllable that here was spoke.

But, if I tell how these two did co-act.

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth?

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart.

An esuerance so obstinately strong.

That ao'h invert the attest of eyes and ears

;

As if those organs had deceptions functions.

Created only to calumniate.

Was Cressid here ?

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan.

Tro. She was not, sure,

Ulyss. Most sure she was.

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness.
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord, Cressid was here but

now.
Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood !

Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage
To stubborn critics—apt, without a theme.
For depravation,— to square the general sex

By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid.

Ulyss. W^liat hath she done, prince, that can soil

our mothers ?
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Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she.

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on'a own eyes?
Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed's Cressida

:

ff beauty have a soul, this is not she
j

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony,
If sanctimony be the gods' delight.

If there be rule in unity itself;

This was not she. O madness of discourse.

That cause sets up with and against itself!

6i-fold authority ! where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and loss assume all reason
Without revolt ; this is, and is not, Cressid !

Within my soul there doth commence a fight

Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate

Divides more wider than the sky and earth

;

And yet the spacious breadth of this division

Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle

As is Arachne's broken woof, to enter.

Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates

;

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven :

Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself;

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and
loos'd

;

And with another knot, five-finger tied,

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love,

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques

Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed.
Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half-attach'd

With that which here his passion doth express ?

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well
In characters as red as Mars his heart
luflara'd wth Venus : never did young man fancy
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul.

Hark, Greek;—As much as I do Cressid love,

So much by weight hate I her Diomed.
That sleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm

;

Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill,

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout,

Vvhich shipmen do the hurricano call,

Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun.

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear

In his descent, than shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy.
Tro. O Cressid 1 O fsilse Cressid'. false, false

false

!

Let all untruths stand by thy stained name.
And they'll seem glorious.

Ulyss. O, contain yourself;

Your passion draws ears hither.

Enter iENEAS.

-iEnc. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord •.

Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy
;

Ajai, your guard, stays to conducst you home.
Tro. Have with you, prince :—My courteous

lord, adieu :—
Farewell, revolted fair !—and, Diomed,
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head

!

Ulyss. I'll bring you to the gates.

Tro. Accept distracted thanks.

[Exe.unt Troilus, Mneas, and Ulysses,

Ther. 'Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed !

I would croak like a raven; I would bode, I would
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the in-

telligence of this whore : the parrot will not do
more for an almond, than he for a commodious
drab. Lechery, lechery ; still wars and lechery

;

nothing else holds fashion: A burning devil take

them 1 [Exit.

Scene HI.

—

Troy. Before PrianCs Palace.

Enter Hector and Andromache.
And. When was my lord so much ungently tem-

To stop his ears against admonishment ? [per'd,
' Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.

Hect. You train me to offend you
;
get yon in

;

By all the everlasting gods, I'll go.

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to

the day.
Hect. No more, I say.

Enter Cassandra.

Cos. Where is my brother Hector ?

And. Here, sister : arm'd, and bloody in intent

:

Consort with me in loud and dear petition.

Pursue we him on knees j for I have dream'd
Of bloodv turbulence, and this whole night
Hath notliing been but shapes and forms of slanghter.
Cas. O, it is true.

Hect. Ho ! bid my trumpet sound

!

Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet
brother.

Hect. Begone, I say : the gods have heard me
swear.

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and'peevish vows;
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.

And. O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy
To hurt by being just: it is as lawful.

For we would give much, to use viol«ut thefts,

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Cas. It is the purpose, that makes strong the

vow;
But vows, to every purpose, must not hold :

Unarm, sweet Hector.
Hect. Hold you still, I say;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.

Enter Troilus.

How now, young man ? mean'st thou to fight to-day ?

And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade.

[Exit Cassandra.
Hect. No, 'faith, young Troilus; doff thy harness,

youth,
I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry :

Let grow tliy sinews till their knots be strong.
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,
I'll stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy.

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you.
Which better fits a lion, than a man.

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide
me for it.

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall.

Even in the fan and wind ofyour fair sword.
You bid them rise, and live.

Hect. O, 'tis fair play.

Tro. Fool's play, by heaven. Hector.

Hect. How now ? how now ?

Tro. For the love of all the gods,

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother

;

And when we have our armours buckled on.

The yenom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ;

Spur them to ruthful work, rein tliem from ruth.

Hect. Fy, savage, fy

!

Tro. Hector, then 'tis wars.

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day.

Tro. Who should withhold me ?

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ;

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees,

Theur eyes o'ergalled vrith recourse of tears

;

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn,

Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way.

But by my ruin.

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam.

Cass. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast

;

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay.

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee.

Fall all together. ^ ,

Pri. Corae, Hector, come, go back

:

Thy wife hath dream'd ; thy mother hath had visions;

Cassandra doth foresee : and I myself

Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt.

To tell thee—that this day is ominous :

Therefore, come back.

Hect. iEneas is a-field

;
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And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks,,

Even in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Pri. But thou shalt not go.

Hect, I must not break my faitli:

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir,

Let me not shame respect; but give me leave

To take that course by your consent and voice,

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.
Cas. O Priam, yield not to him.

And. Do not, dear father.

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you :

Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

[Exit Andromache.
Tro, This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl

Makes all these bodements.
Cas. O farewell, dear Hector,

Look, how thou dieSt ! look, how thy eye turns pale !

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents !

Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries ont

!

How poor Andromache shrills her dolors forth!

Behold, desh'uction, frenzy, and amazement.
Like witless antics, one another meet,
And all cry—Hector ! Hector's dead ! O, Hector

!

Tro. Away !—Away !:

—

Cas. Farewell !—Yet, soft : Hector, I take my
leave :

Thon dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit.

Hect, You are araaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim :

Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight;

Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night.

Pri. Farewell : the gods with safety stand about
thee !

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector.
Alarums.

Tro. They are at it ; hark ! Prond Diomed, be-

lieve,

I come to lose my ann, or win ray sleeve.

As Troilus is going out, enter,from the other side,

Pandarus.

Pan, Do you hear, my lord ? do yon hear ?

Tro. What now ?

Pan. Here's a letter from yon' poor girl.

Tro, Let me read.

Pan. A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally

ptisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of

this girl ; and what one thing, what another, that I

shall leave you one o'these days : And I have a

rheum in mine eyes too ; and such an ache in my
bones, that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot tell

what to think on't.—What says she there ?

Tro, Words, words, mere words, no matter from
the heart; {Tearing the letter.)

The effect doth operate another way.

—

Go, wind, to wina, there turn and change together.

—

My love with words and errors still she feeds

;

But edifies another with her deeds.

[Exeunt severally.

Scene IV.

—

Between Troy and the Grecian Camp.

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Thersites.

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another

:

I'll go look on. That dissembling abominable var-

let, Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting fool-

ish young knave's sleeve of Troy there, in his nelra :

I would fain see them meet • that that same Tro-
jan ass, that loves the whore there, might send that

Greekish whoremasterly villain, with the sleeve,

back to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeve-

less errand. O' the other side, the policy of those

crafty swearing rascals,—that stale old mouse-
eaten dry cheese, Nestor ; and that same dog-fox,

Ulysses,—is not proved worth a blackberry :—They
set me up, in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against

that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the
cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not
arm to day ; whereupon the Grecians begin to pro-
claim barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opi-

nion. Soft ! here come sleeve, and t'other.

Enter Diomedes, Tkoilvb following.

Tro. Fly not ; for, should'st thou take the river

I would swim after. [Styx
Dio. Thou dost miscall retire :

I do not fly ; but advantageous care

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude :

Have at thee

!

TAer. Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for thy
whore, Trojan!—now the sleeve, now the sleeve !

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, fighting.

Enter Hector.

Hect. What art thou, Greek, art thou for Hec-
tor's match ?

Art thou of blood, and honour ?

Ther. No, no : I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing

knave ; a very filthy rogue.

Hect. I do believe thee ;—live. [Exit.

Ther. God-a-njercy, that thou wilt believe me :

But a plague break thy neck, for frighting me I

What's become of the wenching rogues ? I think,

they have swallowed one another : 1 would laugh at

that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself.

I'll seek them. [Exit.

Scene \.—The same.

Enter Diomedes and a Servant.

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' horse;

Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid :

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty

;

Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan,

And am her knight by proof.

Serv. I go, my lord. [Exit,

Enter Agamemnon.

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus
Hatli beat dowu Menon : bastard Margarelon
Hath Doreus prisoner;

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam.
Upon the pashed corses of the kings

Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain;

Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt

;

Patroclus ta'en, or slain; and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadful Sagittary

Appals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed,
To reinforcement, or we perish all.

Enter Nestor.

Nes. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles;
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.
There is a thousand Hectors in the field :

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse.

And there lacks work ; anon, he's there afoot.

And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls

Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder.
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge,
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath :

Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes;
Dexterity so obeying appetite.

That what he will, he does ; and does so much.
That proof is call'd impossibility.

Enter Ulysses.

courage, princes ! greatUlyss. O, courage,

Achilles

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance :

Patroclus' wounds nave rous'd his drowsy blood.
Together with his mangled Myrmidons,
That noseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd, come

to him,
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend,

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, jmd at it,

Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day
Mad and fantastic execution

;

Engaging and redeeming of himself,

Witli such a careless force, and forceless care.
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning,
Bade him win all.
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Enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus ! thou coward Troilus

!

[Exit.

Dio. Ay, there, there.

Nest. So, 80, we draw together.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Where is this Hector ?

Come, come, thou boy-queller, shew thy face
;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry.

Hector ! where's Hector ? I will none but Hector.
[Exeunt.

Scene VL—Anotherpart of the Field.

Enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, shew thy

head!

Enter Diomedes.

Dig. Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus?

Ajax. VV hat would'st thou?
Dio. I would correct him.

Ajax. Were I the general, thou should'st have
my office.

Ere that correction :—Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus

!

Enter Troilus.

Tro. O traitor Diomed!—turn thy false face,

thou traitor.

And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse

!

Dio. Ha ! art thou there ?

Ajax. I'll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed.
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon.
Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at

you both. [Exeuntfighting.

Enter Hector.

Hect. Yea, Troilus ? O well fought, my youngest
brother

!

Enter Achilles.
Achil. Now do I see thee :—Ha !—Have at thee,

Hect. Pause, if thou wilt, [Hector.
' Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan.
Be happy, tliat my arms are out of use :

My rest and negligence befriend thee now.
But thou anon shalt hear of me again

:

Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit.

Hect. Fare thee well :

—

I would have been much more a fresher man,
Had I expected thee.—How now, my brother?

Re-enter Troilus.
'' Tro. Ajax hath ta'eu ^neas; Shall it be?
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,
He shall not carry him ; I'll be taken too.

Or bring him off :—Fate, hear me what I say

!

I reck not though I end ray life to-day. [Exit.

Enter one in sumptuous armour.

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a
goodly mark :

—

No ? wilt thou not ?—I like thy armour well :

I'll frush it, and unlock the rivets all.

But I'll be master of it :—Wilt thou not, beast,
abide ?

Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.—7%e same.

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons.
Achil. Come here about me, yon my Myrmidons:

Mark what I say.—Attend me where I wheel

;

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath
And when I have the bloody Hector found,
Empale him with your weapons round about

;

In fellest manner execute your arms.
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye :—
It is decreed—Hector the great must die.

[Exeunt.

Scene "VUL—The same.

Enter Menelaus and Pxms, fighting : then
Thersites.

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker ore

at it : Now, bull ! now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo

!

now my double-henned sparrow ! 'loo, Paris, 'loo 1

The bull has the game :
—'ware horns, ho !

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus,

Enter Margarelon.

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight

Ther. What art thou?
Mar. A bastard son of Priam's.

Ther. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I

am a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in

mind, bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate.

One bear will not bite another, and wherefore should

one bastard ? Take heed, the quarrel's most omi-

nous to us ; if the son of a whore fight for a whore,

he tempts judgment : Farewell, bastard.

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! [Exeunt.

Scene IX.— Another part of the Field.

Enter Hector.

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without.

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life.

Now is my day's work done ; I'll take good breath :

Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death !

(Puts offhis helmet, and hangs his shield
behind him.)

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set;

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels

:

Even with the vail and dark'ning of the sun.

To close the day up. Hector's liTe is done.

Hect. I am unarm'd : forego this 'vantage, Greek.
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike ; this is the man I

seek. {Hector falls.)

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! Now, Troy, sink down
;

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.

—

On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain,

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.

[A retreat sounded.)

Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part.

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord.

Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the

earth.

And, stickler-like, the armies separates.

My half-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed,

Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.

—

(Sheathes his sivord.J

Come, tie his body to my horse's tail

;

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt.

Scene X.

—

The same.

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor,
Diomedes, and others marching. Shouts icithin.

Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ?

Nest. Peace, drums.

(Within., Achilles!

Achilles ! Hector's slain ! Achilles !

Dio. The bruit is—Hector's slain, and by Achilles,

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be !

Great Hector was as good a man as he.

Agam. March patiently along :—Let one be sent

To pray Achilles see us at our tent.

—

If in his death the gods have us befriended,

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended.
[Exewit marching^.

Scene XI.

—

Another part of the Field.

Enter ^neas and Trojans.

JEne. Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field :

Never go home ; here starve we out the night

Enter Troilus.

Tro. Hector is slain.

A II. Hector ?—The gods forbid!
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Tro. He's dead ; and at the murderer's horse's

tail,

In beastly sort, dragg'd throngh the shameful field.

—

Frown on, you heavens, etFect your rapfe with speed !

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy I

I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy.

And linger not our sure destruction on

!

JEne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host.

Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so

:

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death
;

But dare all imminence, that gods and men
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone !

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba?
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd,

Go into Troy, and say there—Hector's dead :

There is a word will Priam turn to stone
;

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives,

Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word.

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away :

Hector is dead ; there is no more to say.

Stay yet ;—You vile abominable tents,

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plabs.

Let Titan rise as early as he dare,

I'll through and through you!—And thou, great-

siz'd coward

!

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates
;

I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still,

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts.—

Strike a free march to Troy !—with comfort go :

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.
[Exeunt jEneas and Trojans,

As Tkoilus is going out, enfers,from the other',side

,

Pandarcs.

Pan. But hear you, hear you

!

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and shame
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name.

[Exit Troilus.

Pan. A goodly med'cine for my aching bones !

—

O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent

despis'd ! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are

you set a'work, and how ill requited ! Why should

our endeavour be so loved, and the performance so

loathed ? what verse for it? what instance for it?

—

Let me see :

—

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing,

Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting:

And being once subdued in armed tail.

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.

—

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted
cloths.

As many as be here of pander's hall.

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall :

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans,

Though not for me, yet for your aching bones.

Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade.

Some two months hence my will shall here be made :

It should be now, but that my fear is this,
—

'

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss

:

Till then I'll sweat, and seek about for eases
;

And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases.

[Exit.
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Scene,—Athens; and the Woods adjoining

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Athens. A Hall in TimorCs House.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeiveller, Merchant, and
others, at several doors.

Poet. Good day, sir.

Pain. I am glad you are well.

Poet. I have not seen you long ; How goes the

world ?

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows.
Poet. Ay, that's well known

:

Bnt what particular rarity ? wnat strange,

Which manifold record not matches ? See,

Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power
Hath coDJiir'd to attend. I know the merchant.

Pain. I know them both ; t'other's a jeweller.

Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lord

!

Jew. Nay, that's most fix'd.

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath'd, as it

were.
To an untirable and continuate jjOodness:

I have a jewel here. . [sir?

pray, let's see't: For the lord Timon,

He passes.

Jew.
Mer. O. J-."., •<-•= ...-.-.,. i «. vi.<^ .v/.t. iiiuu

Jew. If lie will touch the estimate : But, for that-

Poet. TVlien xoe for recompense have prais'd
the vile.

It stains the glory in that happy verse
Which aptly sings the good.

Mer. 'Tis a good form,

{Looking at the jewel.)
Jew. And rich ; here is a water, look you.

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some
dedication

To the great lord.

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me.
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes
FVom whence 'tis nourished : The fire i'the flint

Shews not, till it be stnick ; our gentle flame.
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies

Each bound it chafes. What have you there ?

Pain. A picture, sir—And when comes your
book forth ?

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.

Let's see your piece.

Pain. 'Tis a good piece.
Poet. So 'tis : this comes off well and excel-

lent.

Pain. Indifferent
Poet. \dmirable : How this grace

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth I how big imagination
]\loves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture
One might interpret.

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

Here is a touch : Is't good ?

Poet. ril say of it.

It tutors nature : artificial strife

Lives in these touches, Uveher than life.

Enter certain Senators, andpass over.

Pain. How this lord's follow'd !

Poet. The senators of Athens ;—Happy men

!

Pain. Look, more ! [visitors.

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood ol

I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man.
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With amplest entertainment : My free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves itself

In a wide sea of wax : no levell'd malice
Infects one comma in the course I hold

;

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on.

Leaving no track behind.

Pain. How shall I understand you ?

Poet. 1 11 unbolt to you.
You see how all conditions, how all minds
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as

Of grave and austere quality) tender down
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune.

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging.

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac'd flatterer

To Apemantus, tliat few things loves better

Than to abhor himself: even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace
W(>st rich in Timon's nod.

Pain. I saw tliem speak together.

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill

Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The base o' the mount
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures.

That labour on the bosom of this sphere
To propagate their states : amongst them all.

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd.

One do I personate of lord Timon's frame.

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her:

Whose presentgracc to present slaves and servants

Translates his rivals.

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope.

This throne, tin's Fortune, and this hill, methinks.

With one man beckon'd from the rest below
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Bowing his head against the steepy mount
To climb his happiness, would be well express'd

Id our condition.

Pout. Nay, sir, but hear me on

:

All those, which were nis fellows but of late,

iSome better than his value), on the moment
<'ollow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear.

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ?

Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change of
mood.

Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants.
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top.

Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain. 'Tis common :

A thousand moral paintings I can shew,
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well.
To shew lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen
The foot above the head.

Trumpet sounds. Enter TwiOTSi, attended; the
Servant of Ventidius talking with him.

Tim, Imprison'd is he, say you ?

Yen. Serv. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his

debt;
His means most short, his creditors most strait

:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have shut him up ; which failing to him.
Periods his comfort.

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well

;

I am not of that feather, to shake oft"

My friend when he most need me. [ do know him
A gentleman, that well deserves a help,
Which he shall have : I'll pay the debt, and free him.

Ven. Serv. Your lordship ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to him : I will send his

ransom
;

And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to rae :

—

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up.

But to support him after.—Fare you well.

Ven. Serv. All happiness to your honour ! [Exit.

Enter an old Athenian.

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak.
Tim. Freely, good father.

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam'd Luciiius.

Tim. I have so : What ofhim ? [thee.

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before
Tim. Attends he here, or no ?—LuciUus !

Enter LuciLius.

Luc. Here, at your lordship's service.

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy
creature,

By night frequents my house. I am a man
That from my first have been inclin'd to thrift

;

And my estate deserves an heir more rais'd,

Than one which holds a trencher.

Tim. Well; what further?
Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kiu else,

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o'the youngest for a bride,

And I have bred her at my dearest cost.

In qualities of the best. This man of thine

Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her resort;

Myself have spoke in vain.

Tim. The man is honest.

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon :

His honesty rewards him in itself.

It must not bear my daughter.

Tim. Does she love him ?

Old Ath. She is young, and apt:
Our own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity's in youth.

Tim. ( To Luciiius.) Love you the maid ?

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it

OldAth. If in her marriage my consent be missing',

I call the gods to witness, I will choose

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,

And dispossess her all.

Tim. How shall she be endow'd.
If she be mated with an equal husband? [all.

OldAth. Three talents, on the present; in future,

Tim. This gentleman ofmine hath serv'd me long

;

To build his fortune, 1 will strain a little.

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter ;

What you bestow, in him I'll counterpoise,

And make him weigh with her.

Old Ath. Most noble lord.

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his.

Tim. My hand to thee ;raine honour on my promise.

'^ Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship : Never may
That state or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not ow'd to you !

[Exeunt Luciiius and old Athenian.
Poet, Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your

lordship

!

Tim. I thank you
;
you shall hear from me anon

:

Go not away.—What have you there, my friend ? '

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech
Your lordship to accept.

Tim. Painting is|welcome.
The painting is almost the natural man

;

For since dishonour trafiics with man's nature.

He is but outside : These pencil'd figures are

Even such as they give out. I like your work

:

And you shall find, I like it: wait attendance

Till you hear further from me.
Pain. The gods preserve you !

Tiyn. Well fare yon, gentlemen : Give me your
hand

;

We must needs dine together—Sir, your jewel
Ha'th sufTer'd under praise.

Jeiv. What, my lord ? dispraise ?

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations.
If I should pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd.

It would unclew me quite.

Jew. My lord, 'lis rated
As those, which sell, would give : But you well

know.
Things of like valua, differing in the owners.
Are prized by their masters : believ't, dear lord,

You mend the jewel by wearing it.

Tim. Well mock'd.
Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common

tongue.
Which all men speak with him.

TV?«. Lbok, who comes here. Will yon be chid ?

Enter Apemantus.

Jew. We will bear with your lordship.

Mer. He'll spare none.
Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantu.' !

Apem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow

;

When thou art Tiraon's dog, and these knaves honest,

Tim. Why dost thou call tliem knaves ? thou
know'st them not.

Apem. Are they not Athenians ?

Tim. \es.
Apem. Then I repent not.

Jew. You know me, Apemantus.
Apetn. Thou knowest, I do; I call thee by thy

name.
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus.
Apem. Of nothing so much, as that I am not like

Timon.
T/;m. Whither art going ?

Ajiem. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains.

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus?
Aitem. The best, for the innocence.
Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it ?

Apem, He wrought better, that made the painter

;

and yet he's but a filthy piece of work.
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Pain. You are a dog.
Apem. Tby mother's of my generation ; What's

she, if I be a dog!
Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantiis ?

Apem. No ; I eat not lords.

Tim. An thou should'st, thou'dst anger ladies.

Apem. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great

bellies.

Tim. That's a lascivious apprehension.

Apem. So thou apprehend'st it : Take it for thy

labour.

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus ?

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealiug, which will

not cost a man a doit.

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth?
Apem. Not worth my thinking.—How now, poet ?

Poet. How now, philosopher?
Apem. Thou best.

Poet. Art not one ?

Apem. Yes.
Poet. Then I lie not.

Apem. Art not a poet ?

Poet. Yes.
Apem. Then thou best : look in thy last work,

where thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow.

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is so.

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee

for thy labour : He, that loves to be flattered, is

worthy o'the flatterer. Heavens, that I were |a lord !

Tim. What would'st do then, Apemantus ?

Apem,. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord

with my heart.

Tim. What, thyself?

Apem. Ay,
Tim. Wherefore ?

Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord.

—

Art not thou a merchant

!

Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. Trafiic confound thee, if the gods will not

!

mer. If trafiic do it, the gods do it

Apem,. Traflic's thy god, and thy god confound
thee!

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant.

Tim. What trumpet's that ?

Serv. 'Tis Alcibiades, and
Some twenty horse, all of companionship.

Tim, Pray entertain them
;
give them guide to us.

^ [Exeunt some Attendants.
You must needs dine vdth me :- Go not you hence,
Till I have thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done,
Shew me this piece.—I am joyful of your sights.

Enter Alcibiades, with his company.

Most welcome, sir I {They salute.)
Apem. So, so ; there !

—

Aches contract and starve your supple joints !

—

That there should be small love 'raongst these sweet
knaves.

And all this court'sy ! The strain of man's bred oat
Into baboon and monkey.
Ale Sir, you have say'd ray longing, and I feed

Most hungTuy on your sight.

Tim. Right welcome, sir

:

Ere we depart, we'll share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you. let us in.

[Exeunt all but Apemantus.

Enter two Lords.

1 Lord. What time of dayis't, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honest.
1 Lord. That time serves still.

Apem. The most accursed thou, that still omit'st it
2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's feast.

Apem. Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat
fools.

2 Xforrf., Fare thee well, fare thee well.
Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice.
2 Lsrd. Why, Apemantus ? J

Apem. Should'st have kept one to thyself, for I
mean to give thee none.

1 Lord. Hang thyself.

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy idding : make
thy requests to thy friend.

2 Lord. Away, nnpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn
thee hence.

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass.

[Exit.

1 Lord, He's opposite to humanity. Come, shall

we in.

And taste lord Timon's bounty? he-outgoes
The very heart of kindness.

2 Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold,
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repays
Sevenfold above itself; no gill to him.
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All use of quittance.

1 Lord. The noijlest mind he carries.

That ever goveru'd man.
2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes '. Shall we

in?
1 Lord. I'll keep you company.

, [Exeunt,

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room of State in
Timon's House.

Hautboys playing loud music. A great banquet
served in ; Flavius and others attending ; then
enter TiMON, Alcibiades,. Lucius, Lucullus,
Sejipronius, and other Athenian Senators, with
Ventidius and Attendants. Then comes, drop-
ping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly.

Ven. Most hononr'd Timon, 't hath pleas'd the
gods remember

My father's age, and call him to long peace.
He is gone happy, and has left me ricn :

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I do return those talents.
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose help
I deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O, by no means.
Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love

;

I gave it freely ever ; and there's none
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives :

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare
To imitate them ; Faults, that are rich, are fair.

Ven. A noble spirit.

{They all stand ceremoniously looking
on Timon.)

Tim.
_

Nay, my lords, ceremony
Was but devis'd at first, to set a gloss
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes.
Recanting goodness, so-ry ere 'tis shewn

;

But where there is true friendship, there needs none.
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes.
Than my fortunes to me. {Theyeit.)

I Lord. My lord, we always have confess'd it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it I hang'd it, have you
not?

Tim. O, Apemantus ?—you are welcome.
Apem. No,

You shall not make me welcome :

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.

Tim. Fy, thou art a churl
;
you have got a humonr

there

Does not become a man ; 'tis much to blame :— '

They say, my lords, that ira furor brevis est.

But yond' man's ever angry.

Go, let him have a table by himself;
For he does neither affect company.
Nor is he fit for it, indeed.
Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon;

I come to observe ; I give thee warning on't.

Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athe-
nian ; therefore welcome : I myself would have uo
power : pr'ythee, let my meat make thee silent
Apem. I scorn thy meat; 'twould choke me, for

I should

Ne'er flatter thee.—O yon gods ! what a nnmber
Of men eat Timon, and he sees (hem not J
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It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat
In one man's blood ; and all the madness is,

He cheers them up too.

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men':
Methinks, they should invite them without knives

;

(Jood for their meat, and safer for their lives.

There's much example for't; the fellow, that
Sits next him now,^arts bread with hira, and pledges
The breath of him in a divided draught.
Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov'd
If I
Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals

;

Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous
notes

:

Great men should drink with harness on their
throats.

Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go
round.

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord.

Apem. Flow this way

!

A brave fellow I—he keeps his tides well. Timon,
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look ill.

Here's that, which is too weak to be a sinner.
Honest water, which ne'er left man i'the mire :

This, and my food, are equals ; there's no odds.
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

Apemantus's Grace.

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;
Jprayfor no man, but tnyselj':

Grant I may never prove sofond.
To trust man on his oath or bond;
Or a harlot, for her iveeping ;

Or a dog, that seems a sleeping ;
Or a keeper with my freedom ;

Or myfriends, if I should need 'em.
Amen. Sofallto't;
Rich men sin, andI eat root.

{Eats and drinks.)

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus !

Tim, Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field

now.
Alcib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord.

Tirn. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies,
than a dinner of friends.

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord,

there's no meat like them ; I could wish my best
friend at such a feast.

Apem. 'Would all those flatterers were thine
enemies then ; that then thou might'st kill 'em, and
bid me to 'em.

1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness, my
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby
we might express some part of our zeals, we should
think ourselves for ever perfect.

Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods
themselves have provided that I shall have much
help from you : How had you been my friends else ?

why have you that charitable title from thousands,
did you not chiefly belong to my heart :" I have told

more of you to myself, than you can with modesty
speak in your own behalf; and thus far I confirm

you. O, you gods, think I, what need we have
any friends, if we should never have need of thera ?

they were the most needless creatures living, should
we ne'er have use for them ; and would most resem-
ble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep
their sounds to themselves. Why, I have often

wished myself poorer, that I might come nearer to

you. We are born to do benefits : and what better

or properer can we call our own, than the riches

of our friends ? O, what a precious comfort 'tis, to

have so many, like brothers, commanding one
another's foitunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere it can
be bom ! Mine eyes cannot hold out water, me-
thinks : to forget tlieir faults, I drink to you.

Apem. Thou weep'st to make thera drink, Timon.
2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes.

And, at the instant, like a babe .sprung op.

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a
bastard.

3 Lord. 1 promise yon, ray lord, you mov'd me
much.

Apem. Much! (Tucket sounded.)
2im. What means that trump?—How now ?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies
most desirous of admittance.

Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ?
Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my

lord, which bears that office, to signify their plea-
sures.

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Cupid.

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ;—and to all

That of his bounties taste !—The five best senses
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom: The ear,

Taste, touch, smell, all pleas'd from thy table rise ,

Theij only now come but to feast thine eyes.

Tim. They are welcome all; let them have kind
admittance:

Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid.
I Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are

belov'd.

Music. Re-enter Cupid, with a masque of Ladies
as Atnazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing
andplaying.

— Apem. Hey-day, what a sweep of vanity comes
this way !

They dance ! they are mad women.
Like madness is the glory of this life.

As this pomp shews to a little oil, and root.

We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves;
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men,
Upon whose age we void it up again, not
With poisonous spite and envy. Who lives, that's

Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears
Not one spurn to their graves of their friends' gift ?

I should fear, those, that dance before me now.
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done

;

Men shut their doors against a setting sun.

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring of
I^IMON; and, to sheiv their loves, each singles out
an Amazon, and all dance, men wi^ women, a
lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and cease.

Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace,
fair ladies,

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment.
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ;

You have added worth unto't, and lively lustre.

And entertain'd me with mine own device;
i <\m to thank you for it.

] Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best.

Apem. 'Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would
not hold taking, I doubt me.

Tim, Ladies, there is an idle banquet
Attends yoii : Please you to dispose yourselves.
All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord.

[Exeunt Cupid and Ladies.
Tim. Flavins,

—

Ftav. My lord.

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.

Flav. Yes, my lord.—More jewels yet!
There is no crossing him in his humour ; (Aside.)
Else I should tell him—Well,—i'faith, I should,
When all's spent, he'd be cross'd then, an he could.-

'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind
;

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.
[Exit, and returns with the casket.

1 Lord. Where be our men ?

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness.

2 Lord. Our horses.

Tim. O my friends, I have one word
To say to you ;—Look you, my good lord, I must
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Entreat yon, honour me so much, as to

Advance this jewel

;

Accept, and wear it, kind my lord.

1 Lord. I am so far already in year gifts,

—

All. So are we all.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the

senate
Newly alighted, and come to visit you.

Ti7n. They are fairly welcome.
F/av. I beseech your honour,

Vonchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near.

Tim. Near ? why then another time I'll hear thee ;

I pr'ythee, let us be provided
To shew them entertainment.

Flav. I scarce know how. {Aside.)

Enter another Servant.

2 Serv. May it please your honoun the lord Lucius,
Out of his free love, hath presented to you
Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver.

Tim, I shall accept them fairly : let the presents

Enter a third Servant.

Be worthily eutertain'd.—How now, what news?
3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable

gentleman, lord Liicullus, entreats your company
to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your
honour two brace of greyhounds.

Tim. I'll hunt with him ; and let them be receiv'd,
Not without fair reward.

Flav. (Aside.) What will this come to?.
He commands us to provide, and give great gifts.

And all out of an empty cofi'er.

—

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this,

To shew him what a beggar his heart is.

Being of no power to make his wishes good

;

His promises fly so beyond his state,

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes.
For every word ; he is so kind, that he now
Pays interest for't ; his land's put to their books.
Well, 'would I were gently put out of office.

Before I were forc'd out

!

Happier is he that has no friend to feed.

Than such as do even enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit.

Tim. You do yourselves

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own me-
rits :

—

Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I will

receive it.

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty

!

Tim. And now I remember me, my lord, you gave
Good words the other day ofa bay courser
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it!

2 Lord. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in

that.

Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know,
no man

Can justly praise, but what he does aflect

:

I weigh my frieud's aflection with mine own;
I'll tell you true. I'll call on you.

All Lords. None so welcome.
Tim. I take all and your several visitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give

;

Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends.

And ne'er be weary.—Alcibiades,
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich,

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living

Is 'mongst the dead : and all the lands thou hast
Lie in a pitch'd field.

Alcih. Ay, defiled land, my lord.

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound,

—

Tim. And so
Am I to you.
2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd,

—

Tim. All to you,—Lights, more lights !

I Lord. The best of hajipiness,
Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timou 1

Tim. Ready for his friends.

[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, §[c.

A])em. What a coil's here

!

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums !

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums
That are given for 'em. Friendship's full of dregs :

Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs.

Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies.

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen,,

I'd be good to thee.

Apem. No, I'll nothing : for.

If I should he brib'd too, there would be none left

To rail upon thee ; and then thou would'st sin the
faster.

Thou giv'st so long, Timon, I fear me, thou
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly :

What need these feasts, pomps, and vain glories ?

Tim. Nay,
An you begin to rail on society once,
I am sworn, not to give regard to you.
Farewell : and come with better music. [Exit.
Apem. So ;

—

Thou'lt not hear me now,—thon shalt not then,
—

'

I'll lock

Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears should be
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery

!

[Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Room in a Senator's
House.

.Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand.

Sen. And late, five thousand to Varro; and to

Isidore

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum.
Which makes it five and twenty.—Still in motion
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not.

If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog.
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold :

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon,
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight.

And able horses : No porter at his gate ;

But rather one that smiles, and still invites

All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho !

Caphis, I say i

Enter CAPms.
Caph. Here, sir ; What is your pleasure ?

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord

Timon

;

Importune him for my moneys; be not ceas'd
VVith slight denial ; nor then silenc'd, when

—

Commend me to your master—and the cap
Plays in the right hand thus :—but tell him, sirrah,

My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn

Out of mine own; his days and times are past.

And my reliances on his fracted dates

Have smit my credit: I love, and honour him;
Hut must not break my back, to heal his finger;

Immediate are my needs; and my relief

Must not be toss'd and turn'd to me in words.

But find supply immediate. Get you gone :

Put on a most importunate aspect,

A visage of demand ; for, I do fear.

When every feather sticks in his own wing',

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull.

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone.

Caph. I go, sir.

Sen. I go, sir?—take the bonds along with you.

And have the dates in compt.
Caph. I will, sir.

Sen. Go. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Hall in Timon's house.

Enter Flavius, with many hills in his hand.

Flav. No care, no stop ! so senseless of expense.
That he will neither know how to maintain it.

Nor cease his flow of riot: Takes no account
How things go from him : nor resumes no care
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Plav. Of my good lord

!

At many times I brought in my accounts,

Of what is to continue: Never mind

Was to be so unwise, to be so kind.

What shall be done ? He wU not hear, till feel

.

I must be round with hira, now he comes from hunt-

Fy, fy,fy,fy! [ing.

Enter CAPfflS, and the Servants of Isidore and
Varro.

Caph. Good. even, Varro: What,
You come for money ?

Var. Serv. Is't not your business too ?

Caph. It is ;—and yours too, Isidore ?

Isid. Serv. It is so.

Caph. 'Would we were all discharg'd !

Var. Serv. I fear >t-

Caph. Here comes the lord.

Enter TiMON, Alcibiades, and Lords., §fc.

Tim. So soon as dinner's done, we'll forth again,

My Alcibiades.—With me ? What's your will V

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

Tim. Dues V Whence are you ?

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord.

Tim. Go to my steward.

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me oflF

To the succession of new days this month :

My master is awak'd by great occasion.

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you.

That with your other noble parts you'll suit,

In giving lum his right.

Tim. Mine honest friend,

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning.

Caph. Nay, good my lord,—
, r • j

Tim. Contam thyself, good fnend.

Var. Serv. One Varro's servant, my good lord.—

Isid. Serv. From Isidore
;

He humbly prays your speedy payment,—

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master s

wants,-
,

[weeks,

Var. Serv. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six

And past,

—

«• i j
Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord

,

And I am sent expressly to your lordship.

Titn. Give me breath :

—

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on;

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords.

I'll wait upon you instantly.—Come hither, pray

YQU • [To Flaviics.)

How goes the world, that I am thus encounterd

With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds.

And the detention of long-since-due debts.

Against my honour?
Flav. Please you, gentlemen,

The time is unagreeable to this business

:

Your importunacy cease, till after dinner;

That I may make his lordship understand

Wherefore you are not paid.
,. . ,

Ti7n. I'" 80, my iriends :

See them well entertain'd. l^^xit.

Fla."
'

I pray, draw near. [Lxtt.

Enter Apkmantus and a Fool.

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Ape-

mantus ; let's have some sport with 'em.

Var. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuse us.

Isid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog !

Var. Serv. How dost, fool .'

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ?

Var. Serv. I speak not to thee.

Apem. No ; 'tis to thyself.—Come away.
^ (To the Fool.)

Isid. Serv. [To Var. Serv.) There's the fool

hangs on your back already.

Apem. No, thou stand'st single, thou art not on

hira yet.

Caph. Where's the fool now ?

Apem. He last asked the question.—Poor rogues,

and usurers' men ! bawds between gold and want

.

All Serv. What are we, Aperaantns?

Apem. Asses»v

All Serv. Why?
Apem. That you ask me what you are, and da

not know yourselves.—Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool : How does your
mistress ?

Fool. She's e'en setting on water io scald such
chicliens as you are. 'Would, we could see you at

Corinth.

Apem. Good ! gramercy.

Enter Page.

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress' page.

Page. (To the Fool.) Why, how now, captain?
what do you in this wise company ?—How dost

thou, Apeniantus ?

Apeiyi. 'Would I had a' rod in my mouth, that I

might answer thee profitably.

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the super-

scription of these letters : I know not which is which.
Apem. Canst not read ?

Page. No.
Apem. There will little learning die then, that

day thou! art hanged. This is to lord Tinion; this

to Alcibiades. Go ; thou wast bom a bastard and
thon'lt die a bawd.
Page. Thou wast whelped a dog; and thou shalt

famish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone.

[Exit Page.
Apem. Even so thou out-run'st grace. Fool, i

will go with you to lord Timon's.

Fool. Will you leave me there ?

Apem. If Timon stay at home.—Yon three serve

three usurers.

All Serv. Ay ; would they serv'd us !

Apem. So would I.—As good a .trick as ever

hangman served thief.

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ?

All Serv. Ay, fool.

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his ser-

vant : My mistress is one, and I am her fool.

When men come to borrow of your masters, they

approach sadly, and go away merry ; but they enter

my mistress' house merrily, and go away sadly

:

The reason of this ?

Var. Serv. I could render one.

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a

whoremaster, and a knave; which notwithstanding,

thou shalt be no less esteemed.

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool ?

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like

thee. 'Tis a spirit : sometime, it appears like a

lord ; sometime, like a lawyer ; sometime, like a

philosopher, with two stones more than his artifi-

cial one : He is very often like a knight ; and, ge-

nerally in all shapes, that man goes up and down in,

from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in.

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest.

Apem. That answer might have become Ape-
mantus.

All Serv. Aside, aside : here coines lord Timoc.

Reenter TiMON and Flavics.

Apem. Come with me, fool, come.

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder bro-

ther, and woman ; sometime, the philosopher.

[Exeunt Apernantus and Fool.

Flav. 'Pray you, walk near, I'll speak with you

anon. [Exeunt Serv.

Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this

time,

Had you not fully laid my state before me

;

That I might so have rated my expense

As 1 had leave of means ?

Flav. You would not hear me,

At many leisures I propos'd.

Tim. Go to

:

Perchance, some single vantages you took,
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When my indisposition put you back
;

And that unaptness made your minister.

Thus to excuse yourself.

Flav. O, my good lord !

At many times I brought in my accounts,

Laid them before you
;
yon would tlirow them off.

And say, you found them in mine honesty.

When, for some trifling present, you have bid me
Return so much, I have shook, my head, and

wept;
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd you

To hold your hand more close : I did endure

Not seldom, nor so slight checks ; when 1 have

Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate.

And your great flow of debt. My dear-lov'd lord,

Though you hear now (too late !) yet now's a time,

The greatest of your having lacks a half

To pay your present debts.

Tirn. hit all my land be sold.

Flav, 'Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and gone
;

And what remains will hardly stop the mouth
Of present dues : the future comes apace

;

What shall defend the interim ? and at length

How goes our reckoning ?

Tim. To Lacedsemon did my land extend.

Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word ;

Were it all yours to give it in a breath.

How quickly were it gone !

Tim. You tell me true.

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry, or falsehood,

Call me before the exactest auditors,

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me.
When all our offices have been oppress'd

With riotous fefders ; when our vaults have wept
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minstrelsy

;

I have retir'd me to a wasteful cock.

And set mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Pr'ythee, no more.

Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord

!

flow many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants,

This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's ?

What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord

Timon's ?

Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ?

Ah ! when the means are gone, that buj^ this praise.

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made :

Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers.

These flies are couch'd.

TiTn. Come, sermon me no further

;

No villanous bounty yet hath pas -"d my heart
\

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. [lack.

Why dost thou weep "'' Canst tliou the conscience

To think I shall lack fiiends ? Secure thy heart;

If I would broach the vessels of my love.

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,

Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use,

As I can bid thee speak.

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts !

Tim, And, in some sort, these wants of mine are

crown'd,
That I account them blessings ; for by these

Shall I try friends : You shall perceive, how you
Mistake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends.

Within there, ho !—Flaminius ! Servilius

!

Enter FL-iuaiNius, Servilius, and other Servants.

Sew. My lord, my lord,

—

Tim, I will despatch yoa severally.—You, to

lord Lucius,

—

To lord Lucullus you ; I hunted with his

Honour to-day ;—You to Sempronius
;

Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say,

That my occasions have found time to use them
Toward a supply of money : let the request
Be fifty talents.

Flam. As you have said, my lord.

Flav. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus? humph !

• {Aside.)
Tim, Go you, &\t,{to anotherServ.)io the senators.

(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have
Deserv'd this hearing,) bid 'em send o'the instant

A thousand talents to me.
Flav. I have been bold,

(For that I know it the most general way,) -,

To them to use your signet, and your nauie ; ,

But they do shake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return. '

Tim,. Is't true ? can it be ?

Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice.

That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot

Do what they would ; are sorry—you are honour-

able,

—

[but

But yet they could have wish'd—they know not

—

Something hath been amiss—a noble nature

May catch a wrench—would all were well
—

'tis

And so, intending other serious matters.

After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,

With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods.

They froze me into silence.

Tim. You gods, reward them !

—

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : These old fellows

Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom Hows

;

'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind

;

And nature, as it grows again towards earth,

Is fashion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy.

—

Go to Ventidius.—( Tu a Serv. ) 'Pr'ythee, {To
Flavins) be not sad.

Thou art true and honest ; ingeniously I speak.

No blame belongs to thee :

—

[to Serv.) Ventidius

lately

Buried his father ; by whose death, he's stepp'd

Into a great estate : when he was poor,

Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends,

I clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me ;

Bid him suppose, some good necessity
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd
With those five talents :—that had,

—

{to Flav.) give

it these fellows

To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think.

That Timon's fortune 'mong his friends can sink.

Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought

is bounty's foe ;

Being free itself, it thinks all others so. [Exeunt,

ACT HI.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Room in Lucullus' House.

Flaminics loaititig. Enter a Servant to him.

Serv. I have told my lord of you, he is coming
down to you.

Flam. I thank you, sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Serv. Here's my lord.

Lunil. {Aside.) One of Lord Timon's men ? a

gift, I warrant. \Vhy, this hits right; I dreamt of

a silver basin and ewer to-night.—Flaminius, ho-

nest Flaminius
;
you are very respectively welcome,

sir.—Fill me some wine.

—

{Exit Servant.) And how
does that honourable, complete, free-hearted gen-

tleman of Athens, tliy very bountiful good lord and

master ?

Flam. His health is well, sir.

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well,

sir: And what hast thou there under thy cloak,

pretty Flaminius ?

Flam. 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir

;

which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your

honour to supply ; who, having great and instant

occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lord-

ship to furnish him ; nothing doubting your present

assistance therein.

Lucul. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting, says

he? alas, good lord! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he

would not keep so good a house. Many a time and

often I have dmed with him, and told him on't; and

come again to supper to him, of purpose to have

him spend less : and yet he would embrace no

M III
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counsel, take no warning by my coming. Every

man has his fault, and honesty is his ; I have told

him on't, but I could never get him from it.

Re-enter Servant with ivine.

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine.

Lucid. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise.

Here's to thee.

Glam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure.

Lucul. I have observed thee always for a towardly

prompt spirit,—give thee thy due,—and oue that

Knows wliat belongs to reason ; and canst use the

time well, if the time use thee well: good parts in

thee.—Get you gone, sirrah.

—

[To the Servant, icho

noes out.)—Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy
lords a bountiful gentleman : but thou art wise ; and

thou knowest well enough, although thou comest to

me, that this is no time to lend money ; especially

npon bare friendship, without security. Here's three

solidares for thee
;
good boy, wink at me, and .say,

thou saw'st me not. Fare thee well.

Flam. Is't possible, the world should so much
differ

;

And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned baseness.

To him that worships thee.

{Throtving the money away.)
Lucul. Ha ! now I see, thou art a fool, and fit for

thy master. [Exit Lucullus.
Flam. May these add to the number that may

scald thee !

Let molten coin be thy damnation.

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself !

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart.

It turns in less than two nights ! O you gods,

I feel my master's passion I This slave

Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him :

Why should it thrive, and turn no nutriment,

When he is turu'd to poison ?

O, may diseases only work upon't

!

[nature,

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of

Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Public Place.

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers.

Luc, Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good
friend, and an honourable gentleman,

1 Slran. We know him for no less, though we
are but strangers to him. But I can tell you one
thing, my lord, and which I hear from common ru-

mours; now Lord Timon's happy hours are done
and past, and his estate shrinks from him.

Luc. Fy, no, do not believe it; he cannot want
for money.
2 Slran. But believe yon this, my lord, that, not

long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lu-
cullus, to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged ex-
tremely for't, and shewed what necessity belonged
tot, and yet was denied.

Luc. How ?

2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord.

Ltic. What a strange case was that? now, before

the gods, I am ashamed on't. Denied that ho-

nourable man ? there was very little honour shewed
in't. For my own part, I must needs confess, I

have received some small kindnesses from him^ as

money, plate, jewels, and sur h like trifles, nothmg,
comparing to his

;
yet, had he mistook him, and

sent to me, I should ne'er have denied his occasion

so many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser. See, by good bap, yonder's my lord ; F have
sweat to see his honour.—My honoured lord,

—

[To Lucius.)
Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare

thee well.—Commend me to thy honourable-vir-

tuous lord, my very exquisite friend.

Serv. May it pleasure your honour, my lord hath

sent—
Lue. Ha ! what has he sent ? I am so much en-

deared to that lord ; lie's ever sending : How shall

I thank him, think'st thou ? And what has he sent

now ?

Serv. He has only sent his present occasion now,

my lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his

instant use with so many talents.

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me

;

He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

Serv. But in the mean time wants less, my lord.

If his occasion were not virtuous,

I should not urge it half so faithfully.

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?

Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis tnie, sir.

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfurnish

myself against such a good time, when I niight

have shewn myself honourable ! how unluckily it

liappened, that I should purchase the day before

for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour !

—

Servilius, now before the gods, I am not able to

do't ; the more beast, I say :—I was sending to use

lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can witness;

but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had

done it now. Commend me bountifully to his good
lordship; and I hope, his honour will conceive the

fairest of me, because I have no power to be kind:

—And tell him this from me, I count it one of my
greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such

an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will

you befriend me so far, as to use mine own words

to him?
Ser. Yes, sir, I shall.

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius.
• [Exit Servilius

True, as you said, Timon is shrunP, indeed
;

And he, that's once denied, will hardly speed.

[Exit Lucius,

1 Stran. Do you observe this, Hostilius ?

2 Stran. Ay, too well.

1 Slran. \\ hy this

Is the world's soul ; and just of the same piece

Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him
His friend, that dips in the same dish? for, in

My knowing, 'Timon has been this lord's father.

And kept his credit with his purse
;

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon's money
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks.

But Timon's siher treads upon his lip

:

And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man,
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape

!

He does deny him, in respect of his.

What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Stran. Religion groans at it.

1 Stran. For mine own part,

I never tasted Timon in my life,-

Nor came any of his bounties over me.
To mark me for his friend

;
yet, I protest.

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue.

And honourable carriage.

Had his necessity made use of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation.

And the best half should have return'd to him.
So much I love his heart : But, I perceive,

Men mu'it learn now with pity to dispense ;

For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in Semproniuss
House.

Enter Semprovius, and a Servant of Timon's.

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in't ? Humph!
'Bove all others ?

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus 1

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem'd from prison: All these three

Owe their estates unto him.

Serv. O my lord. [for

They have all been touch'd, and found base metal

;

They have all denied him.

Sem. How ! they have denied hira?

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ?

And does he send to me ? Three? humph I—
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Itsheu-s bat liltle love or judgment in him.

Miist I be his last refuge ? His friends, like phy-

sicians, [fue •

Thrive, giv e him over ; Must I take the cure upon

He has much disgrac'd me iu't ; I am angry at him.

That might have" known my place : I .see no .sense

for't.

Bat his occasions might have woo'd me first

;

For, in my conscience. I was the first man
That e'er received gift from him :

And does he think so b^^,kwardIy of me now,i,

'

That III requite it last? No: So it may prove
An argument of laughter to the rest.

And I amongst the lords be thought a fool.

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum,
He had sent to me first, but for-my mind's sake

;

I had such a courage to do him good. But now
return.

And with thtir faint reply this answer join
;

Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin.

\Exif.

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship's a goodly vil-

lain. The de\'il knew not what he did, .when he
made man politic; he crossed himself by't: and I

cannot think, but, in the end, the villanies of man
will set him clear. How fairly this lord strives to

appear foul ! takes virtuous copies to be wicked ;

like those, that, under hot ardent zeal, would set

whole realms on fire. Of such a nature is hi? poli-

tic lo^ e.

This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled.

Save the gods only : Now liis friends are (Wad,
Doors, tliat v/ere ne'er acq 'minted with their wards
Many a bounteous year, must be employ'd
Now to guard sure their master.

And this is all a liberal course allows :

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house.

[Exit.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Hall in Timon's House.

Enter tivn Servants of Varro, and the Servant of
Lucius, meeting Titus, Hortensius, and other

Servants to Timon's Creditors, waiting his

coming out.

Var. Serv. Well met; good-morrow, Titus and
Hortensius.

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro.

Hor. Lucius I

What, do we meet together?

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think,

One business does command ns all ; for mine
Is money.

Tit. So is theirs and ours.

Enter Fhilotus

Luc. Serv. And, sir,

Fhilotus too I

Phi. Good-day at once
Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother.

What do you think the hour?
Phi. Labouring for nine.

Luc. Serv. So much ?

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ?

Luc. Serv. Not yet.

Phi. I wonder on't ; he was wont to shine at

seven. [with him

:

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter

You mnst consider, that a prodigal course
Is like the sun's; but not, like his, recoverable.
I fear,

'Tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse :

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet
Find little.

Phi. I am of yonr fear for that.

Tit. I'll shew you how to observe a strange event.
Yonr lord sends now for money.
Hor. ' Most true, he does.
Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift.

For which I wait for money.
Hor. It is against my heart

Luc. Serv. Mark, how strange it shews,

Timon in this should pay more than he owes :

And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels.

And send for money for 'em.

Hor. I am weary oi' this charge, the gods can

witness :

I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth.

And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth.

1 Var. Serv. Yes, mine s three thousand crowns :

What's yours?
Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine.
1 Var. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it should

seem by the sum,
Ycmr master's confidence was above mine ;

Else, surely, his had equall'd.

Enter Flaminics.

Tit. One of lord Timon's men.
Luc. Serv. Flaminins ! sir, a word ; 'Pray, is my

lord ready to come forth ?

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. [much.

Tit. We attend his lordship ; 'pray, signify so

Flam. I need not tell him that ; he knows^ you

are too diligent. [Exit Flamintus.

Enter Flavius, in a cloak, muffled.

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward mufiSed so?

He ijoes away in a cloud : call him, call him.

Tit. Do you hear, sir '?

1 Var. Serv. By your leave, sir.

—

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend ? *

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir.

Flan.
_

Ay,'

If money were as certain as your waiting,

'Twere sure enough. Why then preferr'd you not

Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat

Of my lord's meat ? Then they could smile, and fawn
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest

Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but
wrong.

To stir me up ; let me pass quietly

:

Believe't, my lord and I have made an end •

I have no more to reckon, he to spend.
Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve.

Flav. . If 'twill not,

'Tis not so base as yon ; for you serve knaves. [Exit.

1 Var. Serv. How! what does his cashier'd

worship mutter?
2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he's poor, and

that's revenge enough. Who can speak broader
than he that has no house to put his head in ? such
may rail against great buildings.

Enter Servilics.

Tit. O, here's Servilius ; now W3 shall know
Some answer.

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen.

To repair some other hour, I should much
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul,

iMy lord leans wond'rously to discontent.

His comfortable temper has forsook him
;

He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber.

Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are

not sick:

And, if it be so far beyond his health, '

Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts.

And make a clear way to the gods.

Sfr. Good gods

!

Tit. We cannot take this for an answer, sir.

Flam. {TFithin.) SeT\iVn\s, help I—My lord] ray

lord !—

Enier TiMON, in a rage; FhAJinswsfolloiving.

Ti7n. What, are my doors oppos'd against ray

passage ?

Have I been ever free, and must my house

Be my retentive enemy, my gaol '!

The place, which 1 have feasted, does it now,

Like all mankind, shew me an iron heart?

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus.

Km*
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Tit. My lord, here is my bill.

Luc. Serv. Here's mine.

Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord.

Both Yar. Ser^j. And ours, my lord.

Phi. All our bills. [the girdle.

Tim. Knock me down with 'em ; cleave me to
Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord,

—

Tim. Cut my heart in sums
Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.

Luc. Serv. Five thousand drops pays that.

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that.

—

What yours?—and yours?
1 Var. Serv. My lord,—
2 Var. Serv. My lord,—
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall on

you

!

_
[Exit.

Hor. 'Faith, I perceive our masters may throw
their caps at their money ; these debts may well be
called desperate ones ; for a madman owes 'era.

[Exeunt.

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me, the
slaves

:

Creditors !—devils.

Flav. My dear lord,—
Tim. What if it should be so ?

Ftav. My lord,—
Tim. I'll have it so :—My steward !

Flav. Here, my lord.

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all

:

I'll once more feast the rascals.

Flav. O my lord,
You only speak from your distracted soul

;

There is not so much left, to furnish out
A moderate table.

Tim. Be't not in thy care
; go,

I charge thee ; invite them ail : let in the tide
Of knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide.

^ ^ . a [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. The Senate-House.

The Senate sitting. Enter Alcibudes, attended.

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to't ; the fault's
Bloody ; 'tis necessary he should die :

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy.
2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him.
Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the

senate

!

1 Sen. Now, captain ?

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues

;

For pity is the virtue of the law.
And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood.
Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it.

He is a man, setting his fate aside.

Of comely virtues

:

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice

;

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault),^

But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit.

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death,
He did oppose his foe :

And with such sober and unnoted passion
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas spent, '

As if he had but prov'd an argument.
1 Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox,

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair :

Your words have took such pains, as ifthey labour'd
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed.
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world
When sects anS factions were newly born :

He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breattie ; and make his
Wrongs

His outsides; wear them like his raiment, care-

lessly;

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill,

What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill?

Alcib. My lord,—
1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear

;

To revenge is no valour, but to bear.

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardoa me.
If I speak like a captain.

—

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle,

And not endure all threat'nings ? sleep upon it,

And let the foes quietly cut their throats
Without repugnancy r but if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant.

That stay at home, if bearing carry it

;

And the ass, more captain than the lion ; the felon,

Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge.
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords.

As you are great, be pitifully good :

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood?
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust;
But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just.

To be in anger, is impiety

;

But who is man, that is not angry ?
Weigh but the crime with this.

2 Sen. You breathe in vain.

Alcib. In vain? his service done
At Lac^semon, and Byzantium,
Were a suflficient briber for his life.

1 Sew. What's that? [vice,

Alcib. Why, I say, my lords, h'as done fair ser-

And slain in fight many of your enemies :

How full of valour did he bear himself
In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds ?

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em, lie

Is a sworn rioter : h'as a sin that often
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner

:

If there were no foes, that were enough alone
To overcome him : in that beastly fury
He has been known to commit outrages.
And cherish factions : 'Tis inferr'd to us,
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.

I Sen. He dies.

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war
My lords, if not for any parts in him,
(Though his right arm might purchase his own time,
And be in debt to none), yet, more to move you.
Take my deserts to his, and join them both :

And, for I know, your reverend ages love
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all

My honour to you, upon his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life.

Why, let the war receiv't in valiant gore

;

For law is strict, and war is nothing more.
1 Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more.

On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother,
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another.

Alcib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords,
I do besetch you, know me.
2 Sen How?
Alcib. Call me to your remembrances,
3 Sen. What?
Alcib. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me

;

It could not else be, I should prove so base.
To sue, and be denied such common grace :

My wounds ache at you.
1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ?

Tis in few words, but spacious in efiFect:

We banish thee for ever.

Alcib. Banish nie ?

Banish your dotage
; banish usury,

Thnt makes the Nenate ugly.

I Sen. If, after two days' shine, Athens contain
thee.

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell
our spirit.

He shall be executed presently. [Exeunt Senators,
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Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that

you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on yon !

I am worse than mad : I have kept back their foes.

While they have told their money, and let out
Their coin upon large interest; I myself
Rich only in large hurts;—All those, for this ?

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate

Pours into captains' wounds ? ha ! banishment?
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd

;

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury,

That I may strike at Athens. I'll cheer up
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.

'Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds

,

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods.

[Exit.

Scene VI.—A magnificent Room in Timon's
House.

Music. Tables set out : Servants attending.
Enter divers Lords, at several doors.

Lord. The good time of day to you, sir.

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think, this

honourable lord did but try us this other day.
1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when

we encountered : I hope, it is not so low with him,
as he made it seem in the trial of his several friends.

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of
his new feasting.

1 Lord. I should think so : He hath sent me an
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did
nrge me to put off, but he hath conjured me beyond
them, and I must needs appear.
2 Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my im-

portunate business, but he would not hear my ex-
cuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me,
that my provision was out.

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I under-
stand how all things go.

2 Lord. Every man here's so. What would he
have borrowed of you?

1 Lord. A thousand pieces.

2 Lord. A thousand pieces !

1 Lord. What of you ?

2 Lord. He sent to me, sir,—Here he comes.

Enter Timon, and Attendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both :—And
how fare you ?

] Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your
lordship.

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more
willing, than we your lordship.

Tim. {Aside.) Nor more willingly leaves winter

;

such summer-birds are men.—Gentlemen, our din-

ner will not recompense this long stay : feast your
«-ars with the music awhile ; if they will fare so

harshly on the trumpet's sound : we shall to't pre-
sently.

1 Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with
your lordship, that I returned you an empty mes-
senger.

Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you.
2 Lot d. My noble lord,—
Titn. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer '

[The banquet brought in.)

2 Lord, My most honourable lord, I am e'en sick

of shame, that, when your lordship this other day
sent lo me, I was so unfortunate a beggar.

Tim. Think not on't, sir.

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours before,

—

TjVk. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.
-Come, bring in all together.

2 Lord. All covered dishes

!

1 Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you.
3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the season

can yield it.

I Lord. How do you ? What's the news?
;-i Lord. Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it ?

I & 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished

!

'6 Lord. 'Tis so be sure of it.

1 Lord. How ? how ?

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what?
Titn. My worthy friends, will you draw near ?

3 Lord. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble
feast toward.

2 Lord. This is the old man still.

3 Lord. WiU't hold? wiU't hold ?

2 Lord. It does : but time will—and so

—

3 Lord. I do conceive.
Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as he

would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be
in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to
let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first
place : Sit, sit. The gods require our thanks.

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with
tharikjulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves
praised: but reserve still to give, lest your deities
be despised. Lend to each man enough, that one
need not lend to another : for, were your godheads
to borroiv of men, men ivould forsake the gods.
Make the 7neat be beloved, more than the man that
gives it. Let no assembly of twenty be tvithout a
score of villaifis : If there sit twelve women at
the table, let a dozen ofthem be—as they are.—
The rest of your fees, gods,—the senators oj
Athens, together tvith the common lag ofpeople,—
what is amiss in them, you gods, tnake suitable
for destruction. For these tnypresent friends,—
as they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them,
and to nothing they are welcome.
Uncover, dogs, and lap.

{The dishes uncovered, are full ofwarm water.)
Some speak. What does his lordship mean ?

Some other. I know not.

Tim. May you a better feast never behold.
You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke, and luke-warm

water
Is your perfection. This is Timon's last

;

Who stuck and spangled you with tlatteries.

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces
(Throwing water in theirfaces.)

Your reeking villany. Live loath'd, and long,
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites,

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies,

Cap-and-knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks 1

Of man, and beast, the iniinite malady
Crust you quite o'er !—What, dost thou go ?

Soft, take thy physic first,—thou too,—and thou :

—

[Throtvs the dishes at them, and drives them out.

Stay, I vpill lend thee money, borrow none.

—

What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast,

Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest.

Burn, house; sink, Athens! henceforth hated be
01' Timon, man, and all humanity. [Exit.

Re-enter the Lords, with other Lords and
Senators.

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? [fury ?

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's
3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap ?

4 Lord. I have lost my gown.

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but

humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other

day, and now he has beat it out of my hat :—Did
you see my jewel ?

4 Lord. Did you see my cap ?

2 Lord. Here 'tis.

4 Lord. Here lies my gown.

1 Lord. Let's make no stay.

2 Lord. Lord Timon's mad.

3 Lord. I feel't upon ray bones.

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day
stones. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.— Without the Walls ffAthens.

Enter Timon.

Tim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall^
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That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the earth,

And fence not Athens I Matrons, turn incontinent I

Obedience fail in children ! slaves, and fools,

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench,

And minister in their steads ! to general filths

Convert o'the instant, green virginity !

Uo't in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts hold fast

;

Ratlier than render back, out with your knives.

And cut your trusters' throats ! bound servants,

steal

!

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are.

And pill by law ! maid, to thy master's bed
;

Thy mistress is o'the brothel! son of sixteen.

Pluck the lin'd crutch from the old limping sire.

With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear,

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth,

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood,

Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades,

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws,',

Decline to }'our confounding contraries,

And yet confusion live !—Plagues, incident to men,
Your potent and infectious fevers heap
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica.

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt

As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ;

That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive,

And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains.

Sow all the Athenian bosoms : and their crop

Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath

;

That their society, as their friendship, may
Be merely poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee.

But nakedness, thou detestable towH !

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns !

Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find

The unkindest Ij^ast more kinder than mankind.
The gods con^und (hear me, ye good gods all,)

The Athenians both within and out that wall

!

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low !

Amen. [Exit

Scene II.

—

Athens. A Room in Titnon's House.

Enter Flavius, ivith two or three Servants.

1 Serv. Hear you, master steward, where's our

master ?

Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ?

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to

you ?

Let me be recorded by the righteoas gods,

I am as poor as you.

1 Serv. Such a house broke !

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not
One friend, to take his fortune by the ^rm,
And go along with him !

- 2 Serv. As we do turn our backs
From our companion, thrown into his grave

;

So his familiars to his buried fortunes

§link all away ; leave their false vows with him.

Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self,

A dedicated beggar to the air.

With his disease of all-shuun'd poverty.

Walks, like contempt, alone.—Mor'e of our fellows.

, Enter other Servants.

. Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd house.

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery.

That see I by our faces ; we are fellows still,

Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark

;

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deok.
Hearing the surges threat: we must all part

Into this sea of air.

Flav. Good fellows all.

The latest of my wealth I'll share amongst you.

Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake.
Let's yet be fellows; let's shake our heads, and say,

As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes.

We have seen better days. Let each take some
;

{Giving them muneij.

)

Nay, pat out all your hands. Not one word more

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.

[Exeunt Servants.

O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us !

Who would not wish to be from wealth esempt.

Since riches point to misery and contempt?

Who'd be so mock'd with glory? or to live

But in a dream of friendship V

To have his pomp, and ai) what state compounds.
But only painted, like h's varuish'd friends ?

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart;

Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood.

When man's worst sin is, he does too much good

!

Wlio then dares to be half so kind again ?

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men.

^]y dearest lord,—blessd, to be most accurs'd.

Rich, only to be wretched :—thy great fortunes

Are made t!,y chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord!

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful seat

Of monstrous friends ; nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it.

I'll follow^ and inquire him out

:

I'll serve his mind with ray best will

;

Whilst I have gold. 111 be his steward still. [Exit.

Scene III.— The Woods.

Enter Timon.

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the

earth

Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb

Infect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,—
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, [tunes

;

Scarce is dividant,—touch them with several for

The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature.

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune.

But by contempt of nature.

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord;

The senator shall be^r contempt hereditary.

The beggar native honour.
It is the pasture lards the brother's sides, [dares

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who
In purity of manhood stand upright,

And say, This mun\ a flatterer ! if one he.

So are they all ; for every grize of fortune

Is smooth'd by that below : the learned pate
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ;

There's nothing level in our cursed natures.

But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr'd

All leasts, societies, and throngs of men !

His seaablable, yea, himself, Timon disdains :

Destruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me roots

!

{Digging,)

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce hjs palate

With thy most operant poison ! What is here ?^

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods,

I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens !

Thus much of this, will make black, white ; Lul,
fair; [valiant.

Wrong, right; base, noble- old, young; coward.
Ha, you gods ! why this ? What this, you gods ?

Why this

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides ;

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads :

This yellow slave

Will knit and break religions
; jj'ess the accufo'd ;

Make the hoar leprosy ador'd
; place thieves.

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

VVith senators on t.ie bench : this is it.

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again

;

She, whom the spitalhouse, and ulcerous sores

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices

To tie April day again. Come, damned earth.

Thou common whore of mankind, that pui'st odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature.

—

{March afar q^i)—-Ha ! a

drum ':"—Thou'rt quick,

But yet I'll bury thee : Thou'lt gp, strong thief.

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand :—

•

Nay, stay tnoti out for earnest.

{Keeping some gold.)
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Enler Alcibiades, with drum andfife, in ivarlike

manner : Phrynia «wfl? Timandra.

Alcib. Whai art thou there ?

Speak. [heart,

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy

For shewing me again the eyes ofman !

Alcib. VVhat is thy name ? Is man so hateful to

That art thyself a man ?
_

[thee,

Tim. I am misanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog.

That I might love thee something.

Alcib. I know thee well

;

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and strange.

Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I

know thee,

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum
;

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules :

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel

;

Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine

Hath in her more destruction than thy sword.
For all her cherubin look.

Pkry. Thy lips rot off!

Tim. I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns

To thine own lips again.

Alcib. How came the noble Timon to this change?
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give :

But then renew I could not, like the moon

;

There were no suns to borrow of.

Alcib. Noble Timon,
VVhat friendship may I do thee ?

Tim.
_

None, but to

Maintain my opinion.

Alcib. What is it, Timon ?

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none : If

Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for

Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound thee.

For thon'rt a man

!

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries.

Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity.

Alcib. I see them now ; then was a blessed time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.

Tim. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the

world
Voic'd so regardfuUy ?

Titn. Art thou Timandra ?

Timan. Yes.
Tim. Be whore still ! they love thee not, that

use Hiee

;

Give them diseases, leaving vrith thee their lust.

Make use of thy salt hours; season the slaves

For tubs, and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked youth

To the tub-fast, and the diet.

Timan. Hang thee, monster

!

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his wits

Are drown'd and lost in his calamities.—

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd,

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth.

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states,

But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them,

—

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone.

Alctb. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Ti-

mon. [trouble ?

Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost

I had rather be alone.

Alcib. Why, fare thee well

:

Here's some gold for thee.

Tim. Keep't, I cannot eat it.

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a

heap,

—

Tim. Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens '

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cause.

Tim. The gods confound them all i'thy conquest

;

and
Thee after, when thou hast conqner'd !

Alcib. Why me, Tiraon ?

Tim. That,
By killing villains, thou wast born to conquer

My country.

Put up thy gold ; Go on,— here's gold,—go on
;

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison
In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip one :

Pity not honour'd age for his white beard
;

He's an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron;
It is her habit only that is honest,
Herselfs a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek
Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those milk-paps,
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes.

Are not within the leaf of pity writ, [babe,

Set them do\vn horrible traitors : Spare not the

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust thei.'

mercy;
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut,

AxiA mince it sans remorse : Swear against objects
;

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes

;

Whose proofs, nor yells of mothers, maids, noi

babes.
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding.
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers :

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent,

•Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone.

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thou

giv'st me,
Not all thy counsel. [upon thee !

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's curse

Pkr. §C Timan. Give us some gold, good Timon :

Hast thou more ?

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her trade,

And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts,

Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable,
—

'

Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear.
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues.
The immortal gods that hear you,—spare your oaths,

I'll trust to your conditions : Be whores siill

;

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert yon.
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn liim up

;

Let your close fire predominate his smoke.
And be no turncoats: Yet may your pains, six

months.
Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs

With burdens of the dead ;—some that werehang'd,
No matter :—wear them, betray with tliem : whore

sfill
;

Paint, till a horse may mire upon your face

:

A pox of wrinkles !

P/ir.§r Timan. Well, more gold;—What then?—
Believ't, that we'll do any thing for gold.

Titn. Consumption sow
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins,

And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice,

That he may never more false title plead,

Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flamen.

That scolds against the quality of flesh.

And not believes himself: down with the nose,

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away
Of him, that his particular to foresee.

Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate

ruffians bald

;

And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war
Derive some pain from you : Plague all

;

That your activity may defeat and quell

The source of all erection.—There's more gold :

—

Do you damn others, and let this damn you.

And ditches grave you all!

Pkr. §f Timan. More counsel with more money,
bounteous Timon.

Titn. More whore, more mischief first; I have

given you earnest.

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare-

well, Timon

;

If I thrive well, I'll visit thee again.

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more.

Alcib. I never did thee harm.

Tim. Y es, thou spok'st well of me.

Alcib. Call'st thou that harm ?

Tim. Men daily find it such. Get thee away,
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Tnd tate thy beagles with thee.

J^lcib. Wc '^ot oflFend him.

—

Strike.

[Drum heats. Exeunt Alcihiades, Phrynia,
and Thnandra.

Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkind-

ness,

Should yet be hungry !—Common mother, then,

{Digging.)

Whose womb nnmeasurable, and infinite breast,

Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle,

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufTd,

Engenders the black toad, and adder blue.

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm,
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven,

Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine
;

Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate.

From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor root I

Ensear thy fertile and conceptions w^omb,

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man !

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears
;

Teem with new monsters, whom thy npward face

Hath to the marbled mansion all above

Never presented !—O, a root,—Dear thanks !

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas

:

Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts.

And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind.

That from it all consideration slips

!

Enter Apemantus.

Tvlore man ? Plague ! plague !

Apem. I was directed hither: men report.

Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them.

Tim. "Tis then, because thou dost not keep a

dog.

Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch thee !

Apem. This is in thee a nature but afifected;

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung

From change of fortune. Why this spade? this

place ?

This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ?

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft;

Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon M'as. Shame not these woods.

By putting on the cunning of a carper.

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive

Dy that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee.

And let his very breath whom thou'lt observe.

Blow ofl"thy cap
;
praise his most vicious strain.

And call it excellent : Thou wa.st told thus
;

Thou gav'st thine earSj like tapsters, that bid wel-

come.

To knaves, and all approachers. 'Tis most just.

That thou turn rascal : had'st thou wealth again.

Rascals should have't. Do not assume my likeness.

Tim. VVere I like thee, I'd throw away myself.

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like

thyself;

A madman so long, now a fool ; What, think'st

That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain.

Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss'd

trees,

That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels.

And skip, when thou point'st out? Will the cold

brook,

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste.

To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit ? call the creatures,

—

Whose naked natures live in all the spite

Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks.

To the conflicting elements exposd,

Answer mere nature,—bid them flatter thee
;

O ! thou shalt find—
Tim. A fool of thee : Depart.

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did.

Tim. I hate thee worse.

Apem. Why ?

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery,

Apem. I flatter not; but say, thou art a caitiff.

Tim. Why dost thou seek roc out ?

Apem. To rex thee.

Tim, Always a villain's office, or a fool's.

Dost please thyself in't?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. What ! a knave too ?

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on

To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou

Dost it enforcedly ; thoud'st courtier be again,

VVert thou not beggar. Willing misery

Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before :

The one is filling still, never complete
;

The other, at high wish : Best state, contentless.

Hath a distracted and most wretched being.

Worse than the worst, content.

Thou should'st desire to die, being miserable.

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miserable

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm
With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, proceeded

The sweet degrees that this brief world atibrds

To such as may the passive drugs of it

Freely command, thou would'sthavc- plung'd thyself

In general riot ; melted down thy youth

In diflerent beds of lust; and never learn'd

The icy precepts of respect, but follow'd

The sugar'd game before thee. But myself,

Who had the world as my confectionary;

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employment

;

That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves

Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush

Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare

For every storm that blows ;—I, to bear this.

That never knew but better, is some burden

:

Thy nature did commence in suflerance, time

Hath made thee hard in't. Why should'st thou hate

men ?

They never flatter'd thee : What hast thou given

.

If thou wilt curse,—thy father, that poor rag,

Must be thy subject; who, in spite, put stuff

To some she beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone !

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men.
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.

Apem. Art thou proud yet ?

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee.
^ Apem. I, that I was
No prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now

;

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee,

I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.—
That the whole life of Athens were in this

!

Thus would I eat it. {Eating a root.)

Apem. Here : I will mend thy feast.

{Ojfering him something.)

Tim. First mend my company, take away thyself.

Apem. So I shall mend mine ovni, by the lack ol"

thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended so, it is but botch'd;

If not, I would it were.

Apem. What would'st thou have to Athens ?

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt.

Tell them there I have gold ; look, so i have.
Apiem. Here is no use for gold.

Tim. The best, and truest

:

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm.
Apem. Where ly'st o'nights, Timon ?

Tim. Under that's above me.
Where feed'st thou o'days, Apemantus?
Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather,

where I eat it.

Tim. 'Would poison were obedient, and knew my
mind

!

Apem. Where would'st thou send it?

Tim. To sauce thy dishes.

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knew-
est, but the extremity of both ends: When thou

wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee

for too much curiosity; in thy rags thou knowest

none, but art despised for the contrary. There's a

medlar for thee, eat it.
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Tim. On what I hate, I feed not.

Avetn. Dost hate a medlar?
Tim. Av, though it look like thee."

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou

shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man
didst thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved

after his means ?

Tim. Who, without those means thou talkest of,

didst thou ever know beloved ?

Aj)em. Myself.

Tim. I understand thee ; thou hadst some means
to keep a dog.

Apem. What things in the world canst thou nearest

compare to thy flatterers ?

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the things

themselves. What would'st thou do with the world,

Apemantus, if it lay in thy power .^

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men.
Tim. Would'st thou have thyself fall in the con-

fusion of men, and remain a beast with the beast?

Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant

thee to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox

would beguile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox

would eat thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would
suspect thee, when, peradventure, thou wert ac-

cused by the ass: if thou wert the ass, thy dulness
would torment thee ; and still thou lived'st but as a
breakfast to the wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy
greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou should'st

hazard thy life for thy dinner : wert thou the uni-

corn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and make
thine own self the conquest of thy fury ; wert thou a
bear, thou would'st be killed by the horse ; wert
thou a horse, thou would'st be seized by the leopard

;

wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion,

and the spots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life :

all thy safety were reraotion ; and thy defence, ab-

sence. What beast could'st thou be, that were not

subject to a beast ? and what a beast art thou al-

ready, tliat seest not thy loss in transformation?

Apem. If thou could'st please me with speaking to

we, thou might'st have hit upon it here : The com-
monwealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts.

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that thou

art out of the city ?

Apem. Yonder comes a poet, a:id a painter : the

plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to

catch it, and give way : when I know not what else

to do, I'll see thee again.

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou

shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog
than Apemantus.
Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon.

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse.

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure.

Apem. There is no leprosy hut what thou speak'st.

Ti}n. If I name thee.

—

I'll beat thee—but I should infect my hands.

Apem. I would, my tongue could rot them off!

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog !

C holer does kill me, that thou art alive
;

I swoon to see thee.

Apem. 'Would thou would'st burst

!

Tim. Away,
Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, I shall lose

A stone by thee. {'throtvs a stone at him.)
Apem. Beast

!

Tim. Slave

!

Apem. Toad

!

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue

!

[Apemantus retreats backward, as goimj,
I am sick of this false world ; and will love nought
But even the mere necessities upon it.

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ;

Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph.
That death in me at otlif rs' lives may laugh.

O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce

{Looking on the gold.)

'Twist natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler

Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars!
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer.

Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
That lies on Dian's lap I thou visible god,
That solder'st close impossibilities,

And mak'st them kiss! that speak'st with every

tongue.

To every purpose ! thou touch of hearts !

Think, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue

Set them into confounding odds, that beasts

May have the world in empire

!

Apem. 'Would 'twere so :

But not till I am dead I—I'll say, thou hast gold :

Thou wilt be throug'd to shortly.

Ti?n. Throng'dto?
Apem. Ay.
Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee.

Apem. Live, and love thy misery !

Tim. Long live so, and so die !—I am quit.

—

[Exit Apemantus.
More things like men?—Eat, "Timon, and abhor

them.

Enter Thieves.

1 Thief. Where should he have this gold ? It is

some poor fragment, some slender ort of his re-

mainder: The mere want of gold, and the falling-

from of his friends, drove him into this melancholy.

2 Thief. It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure.

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him ; if he

care not for't, he will supply us easily ; If he covet-

ously reserve it, how shall's get it?

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, 'tis

hid.

1 Thief. Is not this he ?

Thieves. Where?
2 Thief. 'Tis his description.

3 Thief. He ; I know him.
Thieves. Save thee, Timon.
Tim. Now, thieves.

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves.

Ti/n. Both too : and women's sons.

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much
do want. [meat.

Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much of

Why should you want ? Behold the earth hath roots
;

Within this ij;»ile break forth a hundred springs :

The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips ;

The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush

Lays her full mess before you. Want? why want ?

1 Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries,

water.
As beasts, and birds, and fishes.

Ti7n. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds,

and fishes

;

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con,

That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work not

In holier shapes : for there is boundless tlieft

In limited professions. Rascal thieves.

Here's gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape.

Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth.

And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician :

His antidotes are poison, and he slays

More than you rob : take wealth and lives together

:

Do villany, do, since you profess to do't.

Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery

:

The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction

Robs the vast sea : the moon's au arrant thief.

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun

:

The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves

"The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief,

"rhat feeds and breeds by a composture stolen

From general excrement : each thing's a thief;

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck'd tjieft. Love not yourselves ; away ;

Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats;

All tiiat you meet are thieves : To Athens, go,
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Break open shops ; nothing can yon steal,

Bat Ihie'ves do lose it : Steal not less, for this

I give you : and gold confound you howsoever !

Amen. [Tifiion retires to his Cave.)
3 Thief. He has almost charmed me from my

profession, by persuadinsf uie to it.

1 Thief. 'Tisin the malice of mankind, that he thus
advises us : not to have us thrive in our mystery.
2 Thief. I'll believe him as an enemy, and give

over ray trade.

1 Thief. Let us first see peace in Athens : There
is no time so miserable, but a man may be true.

[Exeunt Thieves.

Enter Flavius.
• Flav. O you gods !

Is yon despis"d and ruinous man my lord ?

Full of decay and failing'? O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd

!

What an alteration of honour has
Desperate want made !

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends,
-Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends !

How rarely does it meet vrith this time"s guise.

When man was wish'd to love his enemies ;

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me, than those that do !

He has caught me in his eye : I will present
My honest grief unto him ; and as my lord.

Still serve him w ith my life.—My dearest master

!

TiMON comesforwardfrom his Cave.

T-im. Away ! what art thou ?

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir?
Ti7n. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men

;

Then, if tiiou grant'st thou'rt man, I have forgot thee.
Flav. An honest poor servant of yours.

^ Tim. Then
I know thee not : I ne'er had honest man
About me, I ; all that I kei't were knaves.
To serve iu meat to villains.

I Flav. The gods are witness,

Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you.

Tim. What, dost thou weep?—Come nearer;

—

then I love thee,

.Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st

Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give.

But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity's sleeping

;

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with

j

weeping

!

Flav. I beg o* you to know me, good ti-.y lord,

To accept my griei, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts.

To entertain me as your steward still.

Tim. Had I a steward so true, so-just, and now
So comfortable ? It almost turns

My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold
Thy face.—Surely, this man was born of woman.

—

Forgive my general and exceptless rashnesSj

Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim

One honest man,—mistake hie not,—hut one
;

No more, I pray,—and he is a steward.

How fain would I have hated all mankind,

And thou redeena'st thyself: But all, save thee,

I fell with corses.

Methinks, thou art more honest now than wise
;

For, by oppressing and betraying me,
Thon inight'st have sooner got another service

:

For many so arrive at second masters, ,

Upon their tirst lord's neck. But tell we true,

(For I must ever doubt, though ne'ier so sure,)

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous.

If not a usuring kindness ; a,nd as rich men deal gifts,

Expecting in return twenty for one ?

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose breast

Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late :

You should iiave fear'd false times, when you did
feast:

Sospect stilj comes, where an estate is least.

That which I shew, heaven knows, is merely love.

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind,

Care ofyoor food and liyingj and, believe it.

My most honour'd lord.

For any benefit that points to me.
Either in hope, or present, I'd exchange
For this one wish, T'hat you had power and wealth
To requite me, by making rich yourself.

Tim. Look thee, 'tis so !—Thou singly honest man.
Here, take :—the gods out of my misery
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy :

But thus conditiou'd ; Thou shalt build from men

;

Hate all, curse all ; shew charity to none
;

But let the famish'd flesh slide from the bone,
Ere tliou relieve the beggar : give to dogs
What tliou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow them,
Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods.
And may diseases lick up their false bloods !

And so, farewell, and thrive.

Flav. O, let me stay,

And comfort yon, my master.
Tim. If thou hat'st

Curses, stay not; fly, while thou'rt bless'd and free :

Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee.

[Exeunt severally.

ACT. V.

Scene I.

—

The same. Before Timon's Cave.

Enter Poet and Painter ; Timon behind, unseen.

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be
far where he abides.

Poet. What's to be thought of him? Does the

rumour hold for true, that he is so full of gold ?

Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia
and Timandra had gold of him : he likewise en-

riched poor straggling soldiers with great quantity,

'Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty sum.
Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a

try for his friends.

• Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in

Athens again, and flourish with tlie highest. There-
fore, 'tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in

this supposed distress of his : it will shew honesty
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes witli

what they travel for, if it be a just and true report
that goes of his having.

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ?

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation :

only I will promise him an excellent piece.

Poet. I must serve him so too; tell him of an
intent that's coming toward him.

Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very
air o'the time : it opens the eyes of expectation :

performance is ever the duller for his act ! and, but
in the plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed
of saying is quite out of use. To promise is most
courtly and fashionable : performance is a kind of
will, or testament, which argues a great sickness in

his judgment that makes it.

Tim. Excellent workman ! Thou canst not paint
a man so bad as is thyself.

Poet, I am thinking v\ hat I shall say I have pro-
vided for him : It must be a personating of himself:
a satire aga'.nst the softness oi prosperity ; with a
discovery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth
and opulency.

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine

own work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other

men ? Do so, I have gold for thee.

Poet. Nay, let's seek him :

Then do we sin against our own estate.

When we may profit meet, and come too late.

Pain. True

;

When the day serves, before black-corner'd night,

Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light.

Come.
Tim I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold.

That he is worshipp'd in a baser temple

Than where swine feed !

'Tis thou that rigg'st the bark, and plough'st the

foam

;
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Settlest admired reverence in a slave :

To Ihee be worship ! and thy saints for aye

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey !

Tit I do meet them. {Advancing.}
Poet. Hail, worthy Timon !

Pain. Our late noble niaster<

Tim. Have I once liv'd to see two honest men ?

Poet. Sir,

Having often of your open bonnty tasted,

Hearing you were retir"d, your friends fall'n off,

Whose thankless natures—O abhorred spirits I

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough

—

What ! to you !

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence

To their whole being.' I'm rapt, and cannot cover
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude
With any size of words.

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see't the better

:

You, that are honest, by being what you are.

Make them best seen, and known.
Pain. He, and myself.

Have travell'd in the great shower of your gifts.

And sweetly felt it.

Tim. Ay, you are honest men.
Pain.We are hither come to ofi'er you our service.

T/w. Most honest men ! VV^hy, how shall I requite
you ?

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no.

Both. W hat we can do, we'll do, to do you service.
Tim. Yoa are honest men ; You have heard that

I have gold;
I am sure, you have : speak truth: you are honest
• men.
Pain. So it is said, my noble lord : but therefore

Came not my friend, nor I.

Tim. Good honest men :—Thou draw'st a coun-
terfeit

Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best

;

Thou counterfeit'st most lively.

Pain. So, so, my lord.

Tim, Even so, sir, as I say :—And, for thy fiction,

{To the Poet.)
Why, thy verses"swell with stuff so fine and smooth.
That thou art even natural in thine art.

—

But, for all this, my honest-uatur'd friends,

I must needs say, you have a little fault

:

Marry, 'tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I,

You take much pains to mend.
Both. Beseech your honour,

To make it known to us.

Tim. You'll take it ill.

Both. Most thankfully, my loi-d.

Ti?n. Will you, indeed ?
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Tim. There's ne'er a one ofyou but trusts a knave,
That mightily deceives you.
Both. Do we, my lord?
Ti?n. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis-

semble.
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him.
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd.
That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know none sucii, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; 111 give you

Rid me those villains from your companies :

Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a dr.raght.
Confound them by some course, and come to me,
I'll give you gold enough.
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them.
Tim. You that way, and you this, but two in com-

pany:-
iLach man apart, all single and alone.
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.
If where thou art, two villains shall not be,

• {To the Painter.)
Come not near him.—If thoiLwould'st not reside

{To the Poet.)
But where one villain is, then him abaildon.—

Hence ! pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye
slaves :

1 ou hav e done work for me, there's payment :

Hence

!

1 ou are an alchymist, make gold of that :

—

Out, rascal dogs I

[Exit, beating and driving them out.

Scene II.

—

The same,

tinier Flavius and two Senators.
Flav. It is in vain that you. would speak with

I'inion

;

For he is set so only to himself,
That nothing but himself, which looks like man.
Is friendly with him.

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave :

It is our part, and promise to the Athenians,
To- speak with Timon.
2 Sen. At all times alike

Men are not stiH the satfie : 'Twas time and griefs,

That fram'd him thus : time, with his fairer hand,
Ort'ering the fortunes of his former days.
The former man may make him : Bring us to him.
And chance it as it may.

Flav. Here is his cave.

—

Peace and content be here I Lord Timon ! Timon !

Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians,
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee :

Speak to them, noble Timon.

Enter Timon.

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, burn I—Speak,
and be hang'd

:

For each true word, a blister I and each false
Be as a caut'rizing to the root o'the tongue.
Consuming it with speaking!

1 Sen. Worthy Timon—
Tim. Ofnone but such as you, and you of Timon.
2 iSew. Thesenatorsof Athens greet thee, Timon.
Tim. I thank them ; and would send them back the

plague,
Could I but catch it for them.

1 Sen. O, forgetW hat we are sorry for ourselv es in thee.
The senators, with one consent of love,
Entreat thee back to Athens: who have thought
On special dignities, which vacant he
For thy best use_and wearing.
2 Sen. They confess.

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross :

Which now the public body,—which doth seldom
Play the recanter,—feeling in itself
A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon;
And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render.
Together with a recompense more fruitful

Than their ofi'ence can weigh down by the dram

;

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth.
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs.
And write in thee the figures of their love,
Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it

;

Surprise me to the vei-y brink of tears :

Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes.
And I'll beweep these comforts, worthy senators.

1 Sen. Therefore.soplease thee to return with us.
And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks,
Allow'd with absolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority :—so soon we shall drive back
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild

;

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up
His country's peace.

2 Sen. And shakes his threat'ning sword
Against the walls of Athens.

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon,

—

Tim. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir

;

Thus,

—

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen.
Let Alcibiades know this of Tiraon,
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That—Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens,

AnrI take onr goodly aged men by the beards.

Giving our holy virgins to the stain

or contumelious, beastly, mad-braiu'd war
;

Then let him know,—and tell him, Timon speaks it,

In pity of our aged, and our youth,

1 cannot choose but tell him, that—I care not.

And let him tak't at worst ; for their knives care not.

While you have throats to answer; for myself,
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp,
But I do prize it at my love, before
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave y?u
To the protection of the prosperous gods,

As thieves to keepers.

Plav. Stay not, all's in vain.

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph.

It vrill be seen to-morrow ; My long sickness

Of health, and living, now begins to mend,
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still

;

Be Alcibiades your plague," you his,

And last so long enough

!

1 Sen. We speak in vain.

Titn. But yet I love my country ; and am not
One that rejoices in the common wreck,
As common bruit doth put it.

1 Sen. That's well spoke.

Ti>n. Commend me to my loving countrymen,

—

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they pass

through them.
2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

Thn. Commend me to them

;

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs,

Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses.

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes

That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain

lu life's uncertain voyage, I wdll some kindness do
them :

I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath.

2 Sen. 1 like this well, he will return again.

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close,

That mine own use invites me to cut down.
And shortly must I fell it ; Tell my friends,

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that whoso please

To stop affliction, let him take his haste.

Come nither, ere my tree hath felt the axe.

And hang himself:—I pray you, do my greeting.

Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you still shall

tind him.

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens,
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ;

Which once a day with his embossed froth

The turbulent surge shall cover; thither come,
And let my grave-stone be your oracle.

—

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end :

VVnat is amiss, plague and infection mend !

Graves only be men's works ; and death, their gain

!

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign.

[Exit Timon.
1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably

Coupled to nature.

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return,

And strain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The Walls of Athens.

Enter two Senators and a Messenger.

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd ; are his files

As full as thy report?

Mess. I have spoke the least

:

Besides, his expedition promises
J'resent approach.
2 Sen. W e stand much hazard, if they bring not

Timon.
Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ;

—

Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd,
Vet our old love made a particular force,

And made us speak like friends :— this man was
riding

From Alcibiades to Timon's cave.
With letters of entreaty, which imported
His fellowsliip i'the cause against your city,

In part for his sake mov'd.

Enter Senatorsfrom Timon.

1 Sen. Here come our brothers,
3 Sen. No talk ofTimon, nothing ofhim expect.

—

The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful scouring
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare

;

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the snare. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The Woods. Timon's Cave, and a
Tombstone seen.

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon.

Sold. By all description this should be the place.

Who's here? speak, ho!—No answer?—What is

this ?

Timon is dead, who hath outstretch'd his span :

Some beast rear'd this ; there does not live a man.
Dead, sure • and this his grave.

—

What's on this tomb I cannot read ; the character
I'll take with wax :

Our captain hath in every figure skill

;

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days:
Before proud Athens he's set down by this.

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit.

Scene V.

—

Before the Walls of Athens.

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades and Forces.

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town
Our terrible approach. (.4 parley sounded.)

Enter Senators on the walls.

Till now you have gone on, and fiU'd the time
With all licentious measure, making your wills

The scope ofjustice ; till now, myself, and such
As slept within the shadow of your power,
Have wander'd with onr travers'd arm8,and breath'd
Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush,

When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong,

Cries, of itself, iVb more: now breathless wrong
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ;

And pursy indolence shall break his wind
With fear, and horrid flight.

1 Sen. Noble, and young,
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit.

Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear,

We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm,

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves

Above their quantity.

2 Sen. So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city's love,

By humble message, and by promis'd means :

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve
The common stroke of war.

1 Sell. These walls of ours

Were not erected by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they such,

'J'iiat these great towers, trophies, and schools

shiiuld fall

For private faults in them.

2 Sen. " Nor are they living.

Who were the motives that you first went out;

Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess

Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord.

Into our city with thy banners spread :

By decimation, and a tithed death,

(If thy revenges hunger for that food,

VVhich nature loaths,) take thou the destin'd tenth;

And by the hazard of the spotted die.

Let die the spotted.

1 Sen. All have not offended

;

For those that were, it is not square to take,

On those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands,

Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman.

Bring in thyj-anks, but leave without thy rage ;
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Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those km,
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall

With those that have offended : like a shepherd.

Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth,

But kill not all together.

2 Sen. What thou wit,

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile,

Than hew to't with thy sword.

1 Sfn. Set but thy foot

Against our rampir'd gates, and they shall ope
;

So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before,

To say, thou'lt enter friendly.

2 Sen. ITirow thy glove,

Or any token of thine honour else,

That tnou wilt use the wars as thy redress,

And not as our confusion, all thy powers

Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have seal'd thy full desire.

Alcib. Then there s ray glove
;

Descend, and open your uncharged ports :

Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own,

WJiom you yourselves shall set out for reproof,'

Fall, and no more : and,—to atone your fears

Witn ray more noble meaning,—not a man
Shall pass his (juarter, or offend the stream

Of regular jusbce in your city's bounds.

But snail be remedied, to your public laws.

At heaviest answer.
Both. 'Tis most nobly spoken.

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words.
Tke Senators descend, and open the gates.

Enter a Soldier.

jSol. My noble general. Timon is dead
;

Entorab'd upon the very nem o'the sea

:

And, on his gravestone, this insculpture ; which
With wax I brought away, wliose soft impression
Interprets for my po</r ignorance.

Alcib. (Reads.) Here lies a ivretc/ied corse, of
wretched soul bereft

:

Seek not 7ny name : A plague consume you wicked
caitiffs left

!

Here lie I Timon ; who alive, all living men did
hate

:

Pass by, and curse thy fill; hut pass, and stay
not here thy gait.

These well express in thee thy latter spirits :

Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs,

Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our droplf ts

which
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit

Taught ihee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon; of whose memory
Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city.

And I will use the olive with my snvord

:

Make war breed peace ; make peace stint war

;

make each
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech.

—

Let our drums strike. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I.—Rome. A Street.

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, ivith
staves, clubs, and other iceapons.

1 Cit. Before we proceed any farther, hear me
speak.

Cit, Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once.)

1 Cit. 1 oil are all resolved rather to die, thau to

J
famish ;*

Cit. Resolved, resolved.

1 Cit. First yon know, Cains Marcius is chief
enemy to tiie people.

Cit. We know't, we know't.
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our

own price. Is't a verdict?
Cit. No more talking on't ; let it be done : away,

away.
2 Cit. One word, good citizens.

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the pa-
tricians, good : What authority surfeits on, would
relieve us ; If they would yieici us but the super-
fluity, while it were wholesome, we mi^ht gueaS,
they relieved us humanely; but tliey think, we are
too dear: the leanness that afflicts us, the object of
our misery, is as au inventory to paivicularize their

abnndauce ; our sufferance is a gain to tliem.—Let
us revenge tliis with our pikes, ere we become nikes :

for the g(j(ls know, I speak this in hunger for bread,
not in thirst lor re\enge.

2 Cit. Would you proceed especially against
Caius Marcius?

Cit. Against him first; he's a very dog to the
commonalty.

2 Cit. Consider you what services he has done
for his country ?

1 Cit. Very well ; and coidd be content to give

him good report fort, but that he pays himself with
being proud.
2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously.

1 Cit. I say unto you, what he hath done fa-

mously, he did it to tiiat end : though solt con-

scienc'd men can be couttnt to say, it was for his

country, he did it to please liis mother, and to be
partly proud; which he is, even to the altitude of
his virtue.

2 Cit. What he cannot help in hia nature, you ac-

count a vice in him: You must in no way say, he
is covetou.s.

1 Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of ac-

cusations ; he hath faults, vvitli sur|/liis, to tire in

repetition. [Shouts icithin.) What siiouts are tiie.se.-'

The other side o the tUy is risen : Why stay we
prating here? to the Cdpitol.

Cit. Come, come.
1 Cit. Suit; who come here?

Enter Menenius AgRippa.

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath

always loved the people.

1 Cit. He's one honest enough ; 'Would, all the

rest were so ! '

Men. VV' hat work's, my countrymen, in hand '?

Where go you lyou.

With bats and clubs ? The matter? Speak, I pray

1 Cit. Our business is not unknown to the senate ;

fbey have had inkling, this fortnight, what we in-

tend to do, which now we'll shew 'em in deeds.

They say, poor suitors have strong breaths ; they
shall know, we have strong anus too.

Men. Why, masters, ray good friends, mine ho-

nest neighbours,

Will you undo yourselves?
1 Ctt. We cannot, sir, we are undone already.

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care
Have the patricians of you. For your wants,
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well

Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lilt them
Against tlie Roman state ; whose course will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever
Appear in your impediment : For the dearth.

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack,
You are transported by calamity

Thither where more attends you
j
and you slander

The helms o'the state, who care lor you like fathers.

When you curse them as enemies.

1 Cit. Care for us !—True, indeed !—They ne'er

cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish, and their

store-houses crammed with grain ; make edicts for

usury, to support usurers; repeal daily any whole-
some act established against the rich, a.id provide
more piercing statutes daily, to chain up and restrain

the poor. lithe wars eat us not up, they will ; and
there's all the love they bear us.

Men. Either you must
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious,

Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you
A pretty tale ; it may be, you have heard it;

But, since it server my purposes, 1 will venture
To scale't a little more.

] Cit. Well, I'll hear it, sir : yet you must not
think to fob off our disgrace with a tale : but, an't

please you, deliver. [members
Men. Tnere was a time, when all the body'a

Rebeird aj;ainst the belly ; thus accus'd it :

—

'i'liat only like a guli'it dul remain
I'the mid.st othe body, ii.le and inactive.

Still cupboardiiig the viand, never bearing

Like labour with th rest; where the other instruments

Uid see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel.

And, mutually participate, did minister
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Unto the appetite and affection common*
Of the whole body. The belly answer'd,

—

1 at. Well, sir, what answer made the belly ?

Men. I shall tell you.—Witli a kind of smile.

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus,

(For, look yon, I may make the belly smile,

As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied

To the discontented members, the mutinous parts

That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly

As you malign our senators, for that

They arc not such as yon.

1 Cit. 'iour belly's answer: What)
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye,

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier,

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter,

With other muniments and petty helps

In this our fabric, if that they

—

Men. What then?—
"Fore me, this fellow speaks !—what then ? what

then?
1 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be restrain'd.

Who is the sink o'the body,

—

Men. Well, what then?

1 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain.

What could the belly answer ?

Men. I will tell you
;

If you'll bestow a small (of what you have little)
I

Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's answer.
1 Cit. You are long about it.

Men. Note me this, good friend
;

Your most grave belly was deliberate.

Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'd :

True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he.

That I receive the generalfood at first,

Which you do live upon : andfit it is ;

Because I am the store-house, and ths shop

Of the ivhole body ; But if you do remember,
I send it through the rivers of your blood.

Even to the court, the heart,—to the seat o'the

brain

;

And, through the cranlcs and offices of man.
The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins.

From me receive that natural competency
Whereby they live : And though that all at once.

You, my good friends (this says the belly,) mark
1 Cit. Ay, sir; well, well. [me,

—

Men. Though all at once cannot
See tvhat I do deliver out to each ;

Yet I can make nry audit up, that all

From me do back receive the floiver of all.

And leave me but the bran. What say you to't ?

1 Cit. It was an answer: How apply you this?

Men. The senatois of Rome are this good belly.

And you the mutinous members: For examine
Their counsels, and their cares ; digest things rightly.

Touching the weal o'the common
;
yon shall find.

No public benefit which you receive.

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you.

And no way from yourselves.—What do you think ?

You, the great toe of this assembly ?

—

1 Cit. I the great toe ? VV^hy the great toe ?

Men. For that being one o'the lowest, basest,

poorest.

Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost

:

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood, to run
Lead'st first to win some vantage.

—

But make you ready your stitF bats and clubs
;

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle.

The one side must have bale.— Hail, noble Marcius

!

Enter Caius Marcius.

Mar. Thanks.—What's the matter, you dissen-

tious rogues.

That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion^

Make jourselves scabs ?

1 Ctt. We have ever your good word.
Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will

flatter [curs,

Beneath abhorring.—What would you have, j'ou

That like nor peace, nor war? the one aft'rights you,

The other makes you proud. He that trusts )'ou,

Where he should find you lions, finds you hares
\

Where foxes, geese : Y ou are no surer, no.

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice.

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is.

To make him worthy, whose ofifence subdues him,
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves great-

ness.

Deserves your hate : and your affections are
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that
W^hich would increase his evil. He, that depends
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead.

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye I Trust
With every minute you do change a mind ; [ye ?

And call him noble, that was now your hate,
Hiin vile, that was your garland. What's the matter
That in these several places of tlie city

You cry against the noble senate, who,
Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else

Wotdd feed on one another?—What's their seeking?
Men. For corn at their own rates ; whereof, they

The city is well stor'd. [say.

Mar. Hang 'em ! they say?
They'll sit by the fire, and presume to know
What's done i'the Capitol : who's like to rise.

Who thrives, and who declines : side factions, and
give out

Conjectural raariiages : making parties strong,

And feebling such as stand not in their liking,

Below their cobbled shoes. They say, there's grain
enough ?

Would the nobility lay aside their ruth,

And let me use my sword, I'd make a quarry
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high
As I could pick my lance.

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly persuaded
;

For though abundantly they lack discretion,

Y et are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech
What says the other troop? [yoo,
Mar. They are dissolved : Hang 'em !

They said, they were an-hungry ; sigh'd forth pro-
verbs ;

—

That, hunger broke stone walls : that, dogs must eat;
That, meat was made for mouths ; that, the gods

sent not

Corn for the rich men only :—With these shreds
They vented their complainings ; which being an-

swer'd.
And a petition granted them, a strange one,
(To break the heart of generosity, [caps
And make bold power look pale,) they threw their
As they would hang them on the horns o'the moon.
Shouting their emulation.

Men. W'hat is granted them? [doms,
Mar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wis-

Of their own choice : One's Junius Brutus,
Sicinins Velutns, and I know not

—
'Sdeath

!

The rabble should have first unroofd the city.

Ere so prevail'd with me : it will in time

Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes
For insurrection's arguing.

Men. This is strange.

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Where's Caius Marcius?
Mnr. Here : What's the matter?
Mess. The news is, sir, the Voices are in arras.

Mar. I am glad on't ; then we shall have means
to vent

Our musty superfluity :—See, our best elders.

Enter CoMiNius, Titus Lartius, and other Sena-
tars; Junius Brutus, (?Hf/SiciMus Velutus.

1 Sen. Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately

Tlie Voices are in arms. (told us

;

Mar. They have a leader,

TuUtis Aufidius, that will put you to't.

I sin in envying his nobility :

And were I any thing but what I am.
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I would wish me only he.

Com. Vou have fought together.

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears,

Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make [and he

Only my wars with him : he is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.

1 Se7i. Then, worthy Marcius,

Attend upon Cominins to these wars.

Com. It is your former promise.

Mar. Sir, it is

;

And I am constant.—Titns Lartins, thou

Shalt see rae once more strike at Tullus' face

:

What, art thou stiff? stand'st out ?

Tit. No, Caius Marcius

;

1 11 lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other,

lire stay behind this business.

Men. O, true bred !

1 Sen. Your company to the capitol; where, I

Our greatest friends attend us. [know,

Tit. Lead you on :

Follow, Cominins; we must follow you;
Right worthy your priority.

Com. Noble Lartius

!

1 Sen. Hence ! To your homes, be gone.

{To the Citizens.)

Mar. Nay, let them follow :

The Voices have much corn ; take these rats thither.

To gnaw their gamers :—Worshipful mutineers.

Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow.

[Exennt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit. and
Menen. Citizens steal away.

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ?

Bru. He has no equal. , [pie,

—

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the peo-

Bru. Mivrk'd you his lip, and eyes?
Sic. Nay, but his taunts.

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird the

Sic. Be-mock the modest moon.
_

[gods.

Bru. The present wars devour him: he is grown
Too proud to be so valiant.

Sic. Such a nature,

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder.

His insolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.
Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,

—

In whom already he is well grac'd,—cannot

Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by_

A place below the first : for what miscarries

Shall be the general's fault, though he perform

To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure

Will then cry out of Marcius, 0, if he

Had borne the business

!

Sic. Besides, if things go well.

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall

Of his demerits rob Cominius.

Bru. Come :

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius,

Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his faults

. To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed,

In aught he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence, and hear

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion,

More than in singularity, he goes

Upon his present action.

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Corioli- The Senate-House.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, and certain Senators.

I Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius,

That they of Rome are enter'd in our counsels.

And know how we proceed.

Auf. Is it not yours ?

Whatever hath been thought on in this state.

That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome
Had circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone,

.*Sioce I heard thence ; these are the words : \ think,

I have the letter here
;
yes, here it is : [Reads.)

They have press'd a power, hut it is not known
Whether for east or west : The dearth is great

;

The people mutinous : and it is rumour'd,
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy,

{Who is of Rome worse hated than ofyou,)'^

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Romany
These three lead on this preparation
Whither 'tis bent : most likely, 'tisfor you :

Consider of it.

1 Sen, Our army's in the field :

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
To answer us.

Auf. Nor did you think it folly.

To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when
They needs must shew themselves ; which in the

hatching,

It seem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery

We shall be shorten'd in our aim ; which was.
To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome
Should know we were afoot.

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius,

Take your commission : hie you to your bands

:

Let us alone to guard Corioli

:

If they set down before us, for the remove
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you'll find

They have not prepar'd for us.

Auf. O, doubt not that

;

I speak from certainties. Nay, more.
Some parcels of their powers are forth already,

And only hitherward. I leave your honours.

If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet,
_

'Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike.

Till one can do no more.

All. The gods assist you !

Auf. And keep your honours safe !

1 Sen. Farewell.

2 Sen. Farewell.

All. Farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene IH.—Rome. An Apartment in Marcius
House.

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia : They sit down on
two low stools, and seiv.

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing: or express your
self in a more comfortable sort: If ray son were my
husband, I should freelier rejoice in that absence
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements
of his bed, where he would shew most love. When
yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only son oi

my womb ; when youth with comeliness plucked
all gaze his way ; when, for a day of king's entreaties,

a mother should not sell him an hour from her

beholding ; I,—considering how honour would be-

come such a person ; that it was no better than

picture like to hang by the wall, if renown made it

not stir,—was pleased to let him seek danger wiiere

he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent

him ; from whence he returned, his brows bound
with oak. I tell thee, daughter,—I sprang not more
in joy at first hearing he was a man-child, than n^ff

in first seeing he had proved himself a man.
Vir. But had he died in the busini'ss, madam,

how then ?

Vol. Then his good report should have been my
son ; I therein would have found issue. Hear me
profe.'js sincerely :—Had I a dozen sons, each in

uiy love alike, and none less dertr than thine and ray

good Marcius,— I had rather had eleven die nobly

for tlieir country, than one voluptuously surfeit out

of action.

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to visit

you. [self.

Vir. 'Beseech yon, give me leave to retire my-
Vol. Indeed, you shall not.

Methinks I hear hither your husband's drum
;

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair;

As children from a bear, the Voices shunning hira :

Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call tlins,

—

Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear,

Though you were born in Rome : Hia bloody brow
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With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes
;

Like to a hardest man, that's task'd to mow
Or all, or lose his hire.

Vir. His bloody brow ! O, Jopiter, no blood !

Vol. Away, yon fool ! it more becomes a man.
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba,
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier

Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood

At Grecian swords' contending.—Tell Valeria,

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent.

Vir. Heavens oless my lord from fell Aufidius !

Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee^

And tread upon his neck.

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and her
Usher.

Val. My ladies both, good day to yon.

Vol. Sweet madam,

—

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship.

Val. How do }'ou both ? you are manifest house-

keepers. What, are you sewing here :" A fiue spot,

in good faith.—How does your little son ?

Vir. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam.
Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear a

drum, than look upon his schoolmaster.

Vol. O' my word, the father's son : I'll swear,

'tis a very pretty boy. O'ray troth, I looked upon
him o'W ednesday half an hour together : he has

such a confirmed countenance. I saw him run after

a gilded butterfly ; and when he caught it, he let it

go again ; and after it again ; and over and over he
comes, and up again ; catched it again : or whether
his fall enraged him, or how 'twas, he did so set his

teeth, and tear it; O, I warrant, how he mam-
mocked it!

Vol. One of his father's moods.
Val. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, madam.
Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I most have

yoti play the idle huswife with me this afternoon.

Vir. No, good madam ; 1 will not out of doors.

Val. Not out of doors ?

Vol. She shall, she shall.

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not

over the threshold, till my lord return from the

wars.
Val. Fy, yon confine yourself most unreason-

ably ; Come, you must go visit the good lady that

lies in.

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit

her with my prayers; but I cannot go thitlier.

Vol. Why, I pray you ? •

Vir. 'Tis not to sa\<.- labour, nor that I want love.

Val. You would be anotlier Penelope : yet, they

say, all the yam she spun, in Ulysses' absence, did

but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would your
cambric were sensible as your finger, that you might
leave pricking it for pity. Come, you shall go with
us.

Vir. No, good^madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will

not forth.

Yal. In truth, la, go with me ; and I'll tell you
excellent news of your husband.

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet
Val. Verily, I do not jest with yon ; there came

news from him last night.

Vir. Indeed, madam?
Val. In earaest, it'atrue ; I heard a senator speak

it. Thus it is :-^The Voices have an army forth ;

against whom Cominius the general is gone, witii

one part ofour Roman power: your lord, and Titus

Lartius, are set down before their city Corioii ; tliey

tiothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars.
This is true, on mine honour ; and so, I pray, go
with us.

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey
yon in every thing hereafter.

Vol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will
bat disease our better mirth.

Val. In troth, I think, she would :—Fare yon

well then.—Come, good sweet lady.—Pr'ythee, Vir-
gilia, turn thy sulemnuess out o'door, and go aloii^

with us.

Vir. No : at a word, madam ; indeed, I most not.

I wish you much mirth.

Val. W'ell, then farewell. [Exetmt.

ScENB lY.—Before Corioii.

Enter, tvith drum and colours. Marcics, Tms
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a
Messenger.

Mar. Yonder comes news :—A wager, they bave
hart. My horse to yours, no. [met.

Mar. 'Tis done.
Lart. Agreed.
Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ?

Mess. They lie in view; but have not sdoke as
hart. So, the good horse is mine. [yet.

Mar. Ill buy him of you.

hart. No, I'll nor sell, nor give him: lend you
him, I will.

For half a hundred years.—Summon the town.
Mar. How far off lie these armies ?

Mess. Within this mile and half.

> Mar. Then shall we hear their 'lamm, and they
ours.

Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work ;

That we with smoking swords may march from
hence.

To help oar fielded friends !—Come, blow thy blast.

They sound a parley. Enter, on the walls, sotne

Senators, and others.

Tullns Aufidius, is he within your walls ?

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he^

That's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums
[Alarums afar off.)

Are bringing forth our youth : W e'll break our walls.

Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates,

Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn'd with
rushes ;

They'll open of themselves. Hark yon, far off;

(Other Alarums.
There is Anfidius ; list, what work he makes
Amongst your cloven army.
Mar. O, they are at it I [bo

!

hart. Their noise be our instruction.—Ladders,

The Voices enter, andpass over the stage.

Mar. They fear us not. but issue forth their city.

Now put your shields before your hearts, and figut

With hearts mire proof than shields.—Advance,
brave Titus :

They do disdain us much beyond onr thonghts,

Which makes me sweat with wrath.—Come on,

my fellows;

He that retires, I'll take him for a Voice,

And he shall feel mine edge.

Alarum, and exeunt Romans and Volces.fighting.

The Romans are beaten back to their trenches.

Reenter JLarcius.

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you.

You shamesofRome! you herd of—Boils and plagues

Plaster you o'er ; tliat you may be abhorr'd

Further than seen, and one infect another

Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese

That bear the shapes of men, how have you run

From slaves that apes would beat '. Pluto and hell

'

All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear ; Mend, and charge home,

Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe.

And make my wars on you : look to't : Copie on

;

If you'll stand fast, well beat them to their wives.

As they us to our trenches followed.

Another alarum. The Voices and Romans re-

enter, and the fight is renewed. The Voices

retire into Corioii, and Marcius follows them
to the gates. ,

So, now the gates are ope : Now prove good seconds
No
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Tis for the followers fortune wiu.'iis i.icm,

Not for the flyers : mark me, and do the like.

[He enters the gates, and is shut m.)

1 Sol. Fool-liardiness ; not J.

^Sol. Nor I.

3.So/. See, they

Have shut him in. [Alarum continues.)

All, To the pot, I warrant him.

Enter Titus Lartius.

Lart. What is become of Marcius ?

_4//. Slain, sir, doubtless.

'

1 iSol. Following the fliers at the very heels,

With them he enters : who, upon the gudden,
.

Clapp'd to their gates ; he is himself alone,

To answer all the city.

Jjart. O noble fellow

!

Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword,

Aud, when it bows, stands up ! Thou art left, Mar-

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, ["us :

Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier

Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible

Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and

The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds.

Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world

Were feverous, and did tremble.

lie-enter Marcius, bleeding, assaidted by the

enemy.

1 Sol. Look, sir.

l,art\ '^i^ Marcius:

Lets fetch him off, or make remain alike.

{They fight, and all enter the city.)

Scene W.—Within the Town. A Street.

Enter certain Romans, with spoils.

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome.

2 Rovi. Aud I this.
, , . r •.

3 Rmn. A murrain on't ! I took this for silver.

[Alarum still continues qfar ojf.)

\Enter Marcius awrf Titus Lartius, tviih a
trumpet.

Mar. See here these movers, that do prize their

hours

At a crack'd drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons.

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would

Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves.

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up -.—Down with

them.—
, , ,

[him :—

And hark, what noise the general makes!— I

o

There is the man of ray soul's hate, Aufidius,

Piercing our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take

Convenient numbers to make good the city;

Whilst T, with those that have the spirit, will haste

To help Cominius.
, , ,w

Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed st

;

Thy exercise hath been too violent for

A second course of fight.

Mar. Sir, praise me not

:

My work hath not yet warm'd me : Fare yon well.

The blood I drop is rather physical

Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus

I will appear, and fight.

Lart. Now the fair goddess, rortune.

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms

Misguide thy opposer's swoids! Bold gentleman.

Prosperity be thy page ! , ^ . ,

Mar. Thy fnend no less

Than those she placeth highest! So, farewell.

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius \— [Exit Marcius.

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place
;

Call thither all the officers of the town,

U'here they shall know our mind : Away. [Exeunt.

Scene W.—'Near the Camp of Cominius.

Enter Cominius and Forces, retreating.

Com. Breathe you. my friends ; well fought : we
are come off

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands.

Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, sirs.

We shall be charg'd again. Whiles vpe have struck.

By interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard

The charges of our friends :—The Roman gods

Lead their successes as we wish our own
;

That both our powers, witli smiling fronts encoun-

tering.

Enter a Messenger.

May give you thankful sacrifice !—Thy news ?

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued,

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle :

I saw our party to their trenches driven.

And then 1 came away.
Com. Though thou speak'st truth,

Methinks, thou speak'st not well. How long is't

Mess. Above an hour, my lord [since ?

Com. 'Tis not a mile ; briefly we heard their drums:

How could'st thou in a mile confound an hour,

And bring thy news so late?

Mess. Spies of the Voices

Held me in chase, that 1 was forc'd to wheel
Three or four miles about; else had I, sir.

Half an hour since brought ray report.

Enter Marcius.
^ Com. Who's yonder.

That does appear as he were flay'd ? O gods

!

He has the .stamp of Marcius; and I have

Before-time seen him thus.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a

tabor.

More than I know the sound of Marcias's tongue

From every meaner man's.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of otliers.

But mantled in your owa
Mar. O ! let me clip you

In arms as sound, as when I woo'd ; in lieart

As merry, as when our nuptial day was done.

And tapers burn'd to bedward.
Com. Flower of warriors.

How is't with Titus Lartius ?

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees :

Condemning some to death, and sonae to exile
;

Ransoming him, or pitying, threai'ning the other;

Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning greyhound m the leash.

To let him slip at will.

Com. Where is that slave,

Which told me*they had beat you to your trei.ches ?

Where is he '^ Call him hither.

Mar Let him alone.

He did inform the truth : But , for our gentlemen.

The common file, (A plague ! Tribunes for them !

)

The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat, as they did bud'je

From rascals worse than they.

Com. But how prevail'd you ?

Mar. Will the time serve to tell ? I .L not think

—

W here is the enemy ? Are you lords o'the field ?

If not, wiiy cease you till you are so ''

Co7n. Marcius,

We have at disadvantage fought, and did

Retire, to win our purpose. [side

Mar. How lies their battle ? Know you on which
They have plac'd their men of trust?

Com. As I guess, Marcius,

Their bands in the vaward are the Antiates,

Of their best trust : o'er them Aufidius,

Their very heart of hope.

Mar. I do beseech you,

By all the battles wherein we have fought.

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows
We have made to endure friends, that you directly

Set me against Aufidius, and his Antiates :

And that you not delay th* present ; but.

Filling the air with swords advane'd, and darts,

We prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could wish
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Yon were conducted to a gentle bath,
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never
Deny your aslting ; take your choice of those

That best can aid your action.

Mar. Those are they
That most are willing:—If any suoh be here,

(As it were sin to doubt,) that love this painting

VVherein you see me smear'd; if any fear

Lesser his person than an ill report

;

If any think, brave death outweighs bad life,

And that his country's dearer than himself.

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded,
Wave thus, [waving his hand) to express his dis-

And follow Marcius. [position,

{They all shout, and wave their stvords ; take
him tip in their arms,andcast tip their caps.)

O me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ?

In these shews be not outward, which of you
But is four Voices ? None of you but is

Able to bear against the great Anfidius
A shield as hard as his. A certain number.
Though thanks to all, must I select : the rest

Shall bear the business in some other fight.

As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march

;

And four shall quickly draw out my command.
Which men are best inclin'd.

Co7n. March on, my fellows :

Make good this ostentation, and you shall

Divide in all with us. [Exeunt.

Scene YU.—The Gates of Corioli.

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Corioli,

going with a drum and trumpet towardCotiVSWS
and Caius Marcius, enters with a Lieutenant,
a party of Soldiers, and a Scout.

Lart. So, let the ports be guarded : keep your
duties.

As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve
For a short holding : If we lose* the field.

We cannot keep the town.
hieu. Fear not our care, sir.

hart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us.

—

Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us.

[Exeunt.

SceneVIII.—A FieldofBattle betweett the Rotnan
and the Volscian Camps.

Alarum. Enter Marcius and Aufidius.

Mar. I'll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate

Worse than a promise-breaker. [thee

Auf. We hate alike

;

Not Afric owns a serpent, I abhor
More than thy fame and envy : fix thy foot.

Mar. Let tlie first biidger die the other's slave,

And the gods doom him after

!

Auf. i If I fly, Marcius,
Halloo me like a hare.

Mar. Within these three hours, Tullus,

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls.

And made what work I pleas'd : 'Tis not my blood.

Wherein thou see'st me mask'd ; for thy revenge,
Wrench up thy power to the highest.

Auf. Wert thou the Hector,
That was the whip of yonr bragg'd progeny.
Thou shonld'st not 'scape me here.

—

'

[They fi^ht, and certain Voices come to

the aid of Aicfidius.)

Officious, and not valiant—you have sham'd me
In your condemned seconds.

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius.

Scene IX.

—

The Roman Camp.

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter
at one side, Cominius and Romans ; at the other

side, Marcius, with his arm in a scarf, and
other Romans.
Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's work,

Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it.

Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles

;

Where great patricians shall attend and shrug,

I'the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted.

And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull

Tribunes,
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours.
Shall say against their hearts,—We thank the yodn.
Our Rome hath such a soldier !—
Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast.

Having fully dined before.

Enter Titus Lartius, with his power, frotn the

pursuit.

Lart. O general,
Here is the steed, we the caparison :

Hadst thou beheld

—

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother.
Who has a charter to extol her blood.
When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done.
As you have done ; that's what I can ; indued
As you have been ; that's for my country :

He, that has but eft'ected his good will,

Hath overta'en mine act.

Com. You shall not be
The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know
The value other own : 'twere a concealment
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement,
To hide your doings ; and to silence that,

Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch'd.
Would seem but modest : Therefore, I beseech you,
(In sign of what you are, not to reward
What you have done,) before our army hear me.
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they

To hear themselves remember'd. [smart
Cotn. Should they not.

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude.

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses,

(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store,) of all

The treasure, in this field achiev'd, and city.

We render you the tenth ; to he ta'en forth
Before the common distribution, at
Your only choice.

Mar. I thank you, general

;

But cannot make my heart consent to take
'

A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it

;

And stand upon my common part with those

That have beheld the doing.

[A long flourish. They all cry, Marcius I

Marcius! cast up their caps andlancen:
Comi7iius and Lartius stand bare.)

Mar. May these same instruments, which you
profane.

Never sound more ! When drums and trumpets shall

r the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities bt-

Made all of false-fac'd soothing! When steel grows
Soft as the parasite's silk, let him be made
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say

;

For that I have not wash'd my nose that bled.

Or foii'd some debile wretch,—which, without Do(e,

Here's many else have done,—you shout me fortli

In acclamations hyperbolical

;

As if I loved my little should be dieted

In praises sauc'd with lies.

Com. Too modest are you
;

More cruel to your good report, than grateful

To us that give you truly : by yonr patience.

If 'gainst yourself yon be incens'd, we'll put you

(Like one that means his proper harm,) in manacles.

Then reason safely with you.—Therefore, be it

known.
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius

Wears this war's garland : in token of the which

My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him,

W ith all his trim belonging
j
and, Ironi this time.

For what he did before Corioli, call him.

With all the applause and clamour of the host,

Caius Marcius Coriolanus.—
Bear the addition nobly ever !

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, end drums,

^

All. Caius Marcius Coriolauns !

Cor. I will go wash
;

N n*



6G4 CORIOLANUS. ACTil.

And wJipii my face is fair, yoii shall perceive

Whether I blush, or no : Howbeit, I Ihauk you :

—

I mean to stride your steed ; and, at all times.

To undercrest your good addition,

To the fairness ofmy power.

Co7n. So, to our tent

:

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write

To Rome of our success.—Yon, Titus Lartius,

Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome
The best, with whom we may articulate.

For their own good, and ours.

hart. I shall, my lord.

Cor. Tlie gods begin to mock me. I, that now
Refns'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg
Of my lord general.

Com. Take it : 'tis yours.—What is't ?

Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioli,

At a poor ma.n"s house ; he us"d me kindly

:

lie cried to me ; I .saw him prisoner;

But then Aufidius was within my view.

And wralh o'erwhelm'd my pity : I request you
1^0 give my poor host freedom.

Com. O, well beggd I

Were he the butcher of my son, he should

Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus.

hart. Marcius, his name?
Cor. By Jupiter, forgot :

—

I am weary; yea, my memory is tir'd

—

Have we no wine here ?

Com. Go we to our tent

;

The blood upon your visage dries; 'tis time

It should be look'd to : come. {Exeunt.

Scene X.

—

The Camp of the Voices.

A flourish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius,
bloody, with tivo or three Soldiers.

A uf. The town is ta'en

!

1 Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good condition.

Avf. Condition ?

—

I would, I were a Roman ; for I cannot.

Being a Voice, be that I am.—Condition!

What good condition can a treaty find

I'tlie part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius,
I have fought with thee ; so ofteji hast thou beat me

;

And wouldst do so, I think, should we encounter
As often as we eat.—By the elements.

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard.

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where
I thought to crush him in an equal force,

(True sword to sword,) I'll potch at him some way
;

Or wrath, or craft, may get him.

1 Sol. He's the devil.

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle: My valour's

poison 'd.

With only suffering stain by him ; for him
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep, nor sanctuary,
Being naked, sick ; nor fane, nor Capitol,

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice,

Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst

My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there

Against the hospitable canon, would I

Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city
;

Learn, how 'tis held ; and what they are, that must
Be hostages for Rome.

1 Sol, Will not you go ?

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove :

I pray you,

('Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither
flow the world goes ; that to the pace of it

I may spur on uiy journey.

1 Sol. I shall, sir. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Spene I.

—

Rome. A public Place

Enter Menemus. Sicinius, and Brdtus.
JiTen. The augurer tells me, we shall have news

to uight.

Bru. Good, or bad ?

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people
,

for they love not Marcius.

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends.

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love ?

Sic. The lamb.

Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians

would the noble Marcius.
Brn. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear.

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb.

You two are old men ; tell me one thing that I shall

ask you.

Both Trib. Well, sir.

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you

two have not in abundance ?

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but stored with all.

Sic. Especially, in pride.

Bru. And topping all others in boasting.

Me7i. This is strange now : Do you two know how
you are censured here in the city, I mean of us o'tlie

right-hand file ? Do you ?

Both Trib. Why, how are we censured ?

Men. Because you talk of pride now,—will you not

be angry ?

Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well.

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter; for a very little

thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of pa-

tience : give your disposition the reins, and be angry

at your pleasures ; at the least, if you take it as ;i

pleasure to you, in being so. You blame Marcius fur

being proud?
Bru. We do it not alone, sir.

Me7i. I know, you can do very little alone; for

your helps are many ; or else your actions would grow
wondrous single; your abilities are too infunt-like,

for doing much alone. You talk of pride; O, tluit

you could turn your eyes towards the nai^es of youi

necks, and make but an interior survey of your good
selves ! O, that you could !

Brti. What then,»sir ?

Men. Why, then you shonld discover a brace of

unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, (alias,

fools,) as any in Rome.
Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of
allaying Tyber in't; said to be something imperfect,

in favouring the first complaint : hasty, and tinder-

like, upon too trivial motion : one that converses
more with the buttock of the night, than with the

forehead of the morning. What 1 think, I utter' and
spend my malice in my breath : Meeting two such
weals-men as you are, (I cannot call you Lycurguses)
if the drink you give me touch my palate adversely,
I make a crooked face at it. I cannot say, your
woruhips have delivered the matter well, when I find

the ass in compound with the major part of yon
syllables : and though I must be content to bear with
those that say you are reverend grave men

;
yet they

lie deadly, that tell, you have good faces. If you
see this in the map of my microcosm, follow it, that
I am known well enough too? What h'.rm can your
bisson conppectuities glean out of this character, if 1

be known well enough too ?

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough.
Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any

thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and
legs

;
you wear out a good wholesome forenoon, in

hearing a cause between an orange-wife and a fosset-
seller; and then rejourn the controversy of three-
pence to a second day of audience.—When you are
hearing a matter between party and party, if you
chance to be pinched with the cholic, \ou make
faces like mummers ; set up the bloody flag against
all patience ; and, in roaring for a cliamber-pot, dis-

miss the controversy bleeding, the more entangled
by your hearing: all the peace you make in their

cause, is, calling both the parties knaves : You are
a pair of strange ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be
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a perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary
bencher in the Capitol.

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, if

they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you
are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is

not worth the wagging of your beards ; and your
beards deserve not so honourable a grave, as to stuft'

a botcher's cushion, or to be entombed in an ass's

pack-saddle. Yet you must be saying, Marcius is

proud : who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all your
predecessors, since Deucalion ; though, peradven-
ture, some of the best of them were hereditary hang-
men. Good e'en to your worships ; more of your
conversation would infect my brain, being tlie herds-
men of the beastly plebeians : I will be bold to take
my leave of you.

(Brutus and Sieinius retire to the back cf the
scene.)

Filter VoLUMNLi, VlRGILIA, VALERIA, §fc.

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon,
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow
your eyes so fast?

Vol. Honourable Menenius, ray boy Marcius an-
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go.

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home ?

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most pros-
perous approbation.
Men. Take my cap, Jupiter^ and I thank thee :

—

Hoo ! Marcius coming home !

Two Ladies. Nay, "tis true. .

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him: the state

hath another, his wife another; and, I think, there's
one at home for you.

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night :

—

A letter for me ?

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you : I saw it.

Men. A letter for me ? It gives me an estate of
seven years' health ; in which time I will make a lip

at the physician : the most sovereign prescription in

Galen is but empiricutic, and, to this preservative,

of no better report than a horse-drench. Is he not

wounded ? he was wont to come home wounded.
Vir. O, no, no, no.

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't.

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much :—Brings

'a victory in his pocket ?—The wounds become him.

Vol. On's brows, Menenius : he comes the third

time home with the oaken garkid.
Men. Has he disciplined Autidius soundly ?

Vol. Titus Lartius writes,—they fought together^

but Aufidins got oil"

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him
that : an he had staid by him, I would not have been
so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold

that's in them. Is the senate possessed of this ?

Vol. Good ladies, let's go :—Yes, yes, yes : the

senate has letters from the general, wherein he gives

my son the whole name of the war : he hath in this

action outdone his former deeds doubly.

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things spoke of

him.

Men. Wondrous? Ay, I warrant you, and not

without his true purchasing.

Vir. The gods grant tliera true !

Vol. True ? pow, wow.
Men. True ? I'll be sworn they are true :—Where

is he wounded ?—God save your good worships I

(7*0 the Tribu7ies, who come forward.) Marcius is

coming home : be has more cause to be proud.

—

Where is he wounded ?•

Vol. rthe shoulder, and i'the left arm : Tiiere

will be large cicatrices to shew the people, when he

shall stand for hi.s place. He received in the repulse

of Tarquin, seven hurts i'the bod}'.

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh,

—

there's nine that I know.
Vol. He had, before this last expedition, twenty-

five wounds upon him.

Men. Now it's twenty-seven: every gash was an

enemy's grave : [a shout and flourish.) Hark I the

ti-umpets.

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before him
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears

;

Death, that dark spirit, in's nervy arm doth He
;

Which being advanc'd, declines ; and then men die.

A sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter CoMlNiUS and
Titus Lartius ; between them, Coriolanus,
crownedwith an oaken rjarland; with Captains,
Soldiers, and a Herald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did 6ght

Within Corioli's gates : where he hath won,
W ith fame, a name to Caius Marcius ;

these

In honour follows, Coriolanus :
—

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus !

(
Flourish.)

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus'.

Cor. No more of this, it does oftend my heart

;

Pray now, no more.
Com. Look, sir, your another,

—

Cor. O!
You have, I know, petition'd all the gods
For my prosperity. {Kneels.)

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up

;

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and
By deed-achieving honour newly nam'd.

What is it ? Coriolanus, must I call thee ?

But O, thy wife

—

Cor. My gracious silence, hail I

Would'st thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin *d

home.
That weep'st to see my triumph ? Ah, my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear,
And mothers that lack sons.

Men. Now the gods crown thee !

Cor. And live you yet ?—O my sweet lady, par-

don. {To Valeria.)

Vol. I know not where to turn :—O welcome
home

;

And welcome, general;—And you are welcome all.

Mew. A hundred thousand welcomes : I coufd
weep.

And I could laugh ; I am light, and heavy : Wel-
come :

A cnrse begin at very root of his heart.

That is not glad to see thee !—You are three,

That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men,
We have some old crab-trees here at home, that

will not

Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors :

We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and
The faults of fools, but folly.

Co7n. Ever right

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on.

Cor. Y'our hand, and yonrs :

{To his wife and mother.)

Ere in our own house I do shade my head,

The good patricians must be visited
;

From whom 1 have receiv'd not only greetings.

But with them change of honours.

Vol. I have livd

To see inherited my very wishes.

And the buUdings of my fancy : only there

Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not, but

Our Rome will cast upon thee.

Cor. Know, good mother,

I had rather be tlieir servant in my way,
Than sway with them in theirs.

Com. On, to the Capitol.

[Flourish. Cornets. Exeunt in state, as before.

The Tribunes remain.

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared

sights

Are .spectacled to see him : Your prattling nurse

Into a rapture lets her baby cry.

While she chats him : the kitchen malkin pins

Her richest lockram 'bout her reechy neck.
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Clambering the walls to eye him: Stalls^ bulks,
windows.

Are smother'd up, leads fiU'd, and ridges hors'd

With variable complexions ; all agreeing

In earnestness to see him : seld -shown flamens

Do press among the popular throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar station : our veil'd dames
Commit the wau of white and damask in

Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil

Of Phcebus' burning kisses: such a pother.

As if that whatsoever g:od, who leads him.
Were slily crept into his human powers.
And gave him graceful posture.

Sic. On the sudden,
I warrant him consul.

Bru. Then our office may.
During his power, go sleep.

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours
From where he should begin, and end ; but will

Lose those that he hath won.
Bru. In that there's comfort.

Sic. Doubt not, the commoners, for whom we
stand,

But they, upon their ancient malice, will

Forget, with the least cause, these his new honours
;

Which that he'll give them, make as little question

As he is proud to do't.

Bru. I heard him swear,
Were he to stand for consul, never would he
Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put
The napless vesture of humility

;

Nor shewing (as the manner is) his wounds
To the people, beg their stinking breaths.

Sic. 'Tis right.

Bru. It was his word : O, he would miss it, rather

Than carry it, but by the suit o'the gentry to him.
And the desire of the nobles.

Sic. I wish no better,

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it

In execution.

Bru. 'Tis most like, he will.

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good wills
;

A sure destruction.

Bru. So it must fall out

To him, or our authorities. For an end.

We must suggest the people, in what hatred
He still hath held them ; that to his power, he

wou!d
Have made them mule.s, silenc'd their pleaders, and
Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them.
In human action and capacitv,

Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world,

'i'han camels in their war; who have their provand
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows
For sinking under them.

Sic. This, as you say, suggested
At some time when his soaring insolence

Shall teach the people, (which time shall not want,
If he be put upon't: and that's as easy,

As to set dogs on sneep,) will be his fire

To kindle tlieir dry stubble ; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

E?iter a Messenger.

Bru. What's the matter ?

Mess. You are sent for to the Ctpitol. 'Tis

thought,

That Marcius shall be consul : I have seeu
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind

To hear him speak : The matrons flung their gloves,

Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchiefs,

Upon him as he passed : the nobles bended
As to Jove's statue : and the commons made
A shower, and thunder, with their caps, and shouts

;

1 never saw the like.

Bru. Let's to the Capitol,

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time.

But hearts for the event.
' Sic. Have with you. [E.v.unt.

Scene II.

—

The same. The Capitol.

Enter ttvo Officers, to lay cushions.

1 Off. Come, come, they are almost here : How
many stand for consulships ?

2 Off. Three, they say : but 'tis thought of every
one, Coriolanus will carry it.

1 Off. That's a brave fellow ; but he's vengeance
proud, and loves not the common people.

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great men
that have flattered the people, who ne'er loved
them ; and there be many that they have loved, they

know not wherefore : so that, ifthey love they know
not why, they hate upon no better ground : There-
fore, for Coriolanus neither to care whether they

love or hate him, manifests the true knowledge he
has in their disposition ; and, out of his noble care-

lessness, let's them plainly see't.

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their

love, or no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them
neither good nor harm; but he seeks their hate with

greater devotion than they can render it him ; and
leaves nothing undone, that may fully discover him
their opposite. Now, to seem to affect the malice

and displeasure of the people, is as bad as that which
he dislikes, to flatter them for their love.

^Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country;

And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those,

who, having been supple and courteous to the people,

bonnetted, without any further deed to heave them
at all into their estimation and report ; but he hath

so planted his honours in their eyes, and his actions

in their hearts, that for their tongues to be silent,

and not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful

injury; to report otherwise, were a malice, that,

giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and re-

buke from every ear that heard it.

I Off. No more of him; he is a worthy man:
Make way, they are coming.

A Sennet. Enter, ivith lictors before them, CoMl-
Nius the Consul, Menenius, Coriolanus, many
other Senators, SiciNius and Brutds. The
Senators take their places ; the Tribunes take
theirs also by themselves.

Men. Having determin'd of the Voices, and
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains.

As the main jjoint of this our after-meeting.

To gratify his noble service, that [you,

Hatn thus stood for his country : Therefore, please

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire

The present consul, and last general

In our well-found successes, to report
j

A little of that worthy work perform'd

By Cains Marcius Coriolanus ; whom
VVe meet here, both to thank, and to remetliber

W^ith honours like himself.

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius.
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think,

Rather our state's defective for requital.

Than we to stretch it out Masters o'the people,

W^e do request your kindest ears ; and after,

^'our loving motion toward the common body.
To yield what passes here.

Sic. We are convented
Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and advance
The theme of our assembly.

Brii. Which the rather

VVe shall be bless 'd to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the people, than
He hath hereto priz'd them at.

Men. That's off, that's off;

I would you rather had been silent : Please you
To hear Cominius speak ?

Bru. Most willingly

:

But yet my caution was more pertinent.

Than the rebuke you give it.

Men. He loves your people

;

But tie him not to be their bedfellow.

—
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W'orthy Cominius, speak Nay, keep your place.

(Cqriolanus rises, ana offers to go away.)
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear

What you have nobly done.
Cor. Vour honours' pardon

;

I had rather have my wounds to heal again,

Than hear say how I got them.
Bru. Sir, 1 hope,

My words dia-bench'd you not.

Cor. No, sir : yet oft.

When blows have made me stay, 1 fled from words.
You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not : But your

people,

I los e them as they weigh.
Men. Pray now, sit down.
Cor, I had rather have one scratch my head i'the

When the alarum was struck, tban idly sit [sun,

To hear my nothings monster'd. [Exit.

Men. Masfers o'the people.
Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter,

(That's thousand to oue good one,) when you now see
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour.
Than ofie of his ears to hear it ?—Proceed, Cominius.
Com. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter'd feebly.—It is held,

That valour is the cliiefest virtue, and
Most dignities the haver: if it be,
The man I speak of cannot in the world
Be singly counterpois'd. At sixteen years.
When Tarqiiin made a head for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator.

Whom with all praise I point at, saw hira tight.

When with his Amazonian chin he drove
The bristled lips before him : he bestrid

An o'er-press'd Roman, and i'the consul's view
Slew three opposers: Tarquin's self he met.
And struck him on bis knee : in that day's ftats,

When he might act the woman in the scene.

He prov'd best man i'the field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man-enttr'd thus, he waxed like a sea ;

Aud, in the brunt of seventeen battles since.

He lurch'd all swords o'the garland. For this last,

Before and in Corioli, let nie say,

I cannot speak him home : He stopp'd the fliers
;

And, by his rare example, made the coward
Turn terror into sport : as waves before

A vessel under sail, so men obey'd.

And fell below his stem : his sword (death's stamp)
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot

He was a thing of blood, whose every motion
Was timed with dying cries : alone he enter'd

The mortal gate o'the city, which he painted
With shunless destinj", aidless came ofil

And wth a sudden reinforcement struck
Corioli, like a planet : Now all's his

:

When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready sense ; then straight his doubled spirit

Re-quicken'd what in tlesh was fatigate.

And to the battle came he ; where he did
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if

Twere a perpetual spoil : and, till we call'd

Both field and city ours, he never stood
To ease his breast with panting.

Men. Worthy man

!

1 Sen. He cannot but with measure tit the ho-

Which we devise him. [nours

Com. Our spoils he kick'd at

;

And look'd upon things precious, as they were
The common muck o'the world : he covets less

Than misery itself would give ; rewards
His deeds with doing them ; and is content

To spend the time, to end it.

Men. He's right noble
;

Let him be call'd for.

1 Sen. Call for Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Re-enter Coriolanus.

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd

To make thee consul.

Cor. I do owe them still

My life, and services.

Men. It then remains,
That you do speak to the people.

Cor. I do beseech you,
Let me o'erleap that custom : for I cannot
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them.
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage : please
That I may pass this doing. (you.

Sic. Sir, the people
Must have their voices ; neither will they bate
Oue jot of ceremony.

Meti. Put them not to't :

—

Pray you, go fit you to the custom : and
Take to you, as your predecessors have,
i our honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part
That I shall blush in acting, and might well
Be taken from the people.
Bru. Mark yon that ?

Cor. To brag unto them,—Thus 1 did, and
thus :

—

Shew them the unaking scars, which I should hide.

As if I had receiv'd them for the hire

Of their breath only :

—

Men. Do not stand upon't.

—

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people.

Our purpose to them ;—and to our noble consul

\\ ish we all joy and iionour.

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour

!

[Flourish. Then exeunt Senators.
Bru. You see how he intends to use the people

yp '

require them.
Sic. May they perceive his intent 1 He

le peopli

, that will

As if he did contemn what he requested
Should be in them to give. •

Bru. Come, we'll inform them
Of our proceedings here: on the market-place,
1 know, they do attend us. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. The Forum.

Enter several Citizens.

1 Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, we
ought not to deny him.

2 Cit. We may, sir, if we will.

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but

it is a power that we have no power to do : for if ho
shew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are

to put our tongues into those wounds, and speak for

them; so, if he tell us his noble deeds, we must also

tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude

is monstrous: and for the multitude to be ingrate-

ful, were to make a monster of the multitude ; of the

which, we being menibtrs, should bring ourselves

to be monstrous members.
1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a

little help will serve : for once, when we stood up

about the corn, he himself stuck not to call us the

many-headed miiltitude.

3 Cit. We ha»e been called so of many; not that

our heads are some brown, some black, some auburn,

some bald, but that our wits are so diversely co-

loured : and truly I tliink, if all our wits were to issue

out of one skull, they would fly east, west, north,

south ; and their consent of one direct way should

be at once to all the points o'the compass.

2 Cit. Think you so ? Which w ay, do you judge,

my wit would fly ?

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as

another man's will, 'tis strongly wedged up in a

block-head: but if it were at fiberty, 'twould, sure,

southward.
2 Cit. Wliy that way ?

3 Cit, To lose itielf in a fog ; where being three

parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth

would return for conscience' sake, to help to get

thee a wile.

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks :—You
may, you m:<';
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3 Oil. Are yoii all resolved to give your voices?

But that's no matter, the greater part carries it. j

•"say, if he would incline to the people, there was
uever a worthier man.

Enter CoRiOLANUS «mc?Menenius.

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark
his behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, bnt to

come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos,
and by threes. He's to make his requests by parti-

culars : wherein every one of us lias a single honour,
in giving him our own voices with our own tongues

;

therefore follow me, and I'll direct you how you
shall go by him.

j4 /A Content, content. [Exeunt.
Men. O sir, you are not right : have you not

The worthiest men have done't ? [known
Cor. What must I say ?

—

J pray, sir,—Plague upon'tl I cannot bring
My tongue to such mya pace: — Look, sir;

wounds ;

—

I got them in my country's service, when
Some certain of your brethren roard, and ran
From the noise of our own drums.

Me7i. O me, the gods .'

You must not speak of that; you must desire them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me ? Hang 'em I

I would they would forget me, like the virtues
Which our divines lose by them.
3Ien. You'll mar all

;

111 leave you: Pray you, speak to them, I pray you.
In wholesome manner. [Exit.

Enter two Citizens.

Cor. Bid them wash their faces.
And keep their teeth clean.—So, here comes a brace.
You know the cause, sir, of my standing here.

1 Cit. W^do, sir; tell us what hath brought you
Cor. Mine own desert. [to't.

2 Cit. Your own desert ?

Cor. Ay, not
JMine own desire.

1 Cit. How ! not your own desire ?

Cor. No, sir

:

'Twas never my desire yet.

To trouble the poor with begging.

1 Cit. You must think, if we give you any thing,

We hope to gain bv you. [ship ?

Cor. Well then, 1 pray, your price o'the cousul-
1 Cit. The price is, sir, to ask it kindlv.

Cor. Kindly ?

Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds to shew you,
Which shall be yours in private.—Your good voice.

What say you ? [sir

;

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir.

Cor. A match, sir :

There is in all two worthy voices begg'd :

—

1 have your alms ; adieu.

1 Cit But this is something odd.
2 Cit. An 'twere to give again.—But 'tis no

matter. [Exeunt.

Enter two other Citizens.

Cor. Pray yon now, if it may stand with the tune
of your voices, that I may be consul, I have here
the customary gown.
3 Cit. You have deierved nobly of your country,

and you have not deserved nobly.

Cor. Your enigma ?

3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies,
you have been a rod to her friends

;
you have not,

indeed, loved the common pe()))le.

Cor. You should account me the more virtuous,

that I have not been common in my love. I wiil,

sir, flatter my sworn brother the peoiile, to earn a
di'arer estimation of (hem ; 'tis a condition they ac-
count gentle : and since the wisdom of their choice
is rather to have my hat than my hearf, I will prac-
tise the insinuating nod, a.id be off to them most

counterfeitly ; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the be-

witchment of some popular man, and give it boun-
tifully to the desires. Therefore, beseech you, 1

may be consul.

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; anc!

therefore give you our voices heartily.

3 Cit. \ ou nave received many wounds for your
country.

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with sbewina
them. I (Will make much of your vpices, and su

trouble you no further.

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily I

[Exeunt.
Cor. Most sweet voices !

—

Better it is to die, better to starve.

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve.
Why in this wolfish gown siiould I stand here.

To beg of Hob aiid Dick, that do appear,

Their needless vouches ! Custoui calls me to't:—
What custom wills, in all things should we do't.

The dust on antique time would lie unswept.
And mountainous en-or be too highly heap'd
For truth to over-peer.—Itatlier than fool it so.

Let the high office and the honour go
To one that would do thus.—I am half through ;

The one part sufiier'd, the other will I do.

Enter three other Citizens.

Here come more voices,

—

Your voices : for your voices I have fought

;

Watch'd for your voices : for your voices, bear
Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six

I have seen, and heard of; for your voices, have
Done many things, some less, some more : your
Indeed, I would be consul. [voices :

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without
any honest man's voice.

Cit. Therefore let him be consnl : The gods give
him joy, and make him good friend to the people !

All. Amen, amen.

—

God save thee noble consul ! [Exeunt Citizens.
Cor. Worthy voices !

Re-enter Menenius, tvith Brutus and Sicmius.

I\len. You have stood your limitation ; and the
tribunes

Endue you with the people's voice : Remains,
That, in the official marks invested, you
Anon do meet the senate.

Cor. Is this done ?

Sic. The custom of requests you have discharg'd :

The people do admit you ; and are sununon'd
To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house ?

Sic, There, Coriolanus.
Cor. May I then change these garuients ?

Sic. You may, sir.

Cor. That I'll straight do ; and, knowing m; self
Repair to the senate-house. (again,

Alen. Ill keep you company.—Will you along?
Bnt. We stay here for the people.
Sic. Fare you ^vell.

[Exeunt Coriol. and Menen.
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks,
'Tis warm at his heart.

tirii. With a proud heart he wore
His humble weeds : Will you <lismiss the people ?

Re-enter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my masters ? have you chose this

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. [man ?

Brii. We pray the gods, he may deserve your
loves.

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice,

lie niock'd us, when he begg'd our voices.

Cit. Certainly,
Ho flouted us downright.

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not
mock ns.

'2 Cit. Not one amongst us, snvr yourself, bat says,
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He ns'd ns scornfully: he should have shew'd iis

His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for his country.

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure.

at. No ; no man saw 'em.

{Several speak.)

3 Cit. He said, he had wounds, which he coula
shew in private

;

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn,

I ivoiild be consul, says he ; aned custom,
But by your voices, ivill not so permit me

;

Your voices therefore : When wj granted that,

Here was,

—

J thank you for your voices,—thank
you,— {voices,

Your most sweet voices :—now you have left your
I have no further with you:—Was not this utock-

ery?
Sic. Why, either, you were i^orant to see't

;

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness

To yield your voices ?

Bru. Could yon not have told him,

As you were lesson'd,—When he had no povyer,

But was a petty servant to tlie state.

He was your enemy ; ever spake against

Your liberties, and the charters that you bear
I'the body of the weal : and now, arriving

A nlace of potency, and sway o'the state.

If he should still malignantly remain
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might
Be curses to yourselves? You should nave said,

That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less

I'hau what he stood for: so his gracious nature
Would think upon j'ou for your \ oices, and
Translate his malice towards you iato love,

Sitanding your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have said,

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit.

And try'd his inclination ; from him plnck'd

Either his gracious promise, which you might,

As cause had call'd you up, have held him to;

Or else it would have gal I'd his surly nature,

WTiich easily endures not article

Tying him to aught ; so putting him to rage,

You should have ta'en the advantage of his choler,

And pass'd him uaclected.

Bru. Did you perceive.

He did solicit you in free contempt.
When he did need your loves ; and do you think,

That his contempt shall not be bruising to you,

VVhen ho hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies

No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry

Against the rectorship ofjudgment ?

Sic. Have you.

Ere now, deny'd the asker? and. now again,

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow
Your su'd-for tongues ?

•3 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet.

2 Cit. And will deny him :

I'll have five hundred voices of that sound.

I Cit. I twice live hundred, and their friends to

piece 'em. [friends,

—

Bru. Get you hence instantly ; and tell those

They have chose a consul, tiiat will from them take

Their liberties ; make them of no more voice

Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking,

As therefore kept to do so.

Sic. Let tliem assemble
;

And, on a safer judgment r^.H revoke
Yoiir ignorant election : Enforce his p.ide,

And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not

With what contempt he wore the humble v/eed
;

How in his suit he scom'd you : but your loves.

Thinking upon his services, took from you
Tlie apprehension of his present portance,

^Vhicn gibiiigly, ungraveiy he did fashion

Aft«r the inveterate hate lie bears you.

Bru. Lay
A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we laboui 'd

(No impediment between) but that you must
Cast your election on him.

Sic. Sny, you chose him

More after our commandment, than as guided
By your own true atfections ; and that, your minds ,

Pre-occupy'd with what you rather must do
Than what you should, made you against the grain
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lectures t

How youugly he began to serve his country.
How long continued : and what stock he .springs of.

The noble house o'the Marciaus ; from whence came
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son,
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king :

Of the samcJiouse Publiusand Quintus were.
That our best water brought by conduits hither

;

And Censorinus, darling of the people.
And nobly nani'd so, being censor twice,
Was his great ancestor.

Sir. One thus descended,
That hath beside well in his person wrought
To be set high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances : but you have found,
Scaling his p«psent bearing with his past,

That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke
Your sudden approbation.
Bru. Say, you ne'er had dofte't,

(Harp on that still,) but by our putting on :

And presently, when you have drawn your number
Repair to the Capitol.

Cit. W e will so : almost all [Several speak.
Repent in their election. [Exeimt Citizens.
Bru. Let them go on

;

This mutiny were better put in hazard,
Than stay, past doubt, for greater

:

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage
With their refusal, both observe and answer
The vantage of iiis anger.

Sic. To the Capitol

:

Come
; we'll be there before the stream o'the people :

And this shall seem, as partly 'tis, their own.
Which we have goaded onw;ad. \Exeunt.

ACT HI.

Scene I.

—

The same. A Street.

Comets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Co-
MiNius, TiTUS Lartius, Senators, and Patri-
cians.

Cor. Tullus Aufidins then had made new head ?

Lart. He had, ray lord ; and that it was, which
Our swifter composition. fcaus'd

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first;

Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road

Upon us ag-aiti.

Co7}i. " They are worn, lord consul, so.

That we shall hardly in our ages see

Their banners wave again. •

Cor. Saw yon Aufidius ?

Lar. On safeguard he came to me ;
and did curse

Against the Voices, for th^'v had so \ilely

Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antium.

Cor. Spoke he of me ?

Lart. He did , tr.y lord.

Cor. How ? what ?

Lart. How often he had met you, sword In

sword.

Tliat, of all things upon the earth, he hated

Your person most : that he would pawn his fortunes

To hopeless restitution, so he might

Be call'd your vanqui.sher.

Cor. At Antium lives he ?

Lart. At Antium.

Cor. I wisii, [ had a cause to seek him there.

To oppose his hatred fidl.—Welcome home.

(
To Lartius.

)

Enter SiciNius /rwo? Bkiitus.

Behold 1 fJiese are the tiibunes of the people,

The tongues o'the common mouth. I do despi.-c

For they do prank them in authority, [the:u.

Against all noble suflcrance.
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Sic. Pass no further.

Cor. Ha! What is that?

Bru. It will be daugerous to

Go on : no further.

Cor. What makea this change ?

Men. The matter?

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles, and the com-
Bru, Cominius, no. [mous ?

Cor, Have I had children's voices ?

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the mar-
ket-place.

Bru. The people are incens'd against him.

Sic. Stop,

Or all will fall in broil.

Cor. Are these your herd ?

—

Must these have voices, that can yield them now.
And straight disclaim their tongues?—What are

your offices? [teeth?

You being their mouths, why rule you not their

Have you not set them on ?

MeTi. Be calm, be calm.

Cor. It is a piirpos'd thing, and grows by plot.

To curb the will of the nobility :

Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule.

Nor ever will be rul'd.

Bru. Call't not a plot

:

The people cry, you mock'd them ; and, of late,

When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd
;

Scandal'd the suppliants for the people ; call'd them
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness.

Cor. Why, this was known before.

Bru. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you inforin'd tliein since ?

Brtt. How ! I inform them

!

, Cor. You are like to do such business.

Bru. Not unlike.

Each way, to better yours. fclouds.

Cor. VVhy then should I be consul ? By yon
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me
Your fellow- tribune.

Sic. You shew too much of that.

For wliich the people stir : If you will pass

To where you are bound, you must inquire your
way.

Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit

;

Or never be so noble as a consul,

Nor yoke with him for tribune.

Men. Let's be calm.

Com. The people are abus'd :—Set on.—This
palt'ring

Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanns

Deserv'd this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely

I'the plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell nit of corn !

This was my speech, and I will speak't again ;

—

Meff^. Not now, not now.
1 Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now.
Cor. Now, as I live, I will.—iVly nobler friends,

1 crave their pardons :

—

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them
Regard me as I do not flatter, and
Therein behold themselves : I say again.

In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate

The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition.

Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd and
scatter'd.

By mingling them with us, the honour'd number

;

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that

Which they have given to beggars.

Me7i. Well, no more.
I Sen. No more words, we beseech you.

Cor How ! no more ?

As for my country I Iiave shed niv blood.

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs

Coin words till their decay, against those meazels.
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought
'i'he very way to catch them.

Bru. You speak d'the people,
As if yon were a god to punish, not
A man of their infirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well.

We let the people know't.

Men. What, what ? his choler ?

Cor. Choler!

Were I as a patient as the midnight sleep.

By Jove, 'twould be my mind.

Sic. It is a mind.

That shall remain a poison where it is.

Not poison any further.

Cor. Shall remain '—
Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His absolute shall .^

Com, 'Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shall!
good, but most unwise patricians, why,

Yoii grave, but reckless senators, have you thus

Given Hydra here to choose an oflBcer,

That with his peremptory shall, being but

The horn and noise o'the monsters, wants not spirit

To say, he'll turn your current in a ditch.

And make your channel his? If he have power.
Then vail your ignorance ; if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned.

Be not as common fools ; if you are not.

Let them have cushions by you. Yon are plebeians,

If they be senators : and they are no less.

When both your voices blended, the greatest taste

Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ;

And such a one as he, who puts his shall.

His popular shall, against a graver bench
Than ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himself.

It makes the consuls base : and my soul aches,

To know, when two authorities are up.

Neither supreme, how .lOon confusion

May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take
'

The one by the other.

Com. Well—on to the market-place.

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth

The corn o'the store-house gratis, as twas us'd

Sometime in Greece,

—

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. (Though there the people had more abso-

lute power.)
1 say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed

The ruin of the state.

Bru. Why, shall file people givCj

One, that speaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. I'll give my reasons.

More worthier than their voices, fhey know, the

corn
Was not our recompence ; resting well assnr'd

They ne'er did service for't : Being press'd to the

war.
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd
They would not thread the gates : this kind of

service

Did not deserve corn gratis ; being i'the war.
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they shevv'd
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation
Which they have often made against the senate.

All cause unborn, could never be the native
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ?

How shal! this bosom multiplied digest
The senate's courtesy ? Let deeds express
What's like to be their words :

—

We did request it,

We are the greater poll, and in true fear
They gave us our demands :—Thus we debase
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble
Call our cares, fears : which will in time break ope
The locks o'the senate, and bring in the crow
To peck the eagles.

—

Men. Come, enough.
Bi-u. Enough, with over-measure.
Cor. No, take more :

What may be sworn by, both divine and human,
'

Seal what I end withal !—This double worship.

—

Where one part does disdain with cause, the other
Insult without all reason ; where gentry title, wis-

Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no [dom.
Of general ignorance— it must omit
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Real necessities, and give way the while

To nestable slightness : purpose so barr'd, it follows,

NolhiDg is doue to purpose : Therefore, beseech
you,—

Yon that will be less fearful than discreet

;

That love the fundamental part of state,

More than you doubt the change oft ; that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wish
To jump a body with a dangerous physic,

That's sure of death without it,—at once pluck out

The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick

The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state

Of that integrity which should become it.;

Not having the power to do the good it would,
For the ill which doth control it.

Bru. He has said enough.

Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall an-

As traitors do. [swer

Cor. Thou wretch ! despite o'erwhelm thee !
—

What should the people do with these bald tribunes ?

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To the greater bench : In a rebellion.

When what's not meet, but what must be, was law,

Then were they chosen ; in a better hour.

Lot what is meet, be said ittmust be meet.
And throw their power i' the dust.

Bru. Manifest treason.

Sic. This a consul ? no.

Brit. The Grilles, ho !—Let him be apprehended.
Sic. Go, call the people

;
[Exii Brutus.] in whose

name, myself
.\ttach thee, as a traitorous innovator,

A foe to the public weal : Obey, 1 charge thee,

And follow to thine answer.
Cor. Hence, old goat

!

Sen. § Pat. We'll surety him.

Com. Aged sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy

Out of thy garments. [bones

Sic. Help, ye citizens.

Re-enter Brutus, with the jEdiles, and a rabble

of Citizens.

Men. On both sides more respect.

Sic. Here's he, that would
Take from you all your power.
Bru. Seize liim, ^diles.
Cit. Down with him! down with him

!

{Several speak.)

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons !

(
Thei/ all bustle about Coriolanus.)

Tribunes, patricians, citizens!—what, ho!

—

Sicinus, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens !

Cit. Peace, peace, peace ; stay, hold, peace

!

Men. What is about to be ?—I am out of breath ;

Confusion's near : I cannot speak :—You, tribunes

To the peojile,—Coriolanus, patience :

—

Speak, good Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people ,—Peace.
Cit. Let's hear our tribune : — Peace. Speak,

speak, speak.

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties :

Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius,
WTiom late you have nara'd for consul.

Men. Fy, fy, fy !

This is the way to kindle, not to quench.
1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.

Sic. What is the city, but the people ?

Cit. True,
The people are the city.

Bru. By the consent of all, we were establish'd

The people's magistrates. \
Cit. You so remain.
Men. And so are like to do.

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat

;

To bring the roof to the foundation
;

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges.
In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic, This deserves death.

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority.
Or let us lose it :—We do here pronounce.
Upon the [.art o'the people, in whose power,
We were elected their's, Marcius is worthy
Of present death.

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of hiin ;

Bear him to the rock TarpeitW, and from thence
Into destruction cast him.
Bru. jEdiles, seize him

;

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield.

Men.
_

Hear me one word.
Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word.
^rf. Peace, peace. [friend,

Bleii. Be that you seem,' truly your country's
And temperately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redress.

Bru. Sir, those cold ways,
That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous
Where tlie disease is violent :—Lay hands upon
And bear him to the rock. [him,

Cor. No; I'll die here.

{Draiving his sword.)
There's some among you have beheld me fighting;

Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me.
Men, Down with that sword;—Tribunes, with-

draw a while.

Bru. Lay haads upon him.

Men. Help, help, Marcius! help.

You that be noble ; help him, young, and old

!

Cit. Down witii him, dov.n with him !

[hi this mutiny, the Tribunes, the jEdiles
and the people, are all beat in.)

Men. Go, get you to your house ; be gone, away.
All will be naught else.

2 Sen. Get you gone.

Cor. Stand fast;

We have as many friends as enemies.
Me7i. Shall it be put to that?

1 Sen. The gods forbid I

I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy house
;

Leave us to cure this cause.

Men. For tis a sore upon us.

You cannot tent yourself: Begone, 'beseech you.
Com. Come, sir, along with us.

Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they are

Though in Rome litter'd,) not Romans, (as they
are not.

Though calv'd i' the porch of the Capitol,)

—

Men. Begone :

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue
;

One time will owe another.

Cor. On fair ground,

I could beat forty of them.

Men. I could myself
Take up a brace of the best of them

;
yea , the two

tribunes.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic
;

And manhood is call'd foolery, when it stands

Against a falling fabric.—Will you hence,

Before the tag return? whose rage dotli rend

Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear

What they are used to bear.

Men. Pray you, be gone :

I'll try whether my old wit be in request

With those that have but little ;
tliis must be patchd

With cloth of any colour.

Com. Nay, come away.

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others.

1 Pat. "This man has niarr'd his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for (he world :

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident.

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's his

mouth :

What his breast forge.i, that his tongue must vent

;

And being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of death. [A nvise tvithin.)

Here's good!y v ork \

2 Pal- I would they were a- bed!

Men. I 'vvould they were in Tyberl—What the

vengeance,
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Coiild he not speak them fair ?

Re-enter Brctus and SiClJiiVS, with the rabble.

iS'/c. Where is this viper,

That would depopulate the city, and
lie every man himself?

Men. • You worthy tribunes,

—

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock
W^ith rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law.

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial

Than the severity of the pubhc power.
Which he so sets at nouglit

1 Cit. He shall well know.
The noble tribunes are the people's mouths,
And we their hands.

Cit. He shall, sure on't.

{Several speah tor/ether.)

Men. Sir,

—

Sic. Peace.
Mefi. Do not cry, havock, where you should but

With modest warrant. [hunt
Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you

Have holp to make this rescue ?

Men. Hear me speak :

—

As I do know the consul's wortliiness

So can I name his faults :

—

Sic. Consul !—what consul ?

Men. The consul Coriolanus.

Bru. He a consul

!

Cit. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good
people,

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two;
The which shall turn you to no further harm,
Than so much loss of time.

Sic. Speak briefly then

;

For we are peremptory, to despatch
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence,
Were but one danger ; and, to keep him here,

Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed.
He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid,

That oor renowned Rome , whose gratitude

"i'owards her deserved children is enroH'd
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam.
Should now eat up her own !

Sic. He's a disease that must be cut away.
Men. O, he's a limb, that has but a disease

;

Mortal, to cut it oft"; to cure it, easy.

What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ?,

Killing our enemies? The blood he hath lost,

(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath,

By many an ounce,) he dropp'd it for his country :

And, what is left, to lose it by his country,

vVere to us all, that do't, and suSer it,

A brand to the end o'the world.

Sic. This is clean kam.
Bru. Merely awry ; When he did love his couti-

It honour'd him. [try,

3Ien. The service of the foot

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected
For what before it was ?

Bru. We'll hear no more :

—

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ;

Lest his infection, being of catching nature,
Sjjcad further.

Men. One word more, one word.
This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find

The harm of unscann'd swiftness, will, too late,

Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by pro-

Lest parties (as he is belov'd) break out, [cess
;

And sack great Home with Romans.
Bru. If it were so,

—

Sic. What do ye talk ?

I !ave we not had a taste of his obedience ?

Our j^diles smote ? ourselves resisted ?—Come ;

—

Men. Consider this;—He has been bred i'tho

wars
Since he could draw a sword, and is illSchoi'l'ii

lu boulted languagr: meal and bran together-

CORIOLANUS. Act III.

He throws without distinction. Give me leave,

I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form,

(In peace) to his utmost peril.

1 Sen. Noble tribunes.

It is the humane way : the other course

Will prove too bloody ; and ttte end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sic. Noble Menenius,
Be you then as the people's officer :

—

'

Masters, lay down your weapons.
Bru. Go not home.
Sic. Meet on the market-place :—We'll attend

you there :

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed
In our first way.
Men. I'll bring him to you :

—

Let me desire your company. {To the Senators.)
He must come,

Or what is worst will follow.

1 Se7i Pray you, let's to him.
[Exemit.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Coriolanus's House.

Enter Coriolanus and Patricians.

Cor. Let them pulftill about mine ears
;
present

me
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses' heels,

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock.

That the precipitation might down stretch

Below the beam of sight, yet will I still

Be thus to them.

Enter VoLUMNiA.
1 Pat. You do the nobler

.

Cor. I muse, my mother
Does not approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vassals, things created
To buy and sell with groats ; to shew bare heads
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder.
When one but of my ordinance stood up
To speak of peace, or war. I talk of you;

(To Volumnia.)
Why did you wish me milder? Would you have me
False to my nature ? Rather say, I play
The man I am.

Vol. O, sir, sir, sir,

I would have had you put your power well on,.

Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let go.

Vol. You might liave been enough the man you
are.

With striving less to be so : Lesser had been
The thvvartings of your dispositions, if

You had not shew'd them how you were dispos'd.

Ere they lack'd power to cross you.

Cor. Let them hang
Vol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius and Senators.

Men. Come, come, you have been too rong!;,

something too rough
;

You must return, and mend it.

] Sen. There's no (remedy

;

Unless, by not so doing, our good city

Cleave in the midst, and perish.

Vol. Pray be counsel'd :

I have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger,

To better vantage.

Men. Well said, noble woman ;

Before he should thus stoop to tlie herd, but that

The violent fit o'the time craves it as physic

For the whole state, I would put mine armour en,

VVhich I can scarcely bear.

Cor. What must I do ?

Men. Return to the tribunes.

Cor. Well,
What then? what then?

Men. Uepeiit what yori have sj)(i!;e,

for. For them''— 1 cannot do it to the gods.

«
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Must I then do't to them ?

Vol. • You are too absolute

;

Though therein you can never be too noble.

Hut when extremities speak. I have heard you say,

Honour and policy, like nnsever'd friends,

rthe war do grow together : Grant that, and tell

- me,
Tn peace, what each of them by th'other lose,

That they combine not there.

Cor. Tush, tush

!

Men. A good demand.
Vol. If it be honour, in your wars, to seem

The same you are not, fwhich, for your best ends.
You adopt your policy,) how is it less, or worse,
That it shall hold companionship in peace
With honour, as in war ; since that to both
It stands in like request ?

Cor. Why force you this ?

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak
To the people ; not by your own in.struction.

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to,

But with such words that are but roted in

Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables

Of no allowance, to your bosom's truth.

Now, this no more dishonours you at all.

Than to take in a town with gentle words.
Which else would put you to your fortune, and
The hazard of much blood.

—

I would dissemble with my nature, where
My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir'd
I should do so in honour : I am in this,

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles;
And you will rather shew our general louts

How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon them.
For the inheritance of their loves, and .safeguard

Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble lady !—
Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so.

Not what is dangerous present, but the loss

Of what is past.

Fo/. I pr'ythee now, my son.
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand

;

And thus far having stretch'd it, (here be with
them,)

Thy knee bussmg the .stones, (for in such business
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant,

More learned than their ears,) waving thy head,
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart.

That humble, as the ripest mulberry,
Now will not hold the handling: Or, say to them.
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils.

Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess.

Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim,

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far

As thou hast power, and person.

^
Meti. This but done.

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were
yours

;

For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free

As words to little purpose.

Vol. Pr'jihee, now.
Go, and be ruld : although, I know, thou had'st

rather

''ollow thine enemy in a fiery giilf,

'i^han flatter him in a bower. Here is Comiuius.

Enter CoMiNius.

Com. I have been i'the market-place : and, .sir,

'tis fit

Vou make strong party, or defend yourself
By calmness, or by absence ; all's in anger.
Men. Only fair speech.
Com. I think, 'twill serve, if he

Can thereto frame his spirit.

Vo/. He must, and will :

—

Pr'ythee, now, say, yon will, and go about it.

Cor, Must I go shew them my unbarb'd sconce ?

Must I

With my base tongue give to my noble heart

A lie, that it must bear ? Well, I will do't:
Yet were there but this single plot to lose.
Phis mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it

And throw it against the wind.—To the market
place :

—

You have put me now to such a part, which never
I shall discharge to the life.

^r"i''i L
Come, come, we'll prompt you

Vol. 1 pr'ythee now, sweet son ; as thou hast said,My praises made thee first a soldier, so.
To have my praise for this, perform a part
Thou hast not done before.

.
(^or. VVell, I must dot

:

Away, my disposition, and possess me

^iT-®
,^^'"'°*'^ spirit

!
My throat of war be tnrn'd.

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves
I ent in my cheeks

; and school-boys' tears take uii
i he glasses ofmy sight ! A beggar's tongue
Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd knees,Who boiv'd but m my stirrup, bend like his
That hath receiv'd an alms !—I will not do't

:

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth.
And, by my body's action, teach my mind
A most inherent baseness.

Vol. At thy choice then :

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour.
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear
Thy dangerous stoutness : lor I mock at death
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list.

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from me :

But owe thy pride thyself.

e'er. Pray, be content

;

Mother, I am going to the market-place

;

Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves.
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'U
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going

:

Commend me to my wife. I'll return consul

;

Or never trust to what my tongue can do
I'the way of flatteiy, further.

Y,"^-
Do your will. [Exit.

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you: atui
yourself

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar'dW ith accusations, as I hear, more strong
Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is, mijdly :—Pray you, let us go

:

Let them accuse me by invention, I

Will answer in mine honour.
Men. Ay, but mildly.
Cor. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [E.veunt.

Scene III.—The same. The Forum.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.
Bru. In this point charge him home, that he af-

fects

Tyrannical power : If he evade us there, '

Enforce him with his envy to the people ;

And that the spoil, got on the Antiates,

Was ne'er distributed.

Enter an Mdile.

What, will he come ?

^d. He's coming.
Brti. How accompanied '

jEd. With old Menenius, and those senators

That always favour'd him.

Sic. Have you a c:atalogue

Of all the voices that we have procur'd,

Set down by the poll ?

jEd. I have ; 'tis ready, here.

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ?

JEd. "I have.
Sic. Assemble pre.sently the people hither

:

And when they hear me say. It shallbe so
r the right and strength o' the commons, he it

either

For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them.



574 CORIOLANUS. ACTFTr.

If I say, fine, cry, fine; if death, cry death;

Insisting on the old prerogative

And power i'the truth o'the cause.

JEd. I shall inform them.

Bru. And when such time they have begun to cry.

Let theui not reasc, but with a din confus'd

Enforce the present execution

Of what we chance to sentence.

Aid. Very well.

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this hint.

When we shall hap to give't them.

Bru. tjo about it.

—

[Exit Mdile.

Put him to choler straight : He hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his worth

Of contradiction: Being once chaf'd, he cannot

Be rcin'd again to temperance ; then he speaks

What's in his heart ; and that ia there, which looks

With us to break his neck.

Enter Couiolanus, Menenius, Cominius,
Senators, and Patricians.

Sic. Well, here he comes.

Men. Calmly, 1 do beseech you.

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece

Will bear the knave by the volume.—Tlie honour'd

gods
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice

Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among us !

Throng our large temples with the shews of peace,

And not our streets with war !

1 Sen. Amen, amen.
Men. A noble wish.

Re-enter ^dile, ivith Citizens.

Sic. Draw near, ye people. [say.

JEd. List to your tribunes ; audience : Peace, I

Cor. First, hear me speak.

Both Tri. Well, say.—Peace, ho.

Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this pre-

Must all determine here ? (sent ?

Sic. I do demand.
If you submit you to the people's voices,

Allow their officers, and are content

To suffer lawful censure for such faults

As shall be prov'd upon you ?

Cor. I am content.

Men. Lo, citizens, he says, he is content.

The warlike service he has done, consider

;

Think on the wounds his body bears, which shew
Like graves i'the holy churchyard.

Cor, Scratches with briars,

Scars to move laughter only.

Men. Consider further.

That when he speaks not like a citizen,

You find him like a soldier : Do not take

His rougher accents for malicious sounds.

But, as 1 say, such as become a soldier,

Rather than envy you.

Com. Well, well, no more.

Cor. What is the matter.

That being pass'd for consul with full voice,

I (un so dishonour'd, that the very hour
You take it off again ?

Sic. Answer to us.

Cor. Say then : 'tis true, I ought so.

Sic.We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take
From Rome all sea.son'd office, and to wind
Yourself into a power tyrannical;

For which, you are a traitor to the people.

Cor. How! Traitor!

Men. Nay : temperately : Your promise.
Cor. The fires i'the lowest hell fold in the peonle !

Call me their traitor !—Thou injurious tribune !

Within thine eyes .sat twenty thousand deaths.
In thy hands cfutch'd as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say,
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free
As I do pray the, gods.

.
Sic. Mark you this, people ?

Cit. To the rock with him ; to the rock with him !

Sic. Peace. •

We need not put new matter to his charge :

What you have seen him do, and heard him speak,
Btating your officers, cursing yourselves.

Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying

'Tiiose whose great power must try him ; even this.

So criminal, and in such capital kind,

Deserves the extremest death.

Bru. But since he hath

Serv'd well for Rome,

—

Cor. What, do you prate of service?

Bru. I talk of that, that kuow it.

Cor. You ?

Men. Is this

The promise that you made your mother ?

Com. Know,
I pray you,—

Cor. I'll know no further ;

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death.

Vagabond exile, flaying ; Pent to linger

But with a grain a day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word

;

Nor check my courage for what they can give.

To hav't with saying, Good morrow.
Sic. For that he has

(As much as in him lies) from time to time

Envied against the people, seeking means
To pluck away their power ; as now at last

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence

Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers

That do distribute it ; in the name o'the people.

And in the power of us the tribunes, we.
Even from this instant, banish him our city

;

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates: I' the people's name,
I say, it shall be so.

Cit. It shall be so.

It shall be so ; let him away : he's banish'd

And so it shall be. [friends :

—

Coin. Hear me, my masters, and my commtn
Sic. He's seatenc'd : no more hearing.

Com. Let me speak ;

I have been consul, and can shew from Rome
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love
My country's good, with a respect more tender.
More holy and profound, than mine own life.

My dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase.
And treasure of my loins : then if I would
Speak that

—

Sic. We know your drift; Speak what?
Bru. There's no more to be said, but he is

banish'd.

As enemy to the people, and his country

;

It shall be so.

Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so.

Cor. Yon common cry of curs ! whose breath I hate
As reek o'the rotten fens, whose loves I prize
As the dead carcases of unburied men
That do corrupt my air, I banish you ;

And here 'emain with your uncertainty

!

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ?

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes.
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still

To banish your defenders ; till, at length,

Youf ignorance, (.vhich finds not, till it feels,)

Making not reservation of yourselves,
(Still yonr own foes,) deliver you, as most
Abated captives, to some nation

That won you without blows ! Despising,
For you, the city, thus I turn my back :

There is a world elsewhere.
[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, Menenius,

Senators^ and Patricians.
jEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone I

Cit. Our enemy's banish'd ! he is gone ! Hoo ! hoo !

[The people shout, and throw up their caps.
Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him.

As he hath foUow'd yon, with all despite

;



Act IV. Sc. 1, 2. CORIOLANUS. 575

Give him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard
Attend us throagli the city. [come :

—

Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates

;

The gods preser\e oar noble tribanes!—Come.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same. Before a Gate ofthe City.

Enter Coriolanijs, Volcmnia, Virgill\, Mene-
NiDS, CoaiNius, and severalyoung Patricians.

Cor. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell :

—

the beast
With many heads butts me away.—Nay, mother,
Where is your ancient courage ? you were us'd

To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ;

That common chances common men could bear

;

That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike

Shewed mastership in floating : fortune's blows.
When most struck home, being gentle wounded,

craves
A noble canning: you were us'd to load me
With precepts, that would make invincible
The heart that conn'd them.

Vir. O heavens ! O heavens

!

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman,

—

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in

And occupations perish ! (Rome,
Cor. What, what, what

!

I shall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother.
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say,

If you had been the wife of Hercules,
Six of his labours you'd have done, and sav'd
Your husband so much sweat.—Cominius,
Droop not ; adieu :—Farewell, my wife ! my mother !

I'll do well yet.—Thou old and true Menenius,
Thy tears are Salter than a younger man's.

And venomous to thine eyes.—My sometime general,

I have seen tliee stem, and thou hast oft beheld
Heart-hard'ning spectacles ; tell these sad women,
'Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes.

As 'tis to laugh at them.—My mother, you wot well.

My hazards still have been your solace : and
Believ't not lightly, (though I go alone

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than seen,) your son
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught
With cautelous baits and practi'-e.

Vol. My first son.

Whither wilt thon go ? Take good Cominius
With thee a-while : Determine on some coarse.

More than a wild exposure to each chance
That starts i'the way before thee.

Cor. O the gods

!

Com. I'll follow thee a month, devise with thee
Where thou shalt rest, that thou may'st hear of us.

And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth

A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send
O'er the vast world, to seek a single man :

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool

I'the absence of the needer.
Cor. Fare ye well :

—

Thou hast years upon thee ; and tnoa art too full

Of the wars' surfeits, to go rove with one
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.

—

Come, my sweet wife, my dearest m(ither, and
My friends of noble touch, when I am forth.

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you shall

Hear from me still ; and never of me aught
But what is like me formerly.

Men.
'

That's worthily
As any ear can hear.—Come, let's not weep.

—

If I could shake off but one seven years
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods,
I'd with thee every foot.
' Cor. Give me thy hand :—
Come. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Street near the Gat^

Enter SiciNius, Brutus, and an Mdile.

Sic. Bid them all home; he's gone, and we'll no
farther.

—

The nobility are vex'd, who, we see, have sided
In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have shewn our power,
Let us seem humbler after it is done.
Than when it was a doing.

Sic.
_

Bid them home

:

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they
,

Stand in their ancient strength.

Bru. Dismiss them home.
[Exit ^dile.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, anrf Menenius.
Here comes his mother.

Sic. Let's not meet her.
Bni. Why ?

Sic. They say, she's mad.
Bru. They have ta'en note of us

:

Keep on your way. [o'the gods
Vol. O, yon're well met : The hoarded plague

Requite your love.

Men. Peace, peace ; be not so loud.
Vol. If that I coald for weeping.you should hear,

—

Nay, and shall hear some.—Will you be gone ?

{To Brutus.)
Vir. Yon shall stay too: (To Sicin.) I would, I

had the power
To say so to my husband.

Sic. Are you mankind?
Vol. Ay, fool ; Is that a shame '?—Note but this

fool.—
Was not a man my father ? Hadst thon fox'ship

To banish him that struck more blows for Rome,
Than thou hast spoken words ?

Sic. O blessed heavens

!

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise
words

;

[go :

—

And for Rome's good.—I'll tell thee what ;—Yet
Nay, bat thou shalt stay too:—I wonld ray son
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him.
His good sword in his hand.

Sic. What then ?

Vir. What then ?

He'd make an end of thy posterity.

Vol. Bastards, and all.

—

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome I

Men. Come, come, peace.

Sic. I would he had continu'd to his country.

As he began; and not nnknit himself

The noble knot he made.
Bru. I wonld he had.

Vol. I would he had'/ 'Twas you incens'd the

rabble :

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth.

As I can of those mysteries which heaven

Will not have earth to know.
Brtc. Pray, let us go.

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get yon ggne : [this :

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear

As far as doth the Capitol exceed

The meanest house in Rome, so far, my sen,

(This lady's husband here, this, do you see,)

Whom yon have banish'd, does exceed you all.

Bru. WtW, well, we'll leave you.

Sic. Why stay we to be baited

With one that wants her wits "?

Vol. Take my prayers with you.

—

I would the gods had nothing else to do,

[Exeunt Tribunes,

But to confirm my curses ! Could I meet them

But once a day, it would nnclog my heart

Of what lies heavy to't

Men. ^ on have told them home.

And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup
with me ?

Vol. Anger's my meat ; I sup apon myself.
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And so shall starve willi feeding.—Come, let's go :

Leave this faint pnling, and lament as I do.

In anger, Jnno-like. Come, come, come
Men. Fy, fy, fy-

9._

[Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

A Highway between Rome and An-
tium. Enter a Roman and a Voice, meeting.

Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know me :

yonr name, L think, is Adrian.

Vol. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as

you are, against them : Know you me yet ?

Vol. Nicanor? No.
Rom. The same, sir.

Vol. You had more beard, when I last saw you
;

but yonr favour is well appeared by your tongue.

VV^hat's the news in Rome ? I have a note from the

Volcian state, to find yon oat there : You have

well saved me a day's journey.

Ro7n. There hath been in Rome stranc:e insur-

rection : the people against the senators, patricians,

and noblea.

Vol. Hath been ! Is it ended tlien ?• Our state

thinks not so; they are in a most warlike prepara-

tion, and hope to come upon them in the heat of

their division.

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small

thing would make it flame again. For the nobles

receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy

Coriolanus. that they are in a ripe aptness, to take

all power from the people, and to pluck from them
their tribtmes for ever. This lies glowing, I can tell

you, and is almost mature for the violent breaking

out.

Vol. Coriolanus banished ?

Rom,. Banished, sir.

Vol. Y^ou will be welcome with this intelligence,

Nicanor.
Rom. The day serves well for them now. I have

heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man's wife,

is when she's fallen out with her husband. Your
noble Tnlius Aufidins will appear well in these wars,

his great opposer, Coriolanus, being now in no re-

quest of his country.

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate,

thus accidentally to encounter you : You have ended
my business, and I will merrily accompany you
ome.
Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell you

most strange things from Rome ; all tending to the

good of their adversaries. Have you an army ready,

say you?
Vol. A most royal one : the centurions, and their

charges, distinctly billetted, already in the enter-

tainment, and to be on foot at an hour's warning.

Rem. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and
am the man, J think, that shall set them in present

action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad

of your company.
Vol. You take my part from me, sir ; I have the

most cause to be glad of yours.

Rom. Well, l^t us go together. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Antiiim. Before Atifidivs's House.

Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel, disguised
and muffled.

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City,

'Tis I that made thy widows ; many an heir

Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars
1 lave I heard groan, and drop : then know me not

;

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones.

Enter a Citisen.

In puny battle slay me.—Save you, sir.

Cit. And you.

Cor. Direct me, if it be your « ill,

\Vhere great Aufidius lies: Is he in Antium?
Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state.

At his house this nijjht.

Cor. Which is his house, beseech yon?

Cit. This, here, before you.

Cor. iTiank you, sir; farewell.

[Exit Citizen.

O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fa.st

sworn.
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart.

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise.

Are still together, who 'twin, as 'twere, in love

Unseparable, shall within this hour,

On a dissention of a doit, break out

To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, [sleep,

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their

To take the one the other, by some chance.

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends,

And interjoin their issues. So with me :

—

My birth--place hate I, and my love's upon
This enemy town.—I'll enter : if he slay me.
He does fair justice ; if he give me way,
I'll do his country service. [Exit.

Scene V.— The same. A Hall in Aufidius'

s

House. Music within. Enter a Servant.

1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine ! What service is here I

I think our fellows are asleep. [Exit.

Enter another Servant.

2 Ser. Where's Cotus ? my master calls for him.

—

Cotus

!

[Exit.

Enter CORIOLANUS.

Cor. A'goodly house : The feast smells well \ but 1

Appear not like a guest.

Re-enter the first Servant.

1 Ser. What would you have, friend ? Whence
are you ? Here's no place for you : Pray, go to the

door.

Cor. I have deserv'd no better entertainment.

In being Coriolanus.

«
Re-enter second Servant.

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter

his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such
companions ? Pray, get you out.

Cor. Away

!

2 Serv. Away ? Get you away.
Cor. Now thou art troublesome.
2 Serv. Am you so brave ? I'll have you talked

with anon.

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him.

3 Serv. What fellow's this ?

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I

cannot get him out o'the house : Pr'ythee, call my
master to him.

3 Serif. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray
you, avoid the house. [hearth.

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt you.
3 Serv. What are you ?

Cor. A gentleman.
3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. •

Cor. True, so I am.
3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some

other station ; here's no place for you
;
pray you,

avoid • come.
Cor. Follow your function, go !

And batten on cold bits. (Pushes him away.)
3 Serv. What, will you not? Pr'ythee, tell my

master what a strange guest he has here.

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit.
3 Serv. Where dwellest thou?
Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Serv. Under the canopy ? •

Cor. Ay.
3 Serv. Where's that ?

Cor. r the city of kites and crows.
3 Serv. r the city of kites and crows?—What

an ass it is !—Then thou dwellest with daws too?

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. [master?

2 Serv. How, sir! Do you meddle with ray
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Cor. Ay, 'tis an honester service than to meddle
with thy mistress

:

Thou prat'st, and prat'st ; serve with thy trencher,
hence ! {Beats him away.)

Enter Aufidius and the second Servant.-

Auf. Where is this fellow?
2 Serv. Here, sir ; I'd have beaten him like a

dog', but for disturbing the lords within.

Auf. Whence coniest thou? What wouldestthou?
Thy name ?

Why speak'st not ? Speak, man : What's thy name ?

Cor. If, Tullns, {Unmitffling.)
Not yet thou know'st me, and seeing me, dost not
Think me for the man I am, necessity
Commands me name myself.

Auf. What is thy name ?

{Servants retire.)

Cor. A name ijnmusical to the Volcians' ears.

And harsh in sound to thine.

At'f. Say, what's thy name ?

Thou hast a grim appearanpe, and thy face

Bears a command in't; thougli thy tackle's torn.

Thou shew'st a noble vessel : What's thy name ?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know'st thou
me yet?

Auf. I know thee not :—Thy name ?

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices,
Great huft aud mischief; thereto witness may
My surname, Coriolanus : The painful service.

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood
Shed for my thankless country, are requited
But with that surname ; a good memory,
And witness of the malice and displeasure

Which thou should'st bear me : only that name
The cruelty and envy of the people, [remains

;

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest

;

And sufiFer'd me by the voice of slave to be
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, tliis extremity
Hath brought me to thy hearth : Not out of hope.
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men i' the world
I would have 'voided tiiee : but in mere spite,

To be full quit of those my banishers,

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast

A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those mains
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee

straight,

And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it,

That my revengeful services may prove

As benefits to thee ; for I will fight

Against my canker'd country with the spleen

Of all the under iiends. But if so be
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more fortunes

Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I also am
Longer to live most weary, and present

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice

:

Which not to cut, would shew thee but a fool;

Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate.

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast.

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless

It be to do thee service.

Aitf. O Marcius, Marcius,
Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter [heart

Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and say,

'Tis true : I'd not believe them more than thee.

All noble Marcius.—O, let me twine
Mine arms about that body, where against

My grained, ash an hundred times hath broke,

And scar'd the moon with splinters ! Here I clip

The anvil of my sword ; and do contest

As hotly and as nobly with thy love.

As ever in ambitious strength I did
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,

I loved the maid I married ; never man
Sighed truer breath ; but that I see thee here.

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart,
Thau when I first my wedded mistress saw
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I tell

thee.

We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn.
Or lose mine arm fort. Thou hast beat me out
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me

;We have been down together in my sleep,
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat.
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Mar-

cius,

Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that
Thou art thence banish'd, we would muster all

From twelve to seventy; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood o'er-beat. O, come, go in.

And take our friendly senators by the hands ;

Who now are here, taking their leaves°of meW ho am prepar'd against your territories.

Though not for Rome itself.

Cor. Von bless me, gods !

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wiit

have
The leading of thine own revenges, take
The one half of my commission; and set down,

—

As best thou art experienc'd, since thou know'st
Thy country's strength and weakness,—thine own

ways :

Whether to knock against the gates of Rome,
Or rudely visit them in parts remote,
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in:

Let me commend thee first to those, that shall

Say, yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes '

And more a friend than e'er an enemy

;

Yet Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Most
welcome !

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius.
1 Serv. {Advancing.) Here's astrange alteration !

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have
strucken him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave
me, his clothes made a false report of him.

1 Serv. What an arm he has I He turned me
about with his finger and his thumb, as one would
set up a top.

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was
something in him: he had, sir, a kind of face,

methoiight,—I cannot tell how to term it.

1 Serv. He had so : looking as it were,
—'Would

I were hanged, but I thought there was more in

him than I could think.

2 Serv. So did I, Ml be sworn: he is simply the

rarest man i'the world.
1 Serv. I think, he is ; but a greater soldier than

he, you wot one.

2 Serv. Who ? my master ?

1 Serv. Nay, it's no matter for that.

2 Serv. Worth six of him.

1 Serv. Nay, not so, neither ; but I take him to be

the greater soldier.

2 Serv. 'Faith, look 5*Jn, one cannot tell how to

say that: for the defence of a town, our general is

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. [excellent.

Re-enter third Servant.

3 Serv. O, slaves, I can tell you news ; news,

you rascals.

1. 2. Serv. What, what, what? let's partake.

3 Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all nations ;

I had as lieve be a condemned man.

1. 2. Serv. Wherefore? wherefore?

3 Serv. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack

our general,—Caius Marcius.

1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general ?

3 Serv. I do not say, thwack our general ; but

he was always good enough for him.

2 Serv. Come, we are fellows, and friends ; he

was ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say

so himself.
00
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1 Slerv- fie was too !iar<l for him directly, to say

the t/iith on't : bi^fore Corioli he scotciied him iiiid

notched him hke a carbonado.

2 Serv. An lie had been cannibally given, he

niisht have broiled and eaten him too.

i Serv. But, more ol'thy news?
3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, as

?< Ue were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end

f%etab!fc: no question asked him by any of the

senators, but they stand bald before him: Our ge-

neral himself makes a mistress of him; sanctities

himself wil!i's hand, and turns np the white o'the

eye to his discourse. But the bottom of the news
is, our general is cut i'the middle, and but one

halfoi what he was yesterday; for the other has

half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole table.

He'll go, he says, and sovvle the porter of Rome
gates by the ears : He will mow down all before

him, and leave his passage polled.

2 Serv. And he's as like to dot, as any man I can

imagine.

3 Serv. Do't? he will do't: For, look yon, sir,

he has as many friends as enemies : which friends,

sir, (as it were,) durst not (look you, sir,') shew
themselves (as we term it,) his friends, whilst he's

in directitnde.

1 Serv. Directitnde ! what's that ?

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest np
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their

burrows, like conies after rain, and revel all with

him.

1 Serv. But when goes this forward?
3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day : presently. You

shall have the drum struck np this afternoon : 'tis

as it were, a parcel of the feast, and to be executed

ere they wipe their lips.

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, in-

crease tailors, and breed ballad-makers.

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds

peace, as far as day does night ; it's sprightly,waking,

audible, and full of vent. Peace is a very apo-

plexy, lethargy ; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible;

a getter of more bastard children, than war's a

destroyer of men.
2 Serv. 'Tis so : and as war, in some sort, may

be said to be a ravisher; so it cannot be denied,

but peace is a great maker of cuckolds.

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.

3 Serv. Reason; because they then less need
one another. The wars for my money. I hope to

see Romans as cheap as Volcians. They are rising,

they are rising.

All. In, in, in, in. lExeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Rome. A Public place.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him;

His remedies are tame i'the present peace
And quietness o'the people, which before

VVere in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends

Blush, that the world goes well ; who rather had,

Though they themselves did suffer by't, behold
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see

Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going
About their functions friendly.

Enter Menenius.

Bru. We stood to't in good time. Is this Me-
nenius ?

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown most kind
Oflate.—Hail, sir!

yien. Hail to you both

!

Sic. Yoi'r Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss'd.

But with his friends : the common-wealth doth stand;
And so would do, were he more angry at it.

Men. All's well ; and might have been much
I better, if

He could have temporiz'd.
Sic. Who re IS he, henr you

I
Men. Nay, I hear nothing ; his mother and his wife

Hear nothing from him.

Enter three orfour Citizens.

at. The gods preserve you both !

Sic. Goode'en, our neighbours.
Brn. Good-e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all.

1 Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children on our
knees.

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. Live, and thrive !

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours: We wish'd
Coriolanus

Had lov'd you as we did.

Cit. Now the gods keep you !

Bot/i Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exeu7it Citizens.
Sic. This is a happier and more comely time,

Than when these fellows ran about t'he streets,

Crying, Confusion.

Brti. Caius Marcius was
A worthy officer i'the war ; but insolent,

O'ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking,
Self-loving,

—

Sic. And affecting one sole throne.
Without assistance.

31en. I think not so.

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation.
If he had gone forth consul, found it so.

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome
Sits safe and still without him.

i Enter .^dile.

^d. Worthy tribunes.

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison,

Reports,—the Voices with two several powers
Are enter'd in the Roman territories

;

And with the deepest malice of the war
Destroy what lies before them.
Men. 'Tis Anfidius,

Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment.
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world

;

Which were inshell'd, when Marcius stood for
Rome,

And durst not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk yoi:
Of Marcius ? (be,

Bru. Go see this rumonrer whipp'd.—It canuot
The Voices dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be

!

We have record, that very well it can
;

And three examples of tiie like have been
Within my age. But reasoy with the fellow.
Before you punish him, where he heard this

;

Lest you should chance to whip your information.
And beat the messenger, who bids beware
or what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me

:

I know, this cannot be.

Bru. Not possible.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The nobles, in great earnestness, are goiiig
All to thj senate-house : some news is come.
That turns their countenances.

Sic. 'Tis this slave ;—
Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes :—his raising !

Nothing but his report

!

Mess. Yes, worthy sir.

The slave'.s report is seconded ; and more.
More fearful, is deliver'd.

Sic. What more fearful ?
Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths

(How probable, I do not know,) that Marcius,
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Rome;
And vows revenge as spacious, as between
The young's t and oldest thing.

Sic. This is most likely

!

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker sort may wish
Good Marcius home again.

S'c. The very trick on"t.
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Men. This is unlikely :

He and Anfidius can no more atone,

J'lian violentest contrariety.

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. Yon are sent for to the «enate

A fearful army, led by Oaius Marcius,

Associated with Autidius, rages

Upon our territories; and have already

O'crborne their way, consum'd with fire, and took

What lay before them.

Enter Cominids.

Com. O^you have made good work !

Men.
~

What news ? what news ?

Cotn. Yon have holp to ravish your own daugh-
ters, and

To melt the city leads upon your pates

;

To see your wives dishonour'd to your noses:

—

Men. What's the news? what's the newsr
Co?n. Your temples burned in their cement ; and

Your franchises, whereon you stood^ confin'd

Into an augre's bore.

Men. Pray now, your news ?

—

You have made fair work, 1 fear me :—Pray, your
news ?

If Marcius should be join'd with Volcians,

—

Co?n. If!

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing
Made by some other deity than nature,

That shapes man better: and they follow him,t
Against us brats, with no less confidence,

Than boys pursuing summer butterflies,

Or butchers killing flies.

Men. You have made good work,
You, and your apron-men

;
you, that stood so much

Upon the voice of occupation, and
The breath of garlick-eaters !

Com. He will shake
Your Rome about yours ears.

Men. As Hercules
Did shake down mellow fruit : You have made fair

Bru. But is this true, sir ? [work !

JJom. Ay ; and you'll look pale
Before you find it other. All the regions

Do smilingly revolt; and, who resist.

Are only mock'd for valiant ignorance.

And perish constant fools. VVho is"t can blame him?
Your enemies, and his, fmd something in him.
Men. We are all undone, umess

The noble man have mercy.
Com. Who shall ask it?

The tribunes cannot do't for shame ; the people
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they
Should say, He good to Rome, they charg'd him even
As those should do that had deserv'd his hate,

And therein shew'd like enemies.
Men. 'Tis true

:

If he were putting to my house the brand
That should consume it, I have not the face

To say. Beseech you, cease.—You have made fair

hands.
Yon, and your crafts ! you have crafted fair

!

Com. You have brought
A trembling upon Rome, such as was never
So incapable of help.

Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men, How ! Was it we ? We lov'd him ; but,

like beasts.

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clusters,

Who did hoot him out o'the city.

Com. But, I fear.

They'll roar him in again. Tnllus Anfidius,
The second name of men, obeys his points^
As if he were his ofiicer :—Desperation
Is all the policy, strength, and defence.
That Home can make against them.

_ Enter a Troop of Citizens.

Men. Here come the clusters.

—

And is Aufidii'.s with him ?-^You are they
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast

Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting at

Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming;
And not a hair upon a soldier's head.
Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs.
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down.
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter;
If he could burn us all into one coal.

We have deserv'd it.

Cit. 'Faith, we hear fearful news.
1 Cit. For mine own cart.

When I said, banish him, I said, 'twas pity.

2 Cit. And so did I.

3 Cit. And so did I ; and to say the trnth, so did
very many of us : That we did, we did for the best

:

and though we willingly consented to his banish-
ment, yet it was against our will.

Com. You are goodly things, you voices !

Me7i. You have made
Good work, you and your cry !—Shall ns to the

Com. O, ay : what else ? [Capitol •'

[Exeunt Com. and Men.
Sic. Go, masters, get you home, be not dismay'd ;

These are a side, that would be glad to have
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home.
And shew no sign of fear.

1 Cit. The gods be good to us I Come, masters,
let's home. I ever said, we were i'the wrong, when
we banish'd him.

2 Cit. So did we all. But come, let's home.
[Exeunt Citizens.

Bru. I do not like this news.
Sic. Nor I. [wealth
Bru. Let's to the Capitol:—'Would, half my

Would buy this for a lie I

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

A Camp ; at a small distance from
Rome.

Enter Aufidius, and his Lieutenant.

Auf. Do they still fly to the Roman ?

hieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him ; but
Your soldiers use him as tlie grace 'fore meat.
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ;

And you are darken'd in this action, sir.

Even by your own.
Auf. I cannot help it now;

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot

Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier

Even to my person, than I thought he would.
When first I did embrace him : Yet his nature
In that's no changeling ; and I must excuse
What cannot be amended.

Lieu. Yet 1 wish, sir,

(I mean for your particular,) you had not ,

Join'd in commission with him : but eithe ',

Had borne the action of yourself, or else

To him had left it solely. •

Auf. 1 understand thee well ; and be thou sure.

When he shall come to his account, he knows not

What I can urge against him. Although it seems.
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent

To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly.

And siiews good husbandry for the Volcian stale
,

Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon .

As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone t

That, which shall break his neck, or hazard mint.

Whene'er we come to our account. [Ron;e

Lieu. Sir, 1 beseech you, think you he'll carry

Atif. Ail places yield to him, ere ue sits down
And the nobility of Rome are his :

The senators, and patricians, love him too :

The tribunes are no s(<ldiers ; and theirpeople

Will be as rash in the repeal, as hastv

To expel him thence. 1 think, he'll be to Rome,
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it

By sovereignty of nature. First he was
A noble servant to them ; but he could not

Carry his honours even : w hether 'twas pride,

00*
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Scene I.

—

Rome.

Enter Menenius, Comixius,

Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man; whether defect of judgment

To fail in the disposing of those chances

Which he was lord of; or whether nature,

Not to be other than one thing, not moving

From the casque to the cusiiion, but commanding
peace

Even with the same austerity and garb

As he cnntroH'd the war : but, one of these,

(As he hath spices of them all, not all,

For I dare so far free him,) made him fear'd,

So hated, and so banish'd : But he has a merit

To choke it in the utterance. So onr virtues

Lie in the interpretation of the time;

And power, unto itself most commendable,
Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair

To extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire : one nail, one nail

;

Rights by rights fouler^ strength by strengths, do fail.

Come, let's away. Wlien, Caius, Home is (hine,

Thou art poor st of all ; then .sliortly art thoit mine.

[Exeunt.

ACT. V.

A Public Place.

SiCXNIUS, Brctus,
and others.

Men. No, rUnotgo: you hear what he hath said.

Which was sometime his general; who lov'd him
In a most dear particular. He call'd me, father :

Hut what o' that? Go, you that banish'd hira,

A mile before his tent fall down, and kneel

The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd

To hear Cominius speak, I'll keep at home.

Com. He would not seem to know me.

Men. Do yon hear ?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name :

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

He would not answer to : forbad all names;

He was a kind of nothing, titleless,

Till he had forg'd himself a name i' the fire

Of bnrniug Rome.
Men. Wliy, so ; yon have made good work :

A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome,
To make coals cheap : A noble memory !

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon,

When it was less expected : He replied,

It was a bare petition of a state

To one whom they had punish'd.

Men. Very well

:

Could he say less ?

Com. I olfer'd to avt-aken his regard

For his private friends ; His answer to me was.

He could not stay to pick them in a pile

Of noisome, musty chaif : He said, 'twas folly.

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt.

And still to nose the offence.

Men. For one poor grain

Or two? I am one of those ; his mother, wife,

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the

grains ;

You are tiie musty chaff; and you are smelt

Above the moon : We must be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : If you refuse your aid

In this so never-heeded help, yet do not

Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue

More than the instant army we can make,
Might stop our countryman.
Men. No; III not meddle.
Sic. I pray you, go to him.

Men. What should! do?
Bru. Only make trial what yonr love can do

For Rome, towards Marciu.s.

Men, Well , and say that Marcins
Return me, as Cominius is return'd.

Unheard ; what then ?

—

Hut as a discontented friend, grief-shot

With his nnkindne.ss ? Sav't be so?

Sic. Yet your good will

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure.

As you intended well.

Men. Ill undertake it

:

I tiiink, he'll hear me. 'i''et to bite his lip.

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me.
He was not taken well ; he had not din'd :

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then
We pout upon the morning, are unapt

To give or to forgive; but, when we have stuffd

These pipes and these conveyancers of our blood
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls

Than in our priest-like fasts ; therefore I'll watch
Till he be dieted to my request, [him,

And then I'll set upon him.

Bru. You know tht very road into his kindness,

And cannot lose your way.
Men. Good faith, I'll prove him.

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have knowledge
Of my success. [Exit.

Com. He'll never hear him.

Sic. Not
Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye

Red as 'twonld burn Rome ; and his injury

The gaoler to his pity. I kneei'd before him :

'Twas very faintly he said, Rise ; dismiss'd me
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do,

He sent in writing after me ; what he would not.

Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions :

So, that all hope is vain,

Unless his noble mother, and his wife

;

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence ,

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt.

Scene II. — An advanced Post of the Volcian
Camp before Rome. The guard at their stations.

Enter to them Menenius.
1 G. Stay : Whence are you ?

2 G. Stand, and go back.

Men. You guard like men ; 'tis well : But, by
your leave,

I am an officer of state, and come
To speak with Coriolanus.

1 G. From whence ?

Men. From Rome
1 G. You may not pass, you must return : our

general

Will no more hear from thence.

2 G. You'll see your Rome embrac'd with fire,

You'll speak with Coriolanus. (before

Men. Good my friends.

If you have heard your general talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks,

My name hath touch'd j'our ears : [it is Menenius.
] G. Be it so ; go back : tlie virtue of your name

Is not here passable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow.

Thy general is my lover : I have been
The book of his good acts, whence men have read
His fame unparallel'd, haply, amplified;

For I have ever verified my friends,

(Of whrm he's chief,) with all the size that verity

Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes,
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground,

I have tumbled past the throw; and in his praise

Have, almost, stanip'd the leasing : therefore, fellow,

I mi:st have lea; e to pass.

1 G. 'Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies in

his behalf, as you have uttered words in your own,
you should not pass here : no, though it were as

virtuous to lie, as to live chastely. Therefore, go back.

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is

Menenius, always factionary on the party of your
general.

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar, (as you
say yon have,) I am one that, telling true under him,
must say, you cannot pass. Therefore, ^o back.

Men. Has be dined, canst thou tell? lor I would
not speak with him till after dinner.
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1 G. Yoa are a Roman, are you ?

Men. I am as thy general is.

1 G, Then you should hate Rome, as he does.

Can you, when you have piisli'd out your gates the

very defender of them, and, in a violent popular

ignorance, given your enemy your sliield, think to

front his revenges with the easy groans of old

women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or

with the palsied intercession of such a decayed do-

tant as you seem to be ? Can you think to blow out

the intended fire your city is ready to tiame in, with
such weak breath as this ? No, you are deceived

;

therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for your ex-
ecution : you are condemned, our general has sworn
yoa out of reprieve and pardon.
Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here,

he would use me with estimation.

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men. I mean, thy general.

1 G. My general cares not for you. Bark, I say,

go, lest I let forth your half pint of blood ;—back,
—that's the utmost of your having : back.

3Ien. Nay, but fellow, fellow,

—

Enter Coriolanos and AuFioros.

Cor. What's the matter ?

Men. Now, you companion, I'll say an errand
for you ;

you shall know now, that I am in estima-
tion ; you shall perceive, that a Jack guardant cannot
office me from my son Coriolauus : guess, but by
my entertainment with him, if thou stand'st not i'

the state of hanging, or of some death more long in

spectatorship, and crueller in suffering; behold now
presently, and swoon for what's to come upon thee.

—The glorious gods sit in hourly synod about thy
particular properity, and love thee no worse than
thy old father Menenius does 1 O, my son ! my son !

thou art preparing fire for us ; look thee, here's

water to quench it. I was hardly moved to come
to thee ; but being assured, none but myself could
move thee, I have been blown out of your gates
with sighs; and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and
thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods as-

suage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this

varlet here ; this, who, like a block, hath denied my
access to thee.

Cor. Away

!

Men. How ! away

!

Cor. Wife, motlier, child, I know not. My affairs

Are servanted to others : Though I ovve

My revenge properly, my remission lies

lu Volcian breasts. That we have been familiar,

Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather

Than pity note bow much.—Therefore, be gone.
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than
\ our gates against my force. Yet, for I lov'd thee.

Take this along; I writ it for thy sake,

(Gives a letter.)

And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius,
I will not hear thee speak.—This man, Aufidius,
Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou behold'st

—

Auf. You keep a constant temper.
[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius.

1 G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius ?

2 G. 'Tis a spell, you see, of much power : Yoa
know the way home again.

1 G. Do you hear how we are shent for keeping
your greatness back?
2 G. What cause, do vou think, I have to swoon?
Men. I neither care lor the world, nor your ge-

neral : for such things as you, I can scarce tliink

there's any, you are so slight. He that hath a will

to die by himself, fears it not from another. Let
your general do his worst. For yon, be that you
are, long ; and your misery increase with your age !

I say to you, as I was said to, Away I [Exit.

\ G. A noble fellow, I warrant him.
2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the

rjck, the oak not to be v indshaken. [Exeunt.

Scene \\\.—Tha Tent of Coriolanus.

Enter Coriolanus, Aufidhjs, and others.

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow
Set down our host.—My partner in this action,
\ou must rejxjrt to the Volcian lords, how plainly
I have borne this business.

Auf. Only their ends
You have respected ; stopp'd your ears against
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted
A private whisper, no, not with such friends
That thought them sure of you.

Cor. This last old man.
Whom with a crack'd heart I have sent to Rome,
Lov'd me above the measure of a father;
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge
Was to send him ; lor whose old love, I have
(Though I shew'd sourly to him,) once more oQ'er'd

The first conditions, which they did refuse.
And cannot now accept, to grace him only.
That thought he could do more ; a very little

I have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits.

Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter
Will I lend ear to.—Ha ! what shout is this V

[Shout tvit/iin.)

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow
In the same time 'tis made!* 1 «ill not.

—

Enter, in mourning habits, Virgilia, VoLinaNiA,
leading young Marcius, Valeria, and Atten-
dants.

My wife comes foremost ; then the houour'd mould
Wherein this trunk wa.s Irarn'd, and in her hand
The grand child to iier blood. But, out, affection !

All bond and privilege ot nature, break !

Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate.

—

What is that curt'sy worth ? or those dove's eyes.
Which can make gods forsworn?—I melt, and am not
Of stronger earth than others.—My mother bows

;

As if Olympus to a molehill should
In supplication nod : and my young boy
Hath an aspect of intercession, which
Great nature cries. Deny not.—Let the Voices
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll never
Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand.

As if a man were author of himself.

And knew no other kin.

Vir. My lord and husband !

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome.
Vir. The sorrow, that delivers us thus chang'd.

Makes you think so.

Cor. Like a dull actor now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh.

Forgive my tyranny; but do not say.

For that. Forgive our Romans.—O, a kiss

Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge !

Now by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss

I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip

Hath virgin'd it e'er since.—You gods ! I prate,

And the most noble mother of the world

Leave unsaluted : Sink, ray knee, i' the earth
;

{Kneels.)

Of thy deep duty more impression shew
Than that of commons sons.

Vol. O, stand up bless'd !

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint,

I kneel before thee ; and unproperly

Shew duty, as mistaken all the while

Between the child and parent. [Kneels.)

Cor. What is this ?

Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ?

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach

Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous wind
Strike the proud cedars 'gainst the fiery suu

;

Murd'ring impossibility, to make
SVhat cannot be, slight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady :'

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola,
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The tuooa of Rome ; chaste as the icicle,

Thnt s curded by the frost from purest snow,

Aud lianss on Dian's temple : Dear Valeria I

Vo/. This a j)oor epitome of yours,

Which by the interpretation of full time

May shew like all yourself

Cor. The god of soldiers,

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform

Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may'st prove

To shame unvulnerable, and stick, i' the wars
Like a great sea-mark, standing- every flaw,

And saving those that eye thee .'

Vol. Your knee, sirrah.

C'oi: That's my brave boy.

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself.

Are suitors to you.

Cor. I beseech you, peace

:

Or, if you'd ask, remember this before
;

The things, I have forsworn to grant, may never

iJe held by you denials. Do not bid me
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome's mechanics :—Tell me not

Wherein 1 seem unnatural: Desire not

To allay my rages and revenges, with

Yonr colder reasons.

Vol. O, no more, no more.'

You have said, yon will not grant us any thing

;

For we have nothing else to ask, but that

Which you deny already : Yet we will ask:

That, if you fail in our request, the blame

May hang upon yonr hardness : therefore hear us.

Cor. Aiifidius, and you Voices, mark ; for we'll

Hear nought from Rome in private.—Your request?-

Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our rai

ment.

And state of bodies would bewray what life

We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself,

How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which

should

Blake our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with

comforts.

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and

sorrow

;

Making the motlier, wife, and child, to see

The son, the husband, and the fatlier, tearing

His country's bowels out. And to poor we.

Thine enmity's most capital : thou barr'st us

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy : For how cau we,

Alas ! how can we for our country pray.

Whereto we are bound; together witlithy victory,

Whereto we are bound ? Alack ! or we must lose

The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy person,

Our comfort in the country. We must find

An evident calamity, though we had

Our wish, which side should win : for either thou

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led

With manacles thorough our streets, or else

Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin :

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed

Thy vrife and children's blood. For myself, son,

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till

These wars determine : if I cannot persuade thee

Rather to shew a noble grace to botli parts.

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner

March to assault thv country, than to tread

vTrust to't, thou shaft not,) on thy mother's womb.
That brought thee to this world.

Vir. Ay, and on mine.

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name
Living to time.

Boy. Hp shall not tread on me ;

I'll run away till I am bigger, but then I'll fight.

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be.

Requires nor child nor woman's face to sec.

I have sat too long. [Risivr/.]

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus,

f f it were so, that our request did tend

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy

The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us

As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit

Is. that you reconcile them : while the Voices
May say. This mercy toe have shewed; the Romans,
This we received ; and «ach in either side

Oive the all-hail to thee, and cry. Be bless'd

For making up this peace ! Thou know'st, great son.

The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain.

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

W^hich thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name.
Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses ;

Whose chronicle thus writ,

—

The man was noble,
But with his last attempt he ivip'd it out

;

Destroyed his country ; and his name remains
To the enstiiiig age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, son :

,

Thou hast aSected the fine strains of honour,
To imitate the graces of the gods

;

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'the mr.
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt

That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ?

Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man
Still to remember wrongs ?—Daughter, speak you :

!

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thoa, boy:
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more '

Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the
world

]\Iore bound to his mother; yet here he lets me prate.

Like one i'the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life
,

Shew'd thy dear mother any courtesy

;

When she, (poor hen!) fond of no second brood,
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home,
Loaden with honour. Say, my request's unjust,'

And spurn me back: But, if it be not so.

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee^
That thou restrain'st from me the duty, which
To a mother's part belongs.—He turns away:
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees.
To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride.
Than pity to our prayers. Dow^n ; an end

;

This is the last;---So we will home to Rome,
And die among our neighbours.—Nay, behold us r

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have.
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship.

Does rea.son our petition with more strength

Than thou ha.st to deny't.—Come, let us go

;

This fellow had a Volcian to his mother
;

His wife is in Corioli, and his child

Like him by chance :— Yet give us our despatch :

'

I am hush'd until our city be afire,

And then I'll speak a little.

Cor. O mother, mother !

[Holding Volumnia by the hands, silent.)

What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope.
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene
They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O !

You have won a happy victory to Rome :

But, for your son,—believe it, O believe it,

Most dangerously, you have with him prevail'd.

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come :

—

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,
I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius,

Were you in my stead, say, would you have heard
A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius ?

Aiif. I was mov'd withal.

Cor. I dare be sworn, you were
And, sir, it is no little thing, to make
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir.

What peace you'll make, advise me : For my part,

I'll not to Rome, I'll back witli you ; and pray you.
Stand to me in this cause.—O mother ! wife !

Auf. I am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and thy
honour

At difference in thee : out of that I'll work
Myself a former fortune. (Aside.)

{T/ie Ladies make signs to Coriolanus.)

Cor. Ay, by and bv ;

[To Volumnia, Virgilia,§fc.j

But we will drink together ; and you shall bear

A better witness back than words, which we.

On like conditions, will have counterseal'd.
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Ladies, you deserve
: all the swords

Coniu, enter with iis.

To have a temple built you
la Italy, and her confederate arms.
Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—.Rotne. A public Place.

Enter Menenius and SiciNius.

Men. See you youd' coigu o'the Capitol
; yond'

corner-stone ?

Sic. Why, what of that?
Men. If it be possible for yon to displace it with

your littler fiuKcr, there is some hope the ladies of
Rome, especially his mother, may prevail with him.
But I sav, there is no hope in't ; our throats are
sentenced, and stay upon execution.

Sic. Is't possible, that so short a time can alter

the condition of a man ?

Men. There is diflbrency between a grub, and
a butterlly; yet your butterfly was a grub. This
Blarcius is grown from man to dragon : he has
win^s ; he's more than a creeping thing.

Sic. He loved his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers
his mother now, than an eight year old horse. The
tartness of his face sours ripe grapes. When he
walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground
shrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce a
corslet with his eye ; talks like a knell, and his hum
is a battery. He sits in his state, as a thing made
for Alexander. What he bids be done, is finished
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god but
eternity, and a heaven to throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

3Ie7i. I paint him in the cliaracter. Mark, what
mercy his mother shall bring from him : There is

no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male
tiger ; that shall our poor city find : and all this is

long of you.
Sic. The gods be good unto us

!

Men. No. in such a case the gods will not be
good unto us. When we banish'd.him, we respect-

ed not them : and he, returning to break our necks,
they respect not us.

Enter a Messeiiger.

Mess. Sir, if you'd save your life, fly to your house;
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune.

And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if

The Roman ladies bring not comfort home,
They'll give him death by inches.

Enter another Messenger.

Sic. What's the news ?

Mess. Good news, good news;—the ladies have
prevail'd,

The Voices are dislog'd, and Marcius gone :

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins.

Sic. Friend,

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ? -,

Mess. As certain, as I know the sun is fire :

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it?

Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide,

As the recoinforted through the gates. VV^hy, hark
you

;

[Trumpets and hautbois sounded, and drum
beaten, all together. Shouting also luithin.

The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes,

Tambors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans,
Make the sun dance. Hark you ! [Shouting again.)

Men. This is good news :

1 will go meet the ladies. This V^olumnia

Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians,

A city full ; of tribunes, such as you,

A sea and land full : You have pray'd well to-day
;

This momiog, for ten thousand of your throats

I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy '.

(Shouting and nuisic.)

Sic. First, the gods bless yon for your tidings :

Accept my thankfulness. [next.

Mess. Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.
Sic. They are near the city ?

Mess, .\lmost at point to enter.

Sic. We will meet them,
-\nd help the joy. {Going.)

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators,
Patricians, and People. They pass over t

Stage.

I Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome :

Call all your tribes together, praise the gods,
-And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before

them

:

Unshout the noise that banish'd Marcius :

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother;
Cry,— Welcome, ladies, welcome !

—

^11.
_

Welcome, ladies !

\V'elcome ! [A flourish tvith drums and trumpets.)
[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Antium. A public place.

Enter TcLLUS Aufidius, tvith Attendants.

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here
Deliver them this paper : having read it,

Bjd them repair to the market-place, where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons' ears,

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse.
The city ports by this hath enter'd, and
Intends to appear before the people, hoping
To purge himself with words : Despatch.

[Exeunt Attendants.

Enter three or four Conspirators oj Aufidius
factions.

Most welcome !

1 Con. How is it with our general ?

Auf. Even so.

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd.
And with his charity slain.

2 Con. Most noble sir,

If you do hold the same intent, wherein
You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver yoc
Of your great clanger.

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell

:

We must proceed, as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilst

'Twixt you there's diflerence ; but the fall of either

Makes the survivor heir of all.

Auf. I know it

;

And my pretext to strike at him admits

A good construction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heighteu'd,

He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery.

Seducing so my friends : and, to this end,

He bow'd his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unswayable, and free.

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness.

When he did stand for consul, which he lost,.

By lack of stooping.

Auf. That I would have spoke of:

Being banish'd fort, he came unto my hearth ;

Presented to my knife his throat . I took him ;

Made him joint-servant with me : gave him way
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose

Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,

My best and freshest men ; serv'd his designments

In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame,

VVhich he did end all his ; and took some pride

To do myself this wrong : till, at the last,

I seem d his follower, not partner ; and

He wag'd me wth his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

1 Con. So he did, my lord :

The army marvell'd at it. And, in the last.

When he had carried Rome ; and that we look'd

For no less spoil, than glory,

—

A„f There was it;

For wiiich my sinews shall be stretch'd upon him.

At a few drops of women's rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he sold the blood nud labour

Of our gieat action : Therefore shall he die.
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And III reuew me in his fall. But, hark ! 1

{Drums and tfumpets sound, vjith great

shouts of the people.

1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a post,

And had no welcomes home ; but he returns.

Splitting the air with noise.

-2 Con. And patient fools,

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear,

With giving him glory.

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage.

Ere he express himself, or move the people

With what he would say, let him feel your sword,

Which we will second. When he lies along,

After your way his tale prouounc'd shall bury

His reasons with his body.

Auf. Say no more
;

Here come the lords.

Enter the Lords of the City.

Lords. You are most welcome.

Auf. I tiave not deserv'd it

;

But, worthy lords, liave you with heed perus'd

What I liave written to you ?

Lords. We have.

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it.

What faults he made before the last, I think.

Might have found easy fines : but there to end,

Where he was to begin: and give away
The benefit of our levies, answering us

With our own charge ; making a treaty, where

There was a yielding ; This admits no excuse.

A7if. He approaches, you shall hear him.

Enter Coriolanus, loith drums and colours ; a
crowd of Citizens with him.

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return'd your soldier

;

No more infected with my country's love.

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting

Under your great command. You are to know.

That prosperously I have attempted, and

With bloody passage led your wars, even to

The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought

home.
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part.

The charges of the action. We have made peace.

With no less honour to the Antiates,

Than shame to the Romans : And we here deliver,

•Subscribed by the consuls and patricians.

Together with the seal o' the senate, what

We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, noble lords
;

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree

He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor !—How now ?—
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius.

Cof. Marcius

!

Aitf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; Dost thou think

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol'n name
Coriolanus in Corioli ?

—

You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously

He has betray'd your business, and given up.

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome
(I say, your city,) to his wife and mother:

Breaking his oath and resolution, like

A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting

Counsel o'the war; but at his nurse's tears

He wind and roard away your victory

;

That pages blush'd at him, and men ot heart

Look'd wondering each at other.

(^gf^ Hear'st thou. Mars ?

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,—

Cor. Ha!

Auf. No more.

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave !

—

Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that ever

I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave
lords,

Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion

(Who wears my stripes impress'd on him ; that must
bear

My beating to his grave ;) shall join to thrust

The lie unto him.

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices: men and lads.

Stain all your edges on me.—Boy ! False hound !

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there,

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I

Flutter'd your voices in Corioli

:

Alone I did it.—Boy !

Auf. Why, noble lords,

Wdl you be put in mind of his blind fortune.

Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart,

'Fore your own eyes and ears ?

Con. Let him die for't. [Several speak at once.)

Cit. [Speaking promiscuously.) Tear him to

pieces, do it presently. He killed ray son-—my
daughter;—He killed my cousin Marcus;—he killed

my father.

—

2 Lord. Peace, ho ;—no outrage;—peace.
The man is noble, and his fame folds in

This orb o' the earth. His last ott'ence to us

Shall have judicious hearing.—Stand, Atitidius,

And trouble not the peace.

Cor. O, that I had him.

With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe.

To use my lawful sword

!

Auf. Insolent villain
!]

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.

(Aujidius and the Conspirators draiv,

and kill Coriolanus, ivho falls, and
Aufidius stands on him.)

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak.

1 Lord. O Tullus,—
2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour

will weep.
3 Lord. Tread not upon him.—Masters all, be

quiet

;

Put up your swords. [rage,

Auf. My lords, when you shall know (as in this

Provok'd by him, you cannot,) the great danger
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoine

That he is thus cut oif. Please it yonr honours
To call me to your senate, 111 deliver
?dyself your loyal servant, or endure
Your heaviest censure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body.
And nii/urn you for him : let him be regarded
As the most noble corse, that ever heraldj
Did follow to his urn.

2 Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Let's make the best of it.

Auf. My rage is gone.
And I am struck with sorrow.—Take him up :

—

Help, three o' the cliiefest soldiers ; I'll be one.

—

15eat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully

:

Trail your steel pikes.—Though in this city he
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury,

Yet he shall have a noble memory.

—

Assist. [Exeunt, bearing the body of Coriolanus
A dead march sounded.
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Triumvirs after the death of
Julius Ccesar.

JULIUS CjESAR.
OCTAVIUS C^SAR,
MARCUS ANTONIUS,
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Scene,—During a great part of the Play, at Rome; afterwards at Sardis; and near Philippi.

ACT I. _
Scene L—Home. A Street.

""

Enter Flavius, Mahullus, and a Rabble of
Citizens.

Flav. Hence ; home, you idle creatures, get you
home;

Is this a holiday ? What! know you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk,

Upon a labouring day, without the sign

Of your profession ?—Speak, what trade art thou ?

1 Cit. VVhy, sir, a carpenter.

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ?

What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

—

You, sir ; what trade are you ?

2 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I

am but, as you would say, a cobbler.

Mar. But what trade art thou? Answer me
directly.

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with
a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender
of bad soals.

Mar. What trade, thou kaave ? thou naughty
knave, what trade ?

2 Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with
me : yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you.

Mar. What meanest thou by tliat ? Mend me,
thou saucy fellow ?

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you.

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thon ?

2 Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the awl

:

I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor women's
matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon
to old shoes ; when they are in great danger, I re-

cover thera. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-

leather, have gone upon my handy-work.
Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ?

Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ?

2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make
holiday, to see Csesar, and to rejoice in his triumph.
Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings

he home ?

What tributaries follow him to Rome,
To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels ?

You blocks, yon stones, you worse than senseless
things !

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
Knew you not Porapey ? Many a time and oft

Have yo\t climb'd up to walls and battlements.
To towers and windows, yen, to chimney-tops.
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat
The live-long-day, with patient expectation.
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome :

And, when you saw his chariot but appear.

Have you not made an universal shout.

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks.
To hear the replication of your sounds.

Made in her concave shores ?

And do you now put on your best attire ?

And do you now cull out a holiday ?

And do you now strew flowers in his way,"
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood?
Be gone ;

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees.
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague
That needs must light on this ingratitude.

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault.

Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, till the lowest stream
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

[Exeimt Citizens.
See, whe'r their basest metal be not mov'd

;

They vanish, tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol

;

This way will I : Disrobe the images.
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.
Mar. May we do so ?

You know, it is the feast of Lupercal.
Flav. It is no matter ; let no images

Be hung with Caesar's trophies. I'll about.

And drive away the vulgar from the streef.s

:

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

These grovving featliers, pluck'd from Cajsar's wing,

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch
;

Who else would soar above the view of men.
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunt,

Scene II.

—

T/ie same. A public Place.

Enter, i7i procession, with music, C^SAR ; Antony,
for the course; Calphurnia, Portia, Decils,
Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca, a great
Crowdfollowing ; among them a Soothsayer.

Cas. Calphurnia,

—

Casca. Peace, ho ! Caesar speaks. {Music ceases.)

Cces. Calphurnia,

—

Cal. Here, my lord.

Cas. Stand you directly in Antonius' way,
When he doth run his course.—Antonius. ,-

Ant. Caesar, my lord.

Cets. Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,

To touch Calphurnia : for our elders say,

The barren, touched in this holy chase.

Shake oil' their storil curse.

Ant. I shall remember

:

When Caesar says. Do this, it is perform'd.

Ca:s. Set on, and leave uo ceremony out. {Music.)
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Sooth. Cwsar.

C«». Ha! Who calls?

Casca. Bid every noise be still :—Peace yet again.

{Music ceases.)

Ccts. VVTio is it in the press, that calls on me ?

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,

Cry, Cfesar : Speak ; Csesar is turn'd to hear.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March.
CeES. What man is that?

Bru. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of

March.
Cas. Set him before me, let me see his face.

Cas. Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon
Caesar.

Caes. What say'st thou to me now ? Speak one*
again.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March.
Cits, He is a dreamer ; let us leave him:—pass.

[Senet. Exeunt all bid Bru. ana Cas.
\ Cas. Will you go see the order of the course?
J Bru. Not \.

Cas. I pray you, do.

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires

;

I'll leave yon.

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late

:

I have not from your eyes that gentleness.

And shew of love, as I was wont to have :

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. Cassius,

Be not deceiv'd : If I have veil'd my look,

I turn the trouble of my countenance
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am,
Of late, with passions of some diftierence,

Conceptions only proper to myself,

Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviours:
But let not therefore my good friends be griev''d;

( Among which Liuraber, Cassius, be you one ;)

Nor construe aty further my neglect.

Than that poor Urutus, with himself at war,
Forget the shews of love to other men.

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your
passion

;

By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell nie, good Brntus, can you see your face ?

Bru. No, Cassius: for the eye sees not itself.

But by reflection, by some other things.

Cas. 'Tisjust:

And it is very much lamented, Brutus,

'I'liat you have no such mirrors, as will torn

Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

That you might see your shadow, 1 have heard.
Where many of the best respect in Kon>e,
(Except imuiortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age's yoke,

Have wish'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me,
Cassius,

That you woidd have me seek into myself
For that whicli is not in me ?

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear :

And, since you know you cannot see yourself

So well as by reflection, I, your glass.

Will modestly discover to yourself

That of yourself which you yet know not of.

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus;,

Were I a common laugher, or did use

To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; if you know.
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,

And after scandal them ; or if you know,
Tliat I profess myself in banqueting
To all the rout,' then hold me dangerous.

{Flourish, and shout.)

Bru. What means this shouting? 1 do fear, the

people
Choose Ci«sar for their king.

Cas. Ay, do you fear it i

Then must I think you would not have it so.

Bru. I would not, Cassius
;
yet I love him well :

—

But wherefore do you hold me here so long?

What is it that you would impart to me ?

If it be aught toward the general good,

Set honour in one eye, and death i'the other.

And I will look on both indifferently :

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love

The name of honour more than I fear death.

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,

As well as I do know your outward favour.

Well, honour is the subject of my story.

—

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life ; but, for my single self,

I had as lief not be, as live to be
In awe of such a thing as I myself.

I was born free as Caesar ; so were you :

We both have fed as well ; and we can botii

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he.

For once, upon a raw and gusty day.

The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores,

Caesar said to me, Dar'st thou, Ca.ssius, now
Leap in with me into this angry Jiood,

And swim to yonder point ?—Upon the word,
Accouter'd as I was, 1 plunged in.

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did.

The torrent roar'd ; and we did buflet it

With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside.

And stemming it with hearts of controversy.
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,

Caesar cry'd, Help me, Cassius, or I sink.

I, as ^neas, our great ancestor.

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves ofTyber
Did I the tired Caesar: And this man
Is now become a god; and Cassius is

A wretched creature, and must bend his body.
If Caisar carelessly but nod on him.

He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark
How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake .

His coward lips did from their colour fly

;

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world.
Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan :

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books,
Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, Titinius,

Asa sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me,
A man ol such a leeble temper should
So get the start of the majestic world.
And bear the palm alone. {Shout. Flourish.)
Bru. Another general shout

!

I do believe, that these applauses are

For some new honours that are heap'd on Caesar.

CVf.v. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow
world.

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
Men at some time are masters of their fates:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars.

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.

Brutus, and Cajsar : What sliould be in that Caesar"'

Why should that name be sounded more than yours ?

Write them together, yours is as fair a name
;

Sound them, it dotli become the mouth as well;
Weigh them, it is n.i heavy; conjure with them
Brutus will start a s^)irit as soon as Caisar. {Shout.)
Now in the names ol all the gods at once.
Upon what meat doth this our Cssar feed.
That he is grown so great? Age, thou art sham'd :

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods 1

When went there by an age, since the great flood.

But it was fam'd witii more than with one man ?

When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rome.
Tiiat her wide walks encompass'd but one man i*

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,
W^heii there is in it but one only man.
O I you and I have heard our fathers say.
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There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd
^ The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome,
As easily as a king.

Bni. That yon ao love me, I am nothing jealous
;

What you would work me to, I ha"e some aim

:

How 1 have thought of this, and of these times,

I shall recount hereafter; for this present,

I would not, so with love I might entreat you,

Be any further mov'd. What you have said,

1 will consider ; what you have to say,

I will with patience hear : and find a time
Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things.

Till then, my noble triend, chew upon this

;

Brutus had rather be a villager.

Than to repute himself a son of Rome
Under these hard conditions as this time

Is like to lay npon us.

Cos. I am glad, that my weak words
Have struck but thus much shew of fire from Brutus.

Re-enter C.4;sar, and his Train.

Bru. Tke games are done, and Caesar is returning.

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ;

And he will, after his sour fashion, tell yon
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day.

Bru. I will do so :—But, look you, Cassius,

The angry spot doth glow on Caasar's brow,
And all the rest look like a chidden train;

Calphumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes,

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross'd in conference by some senators.

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is.

CcBS. Antonius.

Ant. Caesar.

CcES. Let me have men about me that are fat

;

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o'nights :

Yond' Cassius has a lean and hungry look

;

He thinks too much : such men are dangeroHS.

Ant. Fear him not, Cssar, he's not dangerous;

He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Cas. 'VN'ould he were fatter :—But I fear him not

:

Vet, if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man 1 should avoid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much

;

He is a great observer, and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays,

As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music

:

Seldom he smiles ; and smiles ip such a sort.

As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit

That could be mov'd to smile at any thing.

Such men as he be never at heart's ease.

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves;

And therefore are they very dangerous.

T rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,

'Chan what I fear ; for always I am Caesar.

Rome on my right hand, for this ear is deaf.

And tell me truly what thou think'st of him.

[Exeunt CcF.sar and his Train. Casca stays

behind.
Casca. You pull'd me by the cloak ; Would you

speak with me ?
Bru. Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanc'd to day.

That Cassar looks so sad ?

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not ?

Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath

chanc'd.

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him : and
being offered him, he put it by with the back of his

huncf, thus ; and then the people fell a-shouting.

Bru. What was the second noise for?

Casca. Why, for that too. [for ?

Cas. They shouted thrice ; What was the last cry

Casca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ?

Casca. Ay, marrv, wast, and he put it by thrice,

every time gentler tlian the other; and at every put-

tij>g by, mine honest neighbours shouted.
C:is. Who offered him the crown ;*

Casca. Why, Antony.

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
Casca. 1 can as well be lianged, as tell the manner

of it : it was mere foolery, i did not murk it. I saw-

Mark Antony offer him a crown ;—yet 'twas not a
crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets ;—and, as
I told you, he put it by once : but, for all that, to my
thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered

it to him again ; then he put it by again : but, to my
thinking, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it.

And then he offered it the third time ; he put it the

third time by : and still as he refifsed it, the rabble-
ment hooted, and clapped their chopped hands, and
threw up their sweaty night-caps, and uttered such
a deal of stinking breath because Casar refused the

crown, that it had almost choked Csesar; for he
swooned, and fell down at it : Aiid for mine own part,

I durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and
receiving the bad air.

Cas. JBut, soft, I pray you: Wiiat? Did C»sar
swoon ?

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and
foamed at mouth, and was speechless.

Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the falling-sickness.

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I,

And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness.

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but,

I am sure, Ctesar fell down. If the tag-rag people

did not clap him and hiss him, according as he
pleased and displeased them, as they use to do the

players in the theatre, I am no true man.
Bru. What said he, when he came unto himself?

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per-

ceived the common herd was glad he refused the

crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered

them his throat to cut.—An I had been a man of any
occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word,
I would I might go to hell among the rogues :—and
so he fell. When he came to himself again, he said.

If he had done or saud any thing amiss, he desired
their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three oi

four wenches, where 1 stood, cried, Alas, good soul!
—and forgave him with all their hearts : But there's

no heed to be taken of them ; if C*sar had stabbed

their mothers, they would have done no less.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad, away !

Casca. Ay.
Cas. Did Cicero say any thing ?

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek.
Cas. Towhateflect?
Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you

i'the face again: But those, that understood him,

smiled at one another, and shook their heads: but,

for my own part, it was Greek to me. 1 could tell

you more news too : Marullus and Flavius, for pull-

ing scarfs oft" Caesar's images, are put to silence.

Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if I

could remember it.

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Ca.sca .''

Casca. No, I am promised forth.

Cas. Will you dine with melto-morrow ?

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and

your dinner worth the eating.

Cas. Good ; 1 will expect you.

Casca. Do so: Farewell, both. [Exit,

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle, when h<- went to school.

Cas. So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise.

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit.

Which gives men stomach to digest his woras

With better appetite.

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you.

To-morroiv, if you please to s^iivk with me,

I will come home to you ; or, if you will.

Come home with me, and 1 will wait for you.

Cas. I w ill do so :—till then, think of the world.
[Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ;
yet, I see,

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
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From that it is dispos'd : Therefore 'tis meet

That noble minds keep ever with their likes :

For who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd ?

C«sar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus

:

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius,

He should not humour me. I will tiiis night.

In several hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from several citizens.

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name; wlierein obscurely

CfEsar's ambition shall be glanced at:

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure
;

For we shall shake him, or worse days endure. [Exit,

Scene III.

—

T/ie same. A Street.

Thunder andlightning. Eiiter,from opposite sides,

Casca, with his sword drawn, and CiCERO.

Cic. Good even, Casca : Brought you Csesar
home ?

Why are you breathles.s ? and why stare you so?
Casca. Are not you raov'd, when all the sway of

earth

Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero,

I have seen tempests, when the scolding wnds
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam.

To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds

;

But never till to-night, never till now.
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.

Either there is a civil strife in heaven

;

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,

Incenses them to send destruction.

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ?

Casca. A common slave (you know him well by
sight,)

Held up his left hand, which did flame, and burn
Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his hand.
Not sensible o^'fire, remain'd unscorch'd.
Besides, (I have not since put up my sword,)
Against the Capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went surly by.

Without annoying me : And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,
Transformed with their fear ; who swore, they saw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets.

And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit,

Even at noon day, upon the market-place.
Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say.

These are their reasons,—They are natural

;

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time :

But men may construe things after their fashion,

Clean from the purpose of the things thoraselves.

Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-monow ?

Casca. He doth ; for lie did bid Antonius
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.

Cic. Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sky
Is not to walk in.

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero.

Enter Cassius.

Cas. Who's there ?

Casca. A Roman.
Cas. Casca, by your voice.

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night
is this ?

Cas. A very pleasant night to honest men.
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so?
Cas. Those, that have known the earth so full of

faults.

For my part, I have walk'd about the streets.

Submitting me unto the i)erilou3 night;
And, tluis unbraced, Cfisca, as you see.
Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-stone :

And, when the cross blue lightning seem'd to open
The breast of heaven, I did present myself
Even in the aim and verj' Hash of it.

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt the

heavens ?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble.

When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

Cas. You are dull, Casca ; and those sparks of

Ufe

That should be in a Roman, you do want,

Or else you use not : You look pale, and gaze.

And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder.
To see the strange impatience of the heavens :

But if you would consider the true cause.

Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts.

Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind

;

Why old men, fools, and children calculate;

Why all these things change, from their ordinance.

Their natures, and pre-formed faculties,

To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find,

l^hat heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits

To make them instruments of fear and warning.
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca,

Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night;

That thuuders, lightens, opens graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol

:

A man no mightier than thyself, or me.
In personal action

;
yet prodigious grown.

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

Casca. "Via Caesar that you mean : Is it not, Cas-

sius ?

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestor.s ,

But, woe the while ! our father's minds are dead,

And we are govern'd with our mothers' spirits
;

Our yoke and suflerance shew us womanisii.

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow
31ean to establish Caisar as a king :

And he shall wear his crown by sea, and land.

In every place, save here in Italy.

Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger then

;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius

;

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong.

;

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat

:

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass.

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron.

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit

;

But life, being weary of these wordly bars.

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides.

That part of tyranny that I do bear,
I can shake off at pleasure.

Casca. So can I

;

So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf.
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep

:

tie were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire.

Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome,
What rubbish, and what oifal, when it serves
For the base matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Caesar? But, O grief!

Where ha it thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak this

Before a willing bondman : then I know
My answer must be made : But I am arm'd,
An<l dangers are to me indifferent.

Casca. You speak to Casca ; and to such a man,
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand

:

Be factious for redress of all these griefs
;

And I will set this foot of mine as far.

As who goes farthest.

Cas. There's a bargain made.
Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans,
To undergo with me an enterprise

Of honourablfi-dangerous consequence;
And I do know, by this, they stay for me
In Pompey's porch : For now, this fearful night.

There is no stir, or walking in the streets
;

And the complexion of the element
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Is favour'fl, like the work we have in hand,
,

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

I
Enter Cinna.

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes one in

haste.

Cas. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait

;

He is a friend.—Cinna, where haste you so?

Cin. To find out you : Who's that? Metellus

Ciniber ?

Cas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna ?

Cin. I am glad on't. What a fearful nigiit is this ?

There's two or three of us have seen strange sights.

Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinna? Tell me.
Cin. Yes,

You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win
The noble Brutus to our party

—

Cas. Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paper,

And look you lay it in the prretor's chair.

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

In at his window : set tkis up with wax
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done.

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find us.

Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ?

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he's gone
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie,

And so bestow these papers as you bade me.
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre.

[Exit Cinna.
Corae, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day,
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him
Is ours already ; and the man entire.

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people's hearts

;

And that which would appear otfence in us.

His countenance, like richest alchymy,
Will chan2;e to virtue, and to worthiness.

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need of

him,
Yon have right well conceited. Let us go,

For it is after midnight ; and, ere day.

We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeunt.

ACT 11.

Scene I.—The same. Brutus's Orchard.

Enter Lucius.

Bru. What, Lucius ! iio I

—

I cannot, by the progress of the stars.

Give guess how near to day.—Lucius, I say !

—

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.

—

When, Lucius, when ? Awake, I say : What Lu-
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cius

:

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Call'd yon, my lord ?

Bni. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius

:

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc. 1 will, my lord. [Exit.
' Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part.

I know no personal cause to spurn at him.

But for the general. He would be crown'd :

—

How that might change his nature, there's the

question.

It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder:

And that craves wary walking. Crown him ?

—

That ;—
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,
That at his will he may do danger with.

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins

Remorse from power: And, to speak truth of Caesar,

I have not known when his affections sway'd
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof,

That lowliness is young ambition's ladder,

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face :

But when he once attains the upmost round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back.
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he did ascend : So Cwsar may;

Then, lest be may, prevent. And, since the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is.

Fashion it tlius ; that what he is, augmented.
Would run to these, and these extremities:
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg.

Which, hatcli'd, would, as his kind, grow mischie-
vous.

And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. The taper burneth in your closet, sir.

Searching the window for a fliut, I found
This paper, thus seal'd up; and, I am sure.

It did not lie there, when I went to bed.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is now day.

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ?

Luc. 1 know not, sir.

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word..

Luc. I will, sir. [Exit.

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air.

Give -so much light that I may read by them.
{Opens the letter, and reads.)

Brutus, thou sleep'st; awake, and see thyself.

Shall Rome. §fc. Speak, strike, redress

!

Brutus, thou sleep'st ; aivake.—
Such instigations have been often dropp'd

Where I have took them up.

Shall Rome, 8fc. Thus must I piece it out;

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What I

Rome?
Mv ancestors did from the streetsjof Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king.

Speak, strike, redress!—Am I entreated then

To speak, and strike ? O Rome ! I make thee

promise,
If the redress will follow, thou receivest

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! .

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.

[Knock within.)

Bru. Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody knocks.
[Exit Lucius.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Ca-sar,

I have not slept.

Between the acting of a dreadful thing

And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream :

The genius, and the mortal instruments.

Are then in council; and the state of man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then

The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, tis your brother Cassius at the door.

Who doth desire to see you.

Bru. Is he alone ?

Luc. No, sir; there are more with him.

Bru. Do you know them ?

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck'd about their

ears.

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may discover them

By any mark of favour.

'Bn'/. Let them enter.

[Exit Lticius.

They are the faction. O conspiracy

!

Sham'st thou to shew thy dangerous brow by night.

When evils are most free? O, then, by day,

Where nilt thou find a cavern dark enough

To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, con-

spiracy ;

Hide it in smiles, and affability :

For if thou path thy native semblance on.

Not Erebus itself were dim enough

To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metel-
lus Cimber, and Trebonius.

Cas. I think we are too bold npon your rest

:
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Good-uiorrow, Briitas ; Do we trouble yon ?

Brii. I have !)een up this hour; awake, all night.

Know I tliese men, that come along with you ?

Cas. Yes, every man ol them ; and no man here,

But honoms you: and every one doth wish.

You had but that opinion of yourself,

Wliich evei7 noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Cas. This Decius Brutus.

Bru. He is welcome too.

Cas. This. Casca ; this, Cinna
;

And this, Rletellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves

Betwixt your eyes and night?

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? [They ivhisper.)

Dec. Here lies the east : Doth not the day break

Casca. No. [here?

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines.

That fret the clouds, are messengers of day.

Casca. You shall confess, that you are botk

deceiv'd.

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises
;

Which is a great way growing on the south.

Weighing the youthful season of the year.

Some two months hence, up higher toward the north.

He first presents his fire : and the high east

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Cas. And let us swear our resolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men,

The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse,

—

If these be motives weak, break off betimes.

And every man hence to his idle bed
;

So let high-sighted tyranny range on.

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough

To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour

The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen,

What need we any spur, but our own cause,

To prick us to redress ? what other bond.

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word.

And will not palter ? and what other oath,

Than honesty to houesty engag'd,

That this shall be, or we will fall for it?

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cantelous,

Old feeble carrions, and such suffering soul.s

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear

Such creatrires as men doubt: but do not stain

The even virtue of our enterprise.

Nor the insnppressive mettle ot our spirits,

To tiunk, that, or our cause, or our performance.

Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood,

Tiiut every Roman bears, and nobly bears.

Is guilty of a several bastardy.

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass'd from him.

Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him?
I think he will stand very strong with us.

Casca. Let us not leave him ont.

Cin. No, by no means.

Met. O let us have him ; for his silver hairs

Will purchase ns ;: good opinion.

And buy men's voices to commend our deeds:

It shall be said, his Judgment rul'd our hands
;

Our youths, and wildo'-ss, shall no whit appear,

But all be buried in hia gravity. [him
;

Bru. O, name him not ; let us not break with

For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

Cas. Then leave him out.

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec, Shall no man else be touch'd, but only

Caesar ?

Cos. Decius, well urg'd :— I think it is not meet,

Mark Antony, so well belov'd of Caesar,

Should outlive Caesar: We shall find of him
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means.

If he iiuiMove thtm, may well stretch so far,

As ia annoy us all : which to prevent

,

Let Antony, and Ctesar, fall together.

'

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody,' Cains
Cassius,

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs:
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards :

For Antony is but a limb of Casar.
Let ns be sacrificers, but no butchers, Cains.

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar;

And in the spirit of men there is no blood

:

O, that we tuen could come by Caesar's spirit,

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas,

Caisar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends.

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully
;

Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods,

Not hew him as a carcuse fit for hounds :

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do.

Stir up their servants to an act of rage.

And after seem to chide them. This shall make
Our purpose necessary, and not envious :

Which so appearing to the common eyes.

We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him

;

For he can do no more than Caesar's arm,
When Caesar's head is off.

Cas. Yet I do fear hiiu :

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caesar,

—

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him :

If he love Caesar, all that he can do
Is to kimself; take thought, and die for Cfesar:

And that were much he should ; for he is given

To sports, to wilduess, and much company.
Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

{Clock slrilces.),

Bru. Peace, count the clock.

Cas. The clock hath stricken three.

Treb. 'Tis time to part.

Cas. But it is doubtful yet,.

Whe'r Ca?sar will come forth to-day, or no :

For he is superstitious grown of late
;

Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies:
It may be, these apparent prodigies.

The unaccustom'd terror of this night.

And the persuasion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that : If he be so resolv'd,

I can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear.

That unicorns may be betray'd with trees.

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers;

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers.

He says, he does ; being then most flattered

Let me work

:

For I can give his humour the true bent

;

And I will bring him to (he Capitol.

Cns. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him
Bru. By the eighth hour: Is that the uttermost?

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,

Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey
;

I wonder, none of you have thought of him.

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him :

He loves me well, and I have given him reasons;

bend him but hither, and I'll fashion him.

Cas. The morning comes upon us : We'll leave

you, Brutus;

—

And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember
What you have said, and shew yourselves true Ro-

mans.

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrilj
;

Let not our looks put on our purposes
;

But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untir'd spirits, and formal constancy.

And so, good-morrow to you every one.

[Exeunt ail but Brutus.

Boy ! Lucius I—Fast asleep ? It is no matter

;

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber

;

Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies,
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Which busy care draws in tlie brains of men
;

Tlierefore thou sleep'st so sound.

Enter PoKTiA.

Por. Brutus, my lord !

Bru. Portia, Avhat mean you? Wlierel'ore rise

you now ?

It is not lor your heath, thus to commit
Your weak condition to tiie raw-cold morning:.

Por. Nor for jours neither. You have ungently,

Brutus,

Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at supper.

You suddenly arose, and walk'd about,

Musing, and sighing, with your arms across:

And, when I ask'd you what the matter was.

You star'd upon me with ungentle looks

:

I urg'd you further; then you scratch'd your head.

And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot

:

Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not

;

But, with an angry wafture of your hand,
Gave sign for nie to leave you : So I did

;

Fearing to strengthen that impatience.

Which seem'd too much enkindled ; and, withal,

Hoping it was but an effect of humour.
Which sometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ;

And eould it work so much upon your shape,
As it hath much prevaii'd on your condition,

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,

Make me acquainted witli your cause of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

Por. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, so I do :—Good Portia, go to bed.

Por. Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical

To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick

;

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed.

To dare the vile contagion of the night?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus
;

You have some sick oii'ence within your mind.
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

I ought to know of: And upon my knees
I charm you, by my once commended beauty,

By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, yoursell", your half.

Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night

Have had resort to you : for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their liaces

Eveo from d-arkuess.

I
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia.

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus.

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

Js it excepted, 1 should know no secrets

That appertain to you :' Am I yourself.

But, as it were, in sort, or limitation

;

j'o keep with you at meals, comfort your bed.

And talk to you soujetimes? Dwell I but in the

suburbs
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife

;

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
'I'liHt visit my sad heart.

Por. If this were true, then should I know this

secret.

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife :

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal,

A woman well-reputed ; Cato's daughter.
Think you, I am no strongei than my sex.

Being so father'd, and sohnsbanded ?

Tell me your counsels. I will not disclose them :
;

I have made strong proof ot my constancy,
Giving myself a voli iitary wound
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience,
And not my husband's secrets *

Bru. O ye gods.

Render me worthy of this noble wife !

[Kiiockinff within.)

Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in a while;
And l»y ^nd by thy bosom shall partake
'J'he secrets of my heart.

All my engagements I vrill construe to thee.

All the charactery of my sad brows :

—

Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia.

Enter Lucius and LiGARlUS.

Lucius, who is that knocks?
Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with

you.

Bru. Cains Ligarius, that Metelius spake of.

—

Buy. stand aside.-—Caius Ligarius ! how ?

Li'j. Vouchsafe good-morrow, from a feeble

tongue. [Caius,

Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, brave
To wear a kerchief? 'Would you were not sick I I

Liy. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have 1 in hand, Ligarius,

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

Lif/. By all the gods, that Romans bow before,

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome !

Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins !

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run.

And I will strive with things impossible
;

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru, A piece of work, that will make sick men
whole. (sick?

Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make
Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Caius,

I shall unfold to thee, as we are going
'I'o whom it must be done.

Lig. Set on your foot

:

And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you.
To do I know not what : bu it sufficeth.

That Brutus leads me oa
Bru. Follow me then. [Exeunt.

Scene lI.^T/ie same. A Room in Casar's
Palace.

Thunder and lightning. Enter C^sar, in Ais'

nig/tt-goivn.

C<BS. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace
to-night

:

Tlirice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out,

Help, ho! They murder Casar ! Who's within?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord ?

Vas. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice,

And bring me their opinions of success.

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Enter Calphurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Cajsar? Think you to walk
forth ?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day

Gets. Cajsar shall forth: The things, that threa-

ten 'd me,
Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see

The face of Cajsar, they are vanished.

Cal. CiBsar, I never stood on ceremonies.

Yet now they fright me. There is one within.

Besides the things that we have heard and seen,

Recounts must horrid sights seen by the watch.

A lioness hath whelped in the streets;

And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead .

Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds.

In ranks, and squadrons, and right fiinu uf war.

Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol:

The noise of battle hurtled in the air.

Horses did neigh, and djing men did gronn ;

And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the streets.

O Cnesar ! these things are beyond ail use,

And I do fear theuT.

CtBS. What can be avoided.
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Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods?

Yet Caesar shall go forth ; for these predictions

Are (o the world in general, as to Cassar.

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets
seen

;

[priuces.

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of

Cas. Cowards die many times before tbeii- deaths;

The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders, that I yet have heard.

It seems to me most strange, that men should fear

Seeing that death, a necessary end.

Will come, when it will come.

Re-enter Servant.

What say the augurers ?

Serv. They would not have you to stir forth to-day.

lucking the entrails of an oflering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beast.

CiES. The gods do this in shame of cowardice ;

Caesar should be a beast without a heart.

If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Cajsar shall not: Danger knows full well,

That Csesar is more dangerous than he.

We were two lions litter'd in one day,

And I the elder and more terrible ;

And Ca3sar shall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord,

Y.our wisdom is consnm'd in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day: Call it my fear.

That keeps you jn the house, and not your own.

We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house :

And he shall say, yon are not wfill to-day :

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

CcES. Mark Antony shall say, I am not well

;

And, ibr thy humour, I will stay at home.

Enter Decius.

Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.

Dec. Caesar, all hail i Good morrow,
,
worthy

Caesar

:

I come to fetch you to the senate-house,

Cas. And you are come in very happy time.

To bear my greeting to the senators, '

And tell them, that I will not eonie to-day:

Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser :

will not come to-day: Tell them so, Decius.

Cal. Say, he is sick.

Cas. Shall Cssar send a lie ?

Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far.

To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ?

Decius, go tell them, Caesar will not come.

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause,

Lest I be laugh'd at, when I tell them so.

Cces. The cause is in my will, I will not come
;

That is enough to satisfy the senate.

But, for your private satisfaction.

Because I love you, 1 will let you know.
Calphnrnia here, my wife, stays me at home :

She dreamt to-night she saw my statua.

Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts,

Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it.

And these doth she apply for warnings, portents,

And evil imminent; and on her knee

Hath begg'd, that I will stay at home to-day.

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted
;

It was a vision, fair and fortunate :

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes.

In which so many smiling Romans batb'd,

Signifies, that from you great Rome shall suck

Reviving blood; and that great men sh^U press

For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance.

This by Calphurnia's dream is signified.

Cces. And this way have you well expounded it.

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can say :

And know it now : The senate have concluded

To give, (his day, a crown to mighty Caesar.

If you shall send them word, you will not come,

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock
Apt to be render'd, for some one to say.

Break tip the senate till another time,

When Ccesar's wife shall meet iinth bitter dreams
If Caisar hide himself, shall they not whisper,
Lo, Casar is afraid ?

Pardon me, Csesar ; for my dear, dear love

To your proceeding bids me tell you this;

And reason to my love is liable.

Cies. How foolish do your fears seem now,
Calphurnia ?

I am ashamed I did yield to them.

—

Give me my robe, for I will go :

—

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus,
Casca, Trebonius, atid Cinna.

And look where Publius is come to fetch me.

Pub. Good-morrow, Caesar.

Cees. Welcome, Publius.

—

What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too'?

—

Good-morrow, Casca.—Caius Ligarius,

Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy.
As that same ague which hath made you lean.

What is't o'clock ?

Bn/. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight.

CtBs. I thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Enter Antony.

See ! Antony, that revels long o'nights.

Is notwithstanding up :

—

Good-morrow, Antony.
Ant. So to most noble Caesar.

Cas. Bid them prepare within :

—

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

—

Now, Cinna :—Now, Metellus :—What, Trebonius !

I have an hour's talk in store for you
;

Remember, that you call on me to-day :

Be near me, that I may remember you.

Treb. Caesar, I will :—and so near will I be,

[Aside.)

That your best friends shall wish I'had been iurther.

C(ES. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine
with me

;

And we like friends, will straightway go together.

Brii. That every like is not the same, O Caesar,

The heart ot Brutus yearns to think upon ! [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Street near the
Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper.

Art. Ceesar, beware ofBrutus ; take heed of
Cassius ; come not near Casca ; have an eye to

Cinna ; trust not Trebonius ; mark well Metellus
Cimber ; Decius Brutus loves thee not ; thou hast
wronned Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind
in all these men, and it is bent against Ctesar.

If thou be'st not immortal^ look about you

:

Security gives ivay to conspiracy. The mighty
gods defend thee ! Thy lover, Artemidorus.
Here will I stand, till Caesar pass along.

And as a suitor will I give him this.

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou 'ead this, O Caesar, thou may'st live;

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

The .same. Another part of the sane
Street, before the House of Brutus.

Evier Portia and Lucius.

Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the senate-house

;

Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone :

Why dost thou stay ?

Luc. To know my errand, madam.
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again.

Ere I can tell thee what thou should'st do there. —
constancy, be strong upon my side !

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ;

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might.

How hard it is for women to keep counsel !

—

Art thou here yet ?

Luc. Madam, what should 1 do .
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Run to tlie Capitol, anJ ootliing else ?

And so return to you, and nothing else ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, ifthy lord look well.

For he went sickly forth : And take good note.

What Cffsar doth, what suitors press to him.

Hark, boy ! what noise is that ?

Luc. I hear none, madam.
Por. Pr'ythee, listen well

:

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Incc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Soothsayer.

Por. Come hither, fellow :

Which way hast thou been ?

Sooth. At mine own honse, good lady.

Por. What is't o'clock ?

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady.
Por. Is Csesar yet gone to the Capitol ?

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand,
To see htm pass on to the Capitol.

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thon not ?

Sooth. That I have, lady : if it will please Csesar
To be so good to Csesar, as to hear me,
I shall beseech him to befriend himself.

Por. Why, know'st thou any harm's intended
towards him ?

Sooth. None, that I know will be ; much, that
I fear may chance.

Good-morrow to you. Here the street is narrow:
The throng, that follows Caesar at the heels.
Of senators, of praetors, common suitors,

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death:
I'll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Csesar as he comes along. [Exit.

Por. I must go in.—Ah me ! how weak a thing
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus !

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise !

Sure, the boy heard me :—Brntiis hath a suit.

That Csesar will not grant.—O, I grow faint :

—

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ;

Say, I am merry : come to me again,

And briag me word what he doth say to the^.

[Exeunt.

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

The same. Tlie Capitol; the Senate
sifting.

A crowd of people in tlie street leading to the
Capitol ; among them Artemidorus, and the
Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter C^sar, Brutls,
Cassics, Casca, Decius, Metellus.Trebonius,
CiNNA, Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, PtBLius,
and others.

Ctxs. The ides of March are come.
Sooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gone.
Art. Hail, Caesar ; Read this schedule.
Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read,

At your best leisure, this his humble suit.

Art. O Caesar, read mine first ; for mine's a suit

That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar.

Cees. What touches us ourself, shall be last serv'd.

Art. Delay not, Caesar : read it instantly.

Cees. What, is the fellow mad ?

Pub. Sirrah, give place.

Cas. WTiat, urge you your petitions in the street ?

Come to the Capitol.

CiESAR enters the Capitol, the rest folloiving. All
the Senators rise.

Pop.
Cas.
Pop.

Bru.
Cas.

I fear,

Bru.
Cas.

I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive.

W^hat enterprise, Popilius ?

Fare you well.

{Advances to Ccesar.)

What said Popilius Lena ?

He wish'd, to-day our enterprise might thrive,

our purpose is discover'd.

, Look, how he makes to Caesar : Mark him.
, Casca, be sudden, for we feeur prevention.

—

Brutus, what shall be done,? If this be known,
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back.
For I will slay myself.
Bru. Cassius, be constant

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes
;

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change.
Cas. .Trebonius knows his time ; for, look yoii,

Brutus,

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.
[Exeunt Antony and Trebonius. CeBsar

and the Senators take their seats.
Dec. Where is Metellns Cirnber? Let him go,

And presently prefer his suit to Csesar.
Bru. He is address'd : press near, and second hini.

Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand.
CcBs. Are we all ready? what is now amiss,

That Caesar, and his senate, must redress
"

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puis-
sant Caesar,

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat
An humble heart :

—

{Kneeling.)
C(Bs. I must prevent thee, Cimber.

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies,
Might fire the blood of ordinaiy men

;

And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree,
Into the law of children. Be not fond.

To think that Ceesar bears such rebel blood.
That will be thaw'd from the true quality

With that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words.
Low-crooked curt'sies, and base spaniel fawning
Thy brother by decree is banished

;

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Know, Caesar doth not wrong; nor without cause
Will he be satisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my ow a.

To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear.
For the repealing of my banish'd brother ?
Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar

;

Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cas. What, Brutus

!

Cas. Pardon, Caesar ; Csesar, pardon
As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall.

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.
Cas. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you

:

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me :

But I am constant as the northern star.

Of whose true-fix'd, and resting quality.

There is no fellow in the firmament.
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks,
They are all fire, and every one doth shine

;

But there's but one in all doth hold his place :

So, in the world ; 'Tis fumish'd well with men ;

And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensi\e
Yet, in the number, I do know but one
That unassailable holds on his rank,

LTnshak'd of motion : and, that I am he.

Let me a little shew it, even in this

;

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish'd.

And constant do remain to keep him so.

Cin. O Caesar,

—

Cas. Hence I Wilt thoa lift up Olympus ?

Dec. Great Caesar,

—

Cas. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ?

Casca, Speak, hands, for me.
{Casca stabs Casar in the neck. Casar

catches hold of his arm. He is then
stabbed by several other Conspirators,

and at last by Marcus Brutus.)

Cas. Et tu, Brute >— Then fall, Ca-sar. {Dies.

The senators and people retire in confu-

sion.)

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead !

—

Ran hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets.

Cas. Some to the common pulpit, and cry out,

Liberty , freedom, andenfranchisement

!

Bru. People, and senators ! be not aSrighted ,

Fly not ; stand still :—ambition's debt is paid.

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.

pp
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And Cassius too.Dec.
Bill. Where's Publius ?

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of

Should chance

—

[Ca;sar

£ru. Talk not of standing; Publius, good cheer;

There is no harm intended to your person,

Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius.

Cos. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people.

Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief.

Bru. Do so ;—and let no man abide this deed.

But we the doers.

Re-enter Trebonius.

Cas. Where's Antony ?

Tre. Fled to his house amaz'd :

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run,

As it were doomsday.
Bru. Fates I we will know yonr pleasures :

—

That we shall die, we know, 'tis but the time.

And drawing days out, that men stand upon.

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life.

Cuts off so many years of fearing death.

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit

:

So are we Ctesar's friends, that have abridg'd

His time of fearing death.—Stoop, Romans, stoop,

And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords :

Then walk we forth, even to the market-place
;

And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads,
Let's all cry. Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty !

Cas. Stoop then, and wash,^How many ages
hence.

Shall this our lofty scene be acted over
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown?
Bru, How many times shall Csesar bleed in

That now on Pompey's basis lies along, [sport,

No worthier than the dust?
Cas. So oft as that shall be,

So often shall the knot of us be call'd

The men that gave our country liberty.

Dec. What, shall we forth ?

Cas. Ay, every man away :

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels

With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend ofAntoiiy's.

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel

;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down :

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say.

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest;

Ceesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving

;

Say, I love Brutus, and honour him
;

Say, I fear'd Caesar, honour'd him, and lov'd him.

If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony
May safely come to him, and be resolv'd

How Cassar hath deserv'd to lie in death,
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead.
So well as Brutus living; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state.

With ail true faith. So says my master Antony.
Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman

;

I never thought him worse.
Tell him, so please him come unto this place.
He shall be satisfied : and, by my honour.
Depart untouch'd.

Serv. I'll fetch him presently.

[Exit Servant.
Bru. I know, that we shall have him well to

friend.

Cas. I wish, we may : but yet have I a mind.
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still

Falls shrewdly to the purpose.

Re-enter Antony.
Bru. But here comes Antony.—Welcome, Mark

Antony.
Ant. O mighty Csesar ! Dost thou lie so low ?

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils.

Shrunk to-this little measure ?—Fare thee well.

—

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,

Wiio else must be let blood, who else is rank :

If I myself, there is no hour so fit.

As Caisar's death's hour ; nor no instrument

Of half that worth, as those your sword.s, made rich

With the most noble blood of all this world.

I do beseech ye, if ye bear me hard.

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke.
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,

I shall not find myself so apt to die :

No place will please me so, no mean of death,

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off.

The choice and master spirits of this age.

Bru. O Antony ! beg uot your death of ug.

Though now we must appear bloody and cruel.

As, by our hands, and this our present act,

You see we do; yet see you but our hands.

And this the bleeding business they have done :

Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful

;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome
(As fire drives out tire, so pity, pity,)

Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part.

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark
Antony :

Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts.

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any mans,
In the disposing of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas'd

The multitude, beside themselves with fear.

And then we will deliver you the cause.

Why L that did love Caesar when I struck him.

Have thus proceeded.
Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand :

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you:

—

Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ;

—

Now, Decius Brutus, yours;—now yours, Me-
tellus;

Yours, Cinna ;^and, my valiant Casca, yours

;

Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre-
bonius.

Gentlemen all,—alas ! what shall I say ?

My credit now stands on such slippery ground.
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me
Either a coward or a flatterer.

—

That I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis true :

If then thy spirit look upon us now.
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,
To see thy Antony making his peace.
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes.

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse?
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds,
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,
It would become me better, than to close
In terms ot friendship with thine enemies. * [hart

;

Pardon me, Julius !—Here wast thou bay'd, brave
Here didst thou iall ; and here tliy hunters stand,
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lethe.

O world ! thou wast the forest to this hart

;

And this, indeed, O worid, the heart of thee.

—

How like a deer, stricken by many princes,
Dost thou here lie !

Cas. Mark A atony,

—

Ant.
_

Pardon me, Caius Cassius :

The enemies of Ceesar shall say this

;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty.
Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar so

;

But what compact mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends :

Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? [deed,
Ant. Therefore I toek your hands ; but was, in-

Sway'd froiirthe point, by looking down on Csesar,
Friends am I with you all, and lo^ve you all

;

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons,

Why, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous.
Bru. Or else were thisa savage spectacle

:
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Our reasons are so full of good regarfl,

That were you, Antony, the son of Ctesar,

You should be satisfied.

Afit. That's all I seek :

And am moreover suitor, that I may
Produce his body to the market-place

;

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend.

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony.
Cas. Brutus, a word with yon.

—

You know not what you do ; Do not consent,

(Aside.)

That Antony speak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be mov'd
By that which he will utter ?

Bru. By your pardon ;

—

I will myself into the pulpit first,

And shew the reason of our Caisar's death -.

What Antony shall speak, I will protest

He speaks by leave and by permission;
And that we are contented, Csesar shall

Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies.
It shall advantage more, than do us wron^.

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not.

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Ciesar's hady.
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us,

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar
;

And say you do 't by permission
;

Else shall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral : And yon shall speak
In the same pulpit whereto I am going.
After my speech is ended.
Ant. Be it so;

I do desire no more.

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

[Exeiuit all but Anton;/.

Ant. O pardon me, thou piece of bleeding eartii.

That I am meek and gentle with these butchers !

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man.
That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood

!

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,

—

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ;

—

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men

;

Domestic fury, and tierce civil strife.

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy :

Blood and destruction shall be so in use.

And dreadful objects so famih.;r.

That mothers shall but smile, when they behold
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war;
All pity choak'd with custom of fell deed :

And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge,

With Ate by his side, come hot from hell.

Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice.

Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war

;

That this I'oul deed shall smell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant,

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ?

Serv. I do, Mark Antony.
Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome.
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is coming :

And bid me say to you by word of mouth,

—

Caesar'.

—

{Seeing the body.)
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep.

Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes,
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine.

Began to water. Is thy master coming? [Rome.
Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what

hath chanc'd :

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet

;

Hie hence, and tell him so. Y'et, stay a while
;

Thou shall not back, till I have borne this corse
Into the market place : there shall I try.
In my oration, how the people take
The cniel issue of these bloody men

;

According to the which, thou shalt discourse
To young Octavius of the state of things.

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt, with Ceesar's body.

Scene 11.—The same. The Forum.

Enter Brutus and Cassivs, and a throng of
Citizens.

Cit. We will be satisfied ; let ns be satisfied.

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience,
friends.

—

Cassius, go you into the other sti-eet.

And part the numbers.

—

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here
;

Those that will follow Cassius, go with him

;

And public reasons shall 'ue rendered
Of Cfesar's death.

1 Cit. I will hear Brutus speak.
2 Cit. I w^ill hear Cassius ; and compare their

reasons,

When severally we hear them rendered.
[Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens.

Brutus goes ijito the Rostrum.
3 Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence I

Bru. Be patient till the last.

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my
cause ; and be silent, that you may hear : believe
me for mine honour; and have respect to mine
honour, that you may believe : censure me in your
wisdom ; and awake your senses, that you may the

better judge. If there be any in this assembly,
any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that

Brutus' love to Caesar was no less than his. If then
that friend demand why Brutus rose against Caesar,

this is my answer,—Not that I loved Caesar less,

but that I loved Rome more. Had you rather

Csesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that
Caesar were dead, to live all free men? As Caesar
loved me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I

rejoice at it : as he was valiant, I honour him :

but, as he was ambitious, I slew him : There is

tears, for his love
;
joy, for his fortune ; honour for

his valour; and -death, for his ambition. Who is

here so base, that would be a bondman ? If any,
speak ; for him have I olJ'ended. Who is here so

rude, that would not be a Roman? If any, speak;
for him have I offended. Who is here so vile, that

will not love his country ? If any, speak ; for him
have I offended. I pause for a reply.

Cit. None, Brutus, none.

[Several speaking at once.)

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no
more to Caesar, than you should do to Brutus. The
question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol: his

glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor

his offences enforced, for which he suffered death.

Enter Antony and others, ivith Ceesar's body.

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony,

who, though he had no hand in his death, shall recei\e

the benefit of his dying, a place in the common-
wealth ; As which of you shall not ? With this I

depart ; That, as I slew my best lover for the good

of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself, when
it shall please my country to need my death.

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! [house.

1 Cit. Bring him with i'riumph home unto his

2 Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors.

3 Cit. Let him be Caesar.

4 Cit. Cassar's better parts

Shall now be crown'd in Brutus.

1 Cit. We'll bring him to his house with shouts

and clamours.

Bru. My countrymen,

—

2 Cit. Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks.

I Cit. Peace, ho

!

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,

And, for my sake, stay here with Antony :

Do grace to Caisar's corpse, and grace his speech

Tending to Caisar's glories ; which Mark Antony,

By our permission, is allow'd to make.
rp*
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I do entreat yon, not a man depart,

Save I alone, till Antony ha\e spoke. [Exit.

1 Cit. Stay, lio ! and let us hear Mark Antony.
3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair

;

We'll hear Jiini :—Noble Antony, go up.

Atii. For Brutus' sake, [ am beholden to you.

4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus?
3 Cit. He says, for Brutus' sake,

He finds himself beholden to us all.

4 Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm ofBrutus here.

1 Cit. This Cajsar was a tyrant.

3 Cit. Nay, that's certain

:

We are bless'd, that Home is rid of him.

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say.

Ant. You gentle Romans,

—

Cit. Peace, ho ! let us hear him.

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your
ears;

I come to bury Cassar, not to praise him.
The e^ il, that men do, lives after them

;

The good is oft interred with their bones
;

So let it be with Ctesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious :

If it were so, it was a grievous fault;

And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest,

(For Brutus is an honourable man ;

So are they all ; all honourable men ;)

Come I to speak in Ca?sar's funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to nie ;

But Brutus says, he was ambitious
;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill

:

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cried, Csesar hath wept;
Ambition should be made of sterner stulf

:

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious
;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did see, that on the Lupercal,
1 thrice presented him a kingly crown,
Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ?

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious

;

And, sore, he is an honourable man.
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know
You all did love him once, not without cause;
What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ?

O judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts.

And men have lost their reason I—Bear nith me

;

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,

And I must pause, till it come back to me.
1 Cit. Methinks, there is much reason in his

sayings.

2 Cit. If thou consider rightly of the matter,
Cassar has had great wrong.
3 Cit. Has he, masters?

J fear, there will a worse come in his place.

4 Cit, Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take
the crown

;

Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.
'1 Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it.^

2 Cit. Poor soul I his eyes are red as fire with
weeping. [Antony.

3 Cit. There's not a nobler man in Rome, than
4 Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak.
Ant. But yesterday, the word of Caesar might

Have stood against the world : now lies he there.

And none so poor to do him reverence.

masters ! if I were dispos'd to stir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassias wrong.
Who, you all know, are honourable men

:

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you.

Than I will wrong such honourable men.
But here's a parchment, with the seal of Caesar,

I Ibund it in his oloset, 'tis his will

:

Let but the commons hear this testament,
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,)

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds.
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood

;

Y ea, beg a hair of him for memory.
And, dying, mention it within their wills.

Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy,

Unto their issue.

4 Cit. Well hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony.
Cit. The will, the will ; we will hear Caesar's will.

Atit. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not
read it;

It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd yon.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men;
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar,
It vvill inflame you, it will make you mad :

'Tis good you know not that yon are his heirs

;

For if you should, O, what would come of it!

4 Cit. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony :

You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will.

A)it. Will you be patient? Will you stay » while ?
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it.

I fear, I wrong the honourable men,
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar: I do fear it.

4 Cit. Thev were traitors : Honourable men

!

Cit. The will ! the testament

!

2 Cit. They were villains, murderers : The will

!

read the will

!

A}it. You will compel me then to read the will ?

Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar,

And let me shew you him that made the will.

Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave ?

Cit. Come down.
2 Cit. Descend. {He comes dovmfrom the pulpit,) j

•

3 Cit. You shall ha\ e leave.

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round.

1 Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body.
2 Cit. Room for Antony ;—most noble Antony.
Ant, Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far oiT.

Cit. Stand back ! room ! bear back !

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.
You all do know this mantle : I remember
The first time ever Caesar put in on

;

'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent

;

That day he overcame the Nervii :

—

Look ! in this place ran Cassius' dagger through r

See, what a rent the envious Casca made

:

Through this, the v/ell-beloved Brutus stabb'd

;

And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away,
Mark how the blood of Caesar follow'd it;

As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd

If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no;
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel

:

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar lov'd him!
This was the most unkindest cut of all

:

For when the^oble Caesar saw him stab.

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms,
Quite vanquish'd him : then burst his mighty heart;

And, in his mantle muffling up his face.

Even at the base of Pompey's statue,

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell.

O what a fall was there, my countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over r.ii.

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel

The dint of pity : these are gracious drops.
Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold
Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here.

Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors.

1 Cit. O piteous spectacle !
'

2 Cit. O noble Cxsar !

3 Cit. O woful day!
4 Cit, O traitors, villains!

1 Cit, O most bloody sight

!

2 Cit. We will be revenged: revenge: about,

—

seek,—burn,—fire,—kill,—slay I—let not a traitor

Ant. Stay, countrymen. [live.

1 Cit. Peace there :—Hear the noble Antony.
2 Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die

with him.

An(. Good friends, sweet friends let me not stir

you up
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To such a sndden flood of mutiny.

They, that have done this deed, are honourable;

What private griefs they have, alas, I know not.

That made them do tt ; they are wise and honourable.

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts

;

I am no orator, as Brutus is

:

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man.
That love my friend ; and that they know full well

That gave me public leave to speak of him.

For I have neither wit, nor words, uor worth.
Action, nor utterance, nor tlie power of speech,

To stir men's blood : I only speak right on
;

I tell you that, which you yourselves do know
;

.Shew you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb
mouths.

And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Ctesar, that should move
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

at. We'll mutiny.
1 Cit. We'll burn the house of Brutus.
3 Cit. Away then, come, seek the conspirators.

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen
;
yet hear me speak.

Cit. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble Antony.
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not

what

:

Wherein hath Cassar thus deserv'd your loves?
Alas ! you know not:—I must tell you then:
You have forgot the will I told you of.

Cit. Most true ;—the will ;—let's stay, and hear
the will.

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal.

To every Roman citizen he gives,

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.
2 Cit. Most noble Caesar !—we'll revenge his

death.

3 Cit. O royal Caesar

!

Ant. Hear me with patience.

Cit. Peace, ho I

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks.

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards.

On this side Tyber; he hath left them you.

And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures,

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves.

Here was a Caesar: When comes such another?

1 Cit. Never, never :—Come, away, away

:

We'll burn his liody in the holy place.

And with the brands fire the traitors' houses.

Take up the body.

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire.

3 Cit. Pluck down benches.
4 Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.

[Exeunt Citizens with the hodij.

Ant, Now let it work : Mischief, thou art albot,

, Take thou what course thou wilt!—How now,
fellow ?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
Ant. Where is he ''

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Cresar's house.

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him :

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry.

And in this mood will give us any thing.

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius

Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the i)eople.

How I had mov'd them. Bring lue to Octavius.
[Exeunl.

Scene l\l.—The Same. A Street.

E?iter CiNNA, t/ie Poet.

Cm. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with Cxsar,
And things unluckily charge my fantasy

:

I have no will to wander forth of doors.

Yet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

1 Cit, What is your name ?

2 Cit. Whither are you going ?

3 Cit. Where do you dwell r

4 Cit. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ?
2 Cit. Answer every man directly.

1 Cit. Ay, and briefly.

4 Cit. Ay, and wisely.

3 Cit. Ay, and truly, yon were best.
Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I going ?

Where do I dwell ^ Am I a married raan, or a ba-
chelor ? Then to answer every man directly, and
briefly, wisely, and truly. Wisely 1 say, I am a ba-
chelor.

2 Cit. That's as much as to say, they are fools that
marry :—You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear.

Proceed : directly.

Cin. Directly, I am going to Caesar's funeral.

1 Cit. As a friend, or an enemy?
Cin. As a friend.

2 Cit. That matter is answered directly.

4 Cit. For your dwelling,—briefly.

Cin. Briefly I dwell by the Capitol.
3 Cit, Your name, sir, truly.

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.
1 Cit. Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator.
Cin. 1 am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.

4 Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his

bad verses.

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator.

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name's Cinna
;
pluck

but his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho

!

fire-brands. To Brutus', to Cassius'; burn all.

Some to Decius' house, and some to Casca's ; some
to Ligarius' : away

;
go. [Exeunt,

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

T/ie same. A Room in Antony's House.

Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at
a table.

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names are

prick'd. [Lepidus ?

Oct. Your brother too must die; Consent you,
Lep, I do consent.

Oct. Prick him down, Antony.
ie/). Upon condition Publius shall not live.

Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. [him.

Ant. He shall not live ; look, \vith a spot I damn
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house

;

Fetch the will hither, and we determine.

How to cut off some charge in legacies.

iep. What, shall I find you here ?

Oct. Or here, or at

The Capitol.
_

[Exit Lepidus.

Ant. This a slight unmerifable man.
Meet to be sent on errands : Is it fit,

The three-fold world divided, he should stand

One of the three to share it ?

Oct. So you thought him
;

And took his voice who should be prick'd to die,

In our black sentence and proscription.

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days than you

:

And though we lay these honours on this man.

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads,

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold.

To groan and sweat under the business.

Either led or driven, as we point the way;
And having brought our treasure where we will,'

Then take we down his load, and turn him oil'.

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears,

And graze in common.
Oct. You may do your will

;

But he's a tried and valiant soldier.

Ant. So is my hor.se, Octavius ; and, for that,

t do appoint him store of jirovender.

It is a creature that I teach to fight.

To wind, to stop, to run directly on
;

His corporal motion go\ ern'd by my spirit.

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so
;

He must be taught, and traiu'd, and bid go forth:



51)3 ..m.' JULIUS CESAR. Act IV.

A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds

On objects, arts, and imitations;

Which, out of use, and stal'd by other men,

Begin his fashion : Do not talk of him.

But as a property. And now, Octavius,

Listen great things.—Brutus and Cassius,

Are levying powers : we must straight make head :

Therefore, let our alliance be combin'd.

Our best friends made, and our best means stretch'd

And let us presently go sit in council, [out

;

How covert matters may be best disclos'd.

And open perils surest answered.

Oct. Let us do so : for we are at the stake.

And bay'd about with many enemies
,

And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear.

Millions of mischief. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Before Brutus' Tent, in the Camp
near Snrdls.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and
Soldiers, Titinius and Pindarus, meeting
them.

Bru. Stand here.

Luc. Give the word, ho ! and stand.

Bru. What now, Lucilius V is Cassius near ?

Luc. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come
To do yon salutation from his master.

{Pindarus gives a letter to Bruttis.)

Bru. He greets me well.—Your master, Pindarus,

In his own change, or by ill officers,

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish

Things dpne, undone : but, if he be at band,

I shall be satisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt.

But that m^ noble master will appear.

Such as he is, full of regard, and honour.

Bru. He is not doubted.—A word, Lucilius

:

How he receiv'd you, let me be resolv'd.

Luc. With courtesy, and wth respect enough

;

But not with such familiar instances,

Nor with such free and friendly conference.

As he hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou hast describ'd

A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to sicken and decay.

It useth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith

:

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,
Make gallant shew and promise of their mettle :

But, when they should endure the bloody spur.

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades.

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ? [ter'd
;

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar-
The greater part, the horse in general.

Are come with Cassius.
(
March ivithin.)

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd :

—

March gently on to meet him.

Enter Cassius and Soldiers.

Cas, Stand, ho

!

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along.

Within. Stand.

Within. Stand.
Within. Stand.

Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me
wrong. [enemies?

Bru. Judge me, ywi gods ! Wrong 1 mine
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother?
Cas, Brutus, this auber form of yours hides

And when you do them

—

[wrongs;
Bru. Cassius, be content,

Speak yonr griefs softly,— I do know you well :

—

Before the eyes of both our armies here,

\\ hich should perceive nothing but love from us.

Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away :

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs.

And I will give you audience.

Cas. Pindarus,
Bid our commanders lead their charges off

.\ little from this ground.
Bru. Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man

Come to our tent, till we have done our conference.

Let Lucius aud Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Within the Tent ofBrutus.

Lucius and Titinius at some distance from it.

Enter Brutus and Cassius.

Cas. That you have wrong 'd me, doth appear in

this

:

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella,

For taking bribes here of the Sardians
;

VV herein, my letters, praying on his side.

Because I knew the man. were slighted off.

Bini. You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a
case.

Cas. In such a time as this, it is not mee
That every nice offence should bear his comment.
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm
;

To sell and mart your offices for gold,

To undeserver.s.

Cas. I an itching palm ?

Yon know, that you are Brutus that speak this.

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption.

And chastisement doth therefore hide his head.

Cas. Chastisement

!

[member I

Bru. Remember March, the ides of Marcli re-

Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ?

What villain touch'd his body, that did stab.

And not for justice? What, shall one of us,

That struck the foremost man of all this world.

But for supporting robbers ; shall we now
Contaminate our fingers vpith base bribes ?

And sell the mighty space of our large honoin-s.

For so much trash, as may be grasped thus?

—

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon.
Than such a Roman.

Cas. Brutus, bay not me,
I'll not endure it : you forget yourself.

To hedge me in : I am a soldier, I,

Older in practice, abler than yourself
To make conditions.

Bru. Go to
;
you're not, Cassius.

Cas. I am.
Bru. I say, you are not.

Cas. Urge me no more ; I shall forget myself;
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further
Bru. Away, slight man!
Cas. Is't possible ?

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak.
Must I give way and room to your rash choler?
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares ?

Cas. O ye gods ! ye gods ! Must I endure all this?

Bru. All this ? ay, more : Fret, till your proud
heart break;

Go, shew your slaves how choleric you are.

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ?

Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch
Under your testy humour? By the gods,
You shall digest the venom of your spleen.
Though it do split you ; for, from this day forth,

I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
VV^hen you are waspish.

Cas. Is it come to this ?

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier

:

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true.

And it shall please me well : For mine own part,

[ shall be glad to learn of noble men.
Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong me,

1 said, an elder soldier, not a better

:

[Brutus

;

Did I say better ?

Bru, If you did, I care not.

Cas. When Caesar liv'd, he durst not thus have
mov'd me. [him.

Bru. Peace, peace : you durst not so have tempted
Cas. I durst not ?

Brii. No.
Cas. What? durst not tempt him?
firu. For yotir life yon durst not.
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Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love
;

I may do that I shall be sorry for. [tor.

Bru. You have done that, yon should be sorry
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats

;

For I am arm'd so strong in honesty,

That they pass by me as the idle wind,
Which 1 respect not. I did send to you
For certain sums of gold, whicli you deuy'd me ;

—

For I can raise no money by vile means :

By heaven, I had rather coin ray heart.

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash.

By any indirection. I did send
To you for gold to pay my legions.

Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius ?

Should I have answer'd Cains Cassius so ?

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous.
To lock such rascal counters from his friends.

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts.
Dash him to pieces !

Cas. I denied you not.

Bru. You did.

Cas. I did not :—he was but a fool.

That brought my answer back.—Brutus hath riv'd

my heart

:

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities.

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me.
Cas. You lore me not.

Bru.
_

I do not like your faults.

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults.

Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do ap-
As huge as high Olympus. [pear

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavias, come.
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,

For Cassius is a-weary of the world :

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother
;

Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd.

Set in a note-book, learn'd and conn'd by rote.

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep
My spirit from mine eyes I—There is my dagger.

And here my naked breast; within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold :

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth
;

I that denied thee gold, will give my heart

:

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, 1 know.
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. [better

Bru. Sheath your dagger :

Be angry when you will, it shaii have scope
;

Do what you will, dishouour shall be humour.
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb.

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire
;

Who, much enforced, shews a hasty spark.

And straight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ?

Bru. when I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.

Cas., Do you conl'ess so much ? Give me your
Bru. And my heart too. [hand.

Cas. O Brutus !—
Bru. What's the matter ?

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me.
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me,
Rlakes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and, henceforth,

VVhen you are over-earnest with your Brutus,

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so.

{Noise ivitkin.)

Poet. {TT'ithin.) Let me go in to see the general

;

There is some gruage between them, 'tis not meet
They be alone.

Liuc. [Within.) Y'ou shall not come to them.
Poet. [Within.) Nothing but death shall stay me.

Enter Poet.

Cas. How now? What's the matter ? [mean?
Poet. For shame, you generals ; what do you

Love and be friends, as two such men should be ;

For I have seen more years, I am sure, than ye.
Cas. Ha, ha ; how vilely doth this cynic rhyme -.

Bru. Get you hence, sirrali ; saucy fellow, hence.
Cas. Bear with hiiu, Brutus ; 'tis his fashion.
Bru. Ill know his humour, when he knows his

time :

What should the wars do with these jigging fools?
Companion, hence.

Cas. Away, away, be gone.

[Exit Poet.

Enter Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Alessala
with yon

Immediately to us. [Exeuyit Lucilius and Titinius.
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine.
Cas. I did not think, you could have been so angry.
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use.
If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears sorrow better:—Portia is

-,Cas. Ha! Portia? [dead.
Bru. She is dead.
Cas. How 'cap'd I killing, when I cross'd you so !

—

insupportable and touching loss !

—

Upon what sickness ?

Bru. Impatient of my absence
;

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony
Have made themselves so strong ;—for with her

death
That tidings came ;—With this she fell distract,

And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire.

Cas. And died so ?

Bru. Even so.

Cas. O ye immortal gods

!

Enter Lucius, with witie and tapers.

Bru. Speak no more of her.—Give me a bowl ot

wine :

—

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks.)
Cas. My heart is tliirsty for that noble pledge :

—

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup;
1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [Drinks.)

Re-enter TiTiNius ivith Messala

Brit. Come in, Titinius :—Welcome, good Mes-
sala.

—

Now sit we close about this taper here.

And call in question our necessities.

Cas. Portia, art thou gone ?

Bru. No more, I pray you.

—

Messala, I have here received letters,

That young Octavius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon as with a mighty power.
Bending their expedition toward Philippi.

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same tenour.

Bru. With what addition ?

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry,

Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus,

Have put to death an hundred senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree

Mina speak of seventy senators, that died

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

Cas. Cicero one ?

Mes. Ay, Cicero is dead,

And by that order of proscription.—

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?

Bru. No, MessalaH
3Ies. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her .*

Bru. Nothing, Messala.

Mes. That, mcthinks, is strange.

Bru. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her in

Mes- No, my lord. [yours ?

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mes. 'J'hen like a Roman bear the truth I'tell:

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia.—We must die,

Messala

:
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With meditating that she must die once,

J have the patience to endure it now. [dure.

Mes. Even so g^reat men great losses should en-

Cas. I have as much of this in art as you,

But vet my nature could not bear it so.

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you
think

Of marching to Philippi presently ?

Cas. I do not think it good.

Jiru. Your reason ?

Cas. This it is :

'Tis better, that the enemy seek ns :

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers,

Doiug himself oifence ; whilst we, lying still.

Are full of rest, defence, and uimbleness.

Brii. Good reasons must, of force, give place to

better.

The people, 'twixt Philippi and tliis ground,

Do stand but in a forc'd alVection ;

For they have grudg'd us contribution :

The enemy, marching along by them.

By them shall make a fuller number up,

Come on refresh'd, new-added, and encourag'd
;

From which advantage shall we cut him off, ,.

If at Philippi we do face him there.

These people at our back.

Cos. Hear me, good brother.

'Bru. Under your pardon.—You must note beside,

That we have try'd the utmost of our friends,

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : j

The enemy increaseth every day ;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
\Vliich, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune

;

Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound in shallows, and in miseries.

On such a full sea are we now afloat:

And we mu%t take the current when it serves.

Or lose our ventures.

Cas. Then, with your will, go on
;

W^e'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk.

And nature must obey necessitv ;

W'hich we \rill niggard with a little rest.

There is no more to say ?

Cas. No more. Good night

;

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence.

Bru. Lucius, my gown. [Exit Lucius.] Fare-

well, good Messala ;

—

Good night, Titinius :—Noble, noble Cassius :

Good night, and good repose.

Cas. O my dear brother

!

This was an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come such division 'tween our souls !

Let it not, Brutus.

Bru, Every thing is well.

Cas. Good night, my lord.

Bru. Good night, good brother.

Til §• Mess. Good night, lord Brutus.

Bru. Farewell, every one.

[Exeunt Cas. Tit. and Mes.

Re-enter Lucius, ivitk ike gown.

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument?

Luc. Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thon speak'st drowsily ?

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art o'er-watch'd.

Call Claudius, and some other of my men

;

I'll have them sleep on cushions in my tent.

Luc. Varro and Claudiu^

Enter Varro and Cl.iudius.

Luc. Calls my lord ?

Bru. I prav you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep;

It may be, I slia'U raise you by ancl by
On business to my brother Cassius.

Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch
your pleasure.

Bru. I will not have it so: lie down, good sirs;

II may be, I shall otherwise bethink me.

Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for so

;

I put it in the pocket of my gown. {Ser'jants lie

doivn.)

Luc. I was sure, your lordship did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much fur-

getful.

Canst thou hold up the heavy eyes awhile.
And touch thy instrument a strain or two?
Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you.
Bru. It does, my boy :

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc. It is my duty, sir.

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might;
I know, young blood look for a time of rest.

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already.
Bru. It is well done ; and thou shaft sleep again ;

I will not hold thee long : if I do live,

I will be good to thee. {Music, and a Sony.)
This is a sleepy tune :—O murd'rous slumber !

Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy.
That plaj's thee music ?—Gentle knave, good night

;

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee.

If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument

;

I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night
Let me see, let me see ;—Is not the leaf turn'd down.
Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think.

{He sits down.)

Enter the Ghost of Cttsar.

How ill this taper burns !—Ha ! who comes here ?

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes,

'i'hat shapes tliis monstrous apparition.

It comes upon me :—Art thou any thing ?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,

That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ?

J Speak to me, what thou art.

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus,
Bru. Why com'st thon ?

Ghost. To tell thee, thou shalt see me at Philippi.

Bru. Well;
Then I shall see thee again ?

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. (G/w«< vanishes.)
Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi then.

—

Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest:
III spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.

—

Boy ! Lucius !—Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake !

—

Claudius

!

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false.

Bru. He thinks, he still is at his instrument.

—

Lucius, awake !

Ltic. ]My lord ?

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so

cry'dst out ?

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any
thing ?

Ltic. Nothing, my lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius.—Sirrah, Claudius 1

Fellow thou ! awake .'

Var. My lord.

Clau. My lord.

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirS; in your sleep'

Var §f clau. Did we, my lord ?

Bru. Ay; saw you any thing?
Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing.

Clau. Nor I, my lord.

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius;

Bid him set on his powers betimes before,

And we will follow.

Var §" Clau. It shall be done, my lord. [Exeunt,

ACT v.-

Scene I.

—

The Plains of Philippi.

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Armij.

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered :

You said, the enemy would not come down.

But keep the hills and upper regions
;

It proves not so: their battles arc at hand
;

They mean to warn U5 at Philii>i)i here
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Answering before we do demand of them.

Ani. Tnt, I am in their bosoms, and I know
Wherefore they do it : they could be content

To visit other places ; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face,

To fasten in our thoughts that they have conrage
;

But 'tis not so.

Enter a Messefiger.

Mess. Prepare you, generals :

The enemy comes on iu gallant shew;
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,

And something to be done immediately.

Atit. Octavius, lead your battle softly on
Upon the left hand of the even field.

Oct. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left

Ant. VVhy do you cross me in this exigent?

Oct. I do not cross you ; but I will do so. {March.)

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army

;

LuciNius, TiTiNius, Messala, and others.

Bru. They stand, and would have parley.

Cas. Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talk.

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ?

Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on tlieir charge.

Make forth, the generals would have some words.
Oct. Stir not until the signal. [men?
Bru. VVords before blows : Is it so, country-
Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes,

Octavius. [words

:

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good
W itness the hole you made in Ctesars heart.

Crying, Long live ! hail, Ceesar

!

Cas. Antony,
The posture of your blows are yet unknown

;

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees.

And leave them honeyless.

A nt. Not stingless too.

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too
;

For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,
And, very wisely, threat before you sting.

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile

daggers

Hack'd one another in the sides of Caesar:

Vou shew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like

hounds.

And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Cjesars feet

;

Whilst damned Casca, like acui, behind.

Struck Caesar on the neck. O flatterers !

Cas. Flatterers !~Now, Brutus, thank yourself

:

This tongue had not oliended so to-day.

If Cassius might have rul'd.

Oct. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make
us sweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Look

;

I draw a sword against conspirators
;

When think you that the sword goes up again ?

—

Never, till Csesar's three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Caesar

Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.

Bru. Casar, thou can'st not die by traitors,

Unless thou bring'st them with thee.

Oct. So I hope ;

I was not born to die on Brutus' sword.
Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain,

^ oung man, thou could'st not die more honourable.

Cas. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such ho-

nour,

Join'd with a masker and a reveller.

Ant. Old Cassius still!

Oct. Come, Antony ; away.

—

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field :

It not, when you have stomachs.

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, arid their Ar»ii/.

Cas. Why now, blow, wind ; swell, billow ; iiutl

swim, b.irk

!

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Ho!
Liicilius ; hark, a word with you.

Ltec. My lord.

{Brtitus and Lucilius converse apart.)
Cas. Messala,

—

Mes. What says my general ?

Cas. Messala,
This is my birth-day; as this very day
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala

;

Be thou my witness, that, against my will.

As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know, that I held Epicurus strong.
And his opinion : now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do presage.
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd,
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers hands;
Who to Philippi here consorted us :

This morning are they fled away, and gone
;

And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites.

Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us,

As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem
A canopy most fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.

Mes. Believe not so.

Cas. I but believe it partly
;

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv'd

To meet all perils very constantly.

Bru. Even so, Lucilius.

Cas. Now, most noble Brutu.s,

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may,
Lovers iu peace, lead on our days to age !

But, since the aflairs of men rest still uncertain.

Let's reason with the worst that may befall.

If we do lose this battle, then is this

The very last time we snail speak together :

What are you then determined to do ?

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy.
By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himself:—I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly and vile.

For fear of w hat might fall, so to prevent
The time of life :—arming myself with patience.
To stray the providence of some high powers.
That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle.

You are contented to be led in triumph
Tliorough the streets of Rome ? [Roman,
Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome :

He bears too great a mind. But this same day
Must end that work, the ides of March began

;

And whether we shall meet again, I know not.

Therefore our everlasting farewell take :

—

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius!
If we do meet again, why we shall smile

;

If not, why then this parting was well made,
Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus!

If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed
;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.
Bru. VVhy then, lead on.—O, that a man might

know
The end of this da/ a ousiness. ere it come!
But it sufficeth, that the day will end.

And then the end is known.—Come, ho ! away.
[Exeunt.

Scene II.—The same. The Field of Battle.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills

Unto the legions on the other side :

{Loud alarum.)
Let them set on at once ; for I percei\e

Hut cold demeanour in Octa\ius' wing.

And sudden push gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Messala: let them all come down.
[Exeunt,
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ScBNE III.

—

The same. Another Part ofthe Field.

Alarum. Enter Cassius and Titinius.

Cas. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly

!

Myself have to mine own turn'd enemy :

This ensign here of mine was turning back

;

I slew the coward, and did take it from hinj.

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early

;

Who, having some advantage on Octavius,

Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil.

Whilst we by Antony are all enclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Pitt. Fly further off, my lord, fly further o3';

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord

!

Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.

Cas. This hill is far enough.—'Look, look, Titinius

;

Are those ray tents, where I perceive the fire ?

Tit. They are, my lord.

Cas. Titinius, if thou lov'st me.
Mount than my horse, and hide thy spurs in him,
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again ; that I may rest assur'd.

Whether yond' troops are friend or enemy.
THt. I will be here again, even with a thought.

[Exit.
Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill

;

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou not'st about the field.

—

[Exit Pindarus.
This day I breathed first: time is come round,;
And where I did begin, there I shall end

;

My life is run his compass.—Sirrah, what news?
Pin. {Above.) my lord I

Cas. What news ?

Pin. Titinius is

Enclosed round about with horsemen, that
Make to him on the spur;— Yet he spurs on.

—

Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius !

—

Now some 'light :—O, he 'lights too :—he's ta'en :

—

and, hark ! [Shout.)
They shout for joy.

Cas. Come down, behold no more.

—

O, coward that I am, to live so long.

To see my best friend ta'en before my face

!

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, sirrah

:

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner

;

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life.

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, [oath !

Thou should'st attempt it. Come now, keep thine
Now be a freeman; and, with this good sword,
That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom.
Stand not to answer: Here, take thou the hilts;

And, when my face is cover'd, as 'tis uo\v,
Guide thou the sword.—Ccesar, thou art reveng'd.
Even with the svvord that kill'd thee. (Dies.)
Pin. So, I am free

;
yet would not so have been.

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius!
Far from this country Pindarus shall run,

Where never Roman shall take note of him. [Exit.

Re-enter Titinius, with Messala.

Mes. It is bat change, Titinius; for Octavius
Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power.
As Cassius' legions are by Antony.

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius.
Mes, Where dia you leave him ?

Tit. All disconsolate.
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.

Mes. Is not that he, that lies upon the ground ?

Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart

!

Mes. Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Messala,
iJut Cassius is no more.—O setting sun !

.\s in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night,
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set

;

The Sim of Rome is set! Our day is gone;

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are
done

!

Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.
Mes. Mistrust ofgood success hath done this deed.
hateful error, melancholy's child

!

Why dost thou shew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not ? O error, soon conceiv'd.
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth.

But kill'st the mother that engendered thee.

Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus ?

Mes. Seek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
Into his ears : I may say, thrusting it

;

For piercing steel, and darts envenomed.
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,
As tidings of this sight.

Tit. Hie you, Messala,
And I will seek for Pindarus the while.

[Exit Messala.
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius?
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of victory.

And bid nie give't thee? Didst thou not hear their

shouts ?

Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing.

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow

;

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding.—Brutus, come apace.

And see how I regarded Caius Cassius.

—

By your leave, gods :—This is a Roman's part

:

Rome, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart.

{Dies.

Alarum. He-enter Messala, with Brutus, young
Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and Lucnjus.

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ?

Ales. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it.

Bru. Titinius' face is upward.
Cato. He is slain.

Bru. O Julius Ca3sar, thou art mighty yet
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords
In our own proper entrails. {Low alarums.)

Cato. Brave "I'ltinius

!

Look whe'r he have not crown'd dead Cassius

!

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these ?

—

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well!
It is impossible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow.— Friends, I owe more tears

To this dead man. than you shall see me pay.

—

1 shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.

—

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body;
His funeral shall not be in our camp,
Lest it discomfort us.—Lucilius, come ;

—

And come, young Cato ; let us to the field.

—

Labeo, and Flavins, set our battles on :

—

'Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night

We shall try fortune in a second fight. [Exetmt.

Scene IV.

—

Another Part of the Field.

Alarum. Enter,fighting, Soldiers ofboth Armies;
then Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and others.

Bru. \ei, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads I

Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who will go with

me ?

I will proclaim my name about the field :

—

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho

!

A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend

;

1 am the son of Marcus Cato, ho!

{Charges the enemy.)
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

;

Brutus, my country's friend: know me for Brutus.

[Exit, charging the enemy. Cato is over-

powered, andfalls,

hue. O young and noble Cato, art thou down?'
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius;

And may'st be honour'd, being Cato's son.

1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest.;

Luc. Only I yield to die :

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight.

Offering money.)
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Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

1 Sold. We must not.—A noble prisoner!

2 Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Crutus is ta'en.

1 Sold. I'll tell the news.—Here comes the ge-

neral :

—

Enter Antony.

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord.

.4?!^ Where is he ?

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough :

I dare assure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus :

The gods defend iiim from so great a shame !

When you do find him, or alive, or dead,

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure you,

A prize no less in worth ; keep this man safe.

Give him all kindness : I had rather have
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on,

And see whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead:

And bring us word, unto Octavius' tent,

How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Another Part oftlie Field.

Enter Brutus, Dakdanius, Clitus, Strato, atid

VOLUMNIUS.

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this

rock.

Cli. Statilius shew'd the torch light; but, my lord,

He came not back ; he is or ta'en, or slain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word :

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.

—

(
Whispering.)

Cli. What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world.

Bru. Peace, then, no words.

Cli. I'd rather kill myself.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius
;
{Whispering him.)

Bar. I do such a deed '(

Cli. O, Dardanius

!

Bar. G, Clitus

!

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee ?

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates.

Cli. Now is tliat noble vessel full of grief.

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Voiumnius ; list a word.
Vol. What says my lord ?

Bru. Why this, Voiumnius

:

The ghost of Caesar hath appear'd to me
Two several times by night : at S^rdis, once

;

And, this last night, here in Philippi' fields.

I know, my hour is come.
Vol. Not so, my lord.

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Voiumnius.
Thou see'st the world, Voiumnius, how it goes

;

Our enemies have beat us to the pit

:

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves.

Than tarry till they push us. Good Voiumnius,
Thou know'st, that we two went to school together

;

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee,

Hold thou my sword-h'ilts, whilst I run on it.

Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord.

[Alarum still.)

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here.

Bru. Farewell to you;—and you;—and you, Vo-
iumnius.

—

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep

;

Farewell to thee too. Strato.—Countrymen,
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all ray life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.
I shall have glory by this losing day,
ISlore than Octavius, and Mark Antony,
By this vile conquest shall attain unto.

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue
Hath almost ended his life's history :

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; ray bones would rest,-

That have but labour'd to attain this hour.

[Alarum. Cry ivithin ; Fly, fly, fly.)

Cli. Fly, my lord, fly.

Bru. Hence ; J will follow thee.

[Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, and Volu/nnius.

I pr'ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord:

Thou art a fellow of a good respect

:

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it

Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face,

W^hile I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?
Stra. Give me your hand first : Fare vou well, mv

lord.

Bru. Farewell, good Strato.—Csesar, now be still

:

I kill'd not thee with half so good a will.

[He ru7is on his sword, and dies.)

Alarum. Betreat. Enter Octavius, Antony,
Messala, Lucilius, and their army.

Oct. What man is that ? [master ?

Mes, My master's man.—Strato, where is thy

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala
;

The conquerors can but make a fire of him
;

For Brutus only overcame himself.

And no man else hath honour by his death.

Luc. So Brutus should be found.— I thank thee,

Brutus,

That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' saying true,

Oct. All that serv'd Brutus, I will entertain them.
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ?

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.

Oct. Do so, Messala.
Mes. How died my master, Strato ?

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it.

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee.

That did the latest service to my master.

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all

:

All the conspirators, save only he,

Did that they did in env'y of great Caesar;

He, only, in a general honest thought.

And common good to all, made one of them.

His life was gentle ; and the elements

So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand \\\\

And say to all the world, 77//* was a man'.

Oct. According to his virtue let os use him,

With all respect, and rites of burial.

Within my tent liis bones to-night siiall lie.

Most like a soldier, order'd honourably.

—

So, call the field to rest: and let's away.

To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt.
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Scene,—Dispersed; hi several parts of the Rotnan Empire.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's
Palace.

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

Phi. Nay, but this dotage ofour general's

O'erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes,

That o'er the files and musters of the war
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn,

The office and devotion of their view
Upon a lawny front ; his captain's heart.

Which in thd scuffles of great fights hath burst

The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper;
And is become the bellows, and the fan,

To cool a gipsy's lust. Look, where they come

!

Flourish. Enter Anton\- and Cleop.\tra, loilh

their Traitis : Eunuchsfanning her.

Take but good note, and you shall see in him
The triple pillar of the world transfornvd
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see.

Cleo. If it be love, indeed, tell me how much.
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be

reekon'd.

Cleo. I'll set a bourn how far to be belov'd.

Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven,
new earth.

Enter an Attendant.

Atl. News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant. Grates me :—The sum.
Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony :

Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows
If the scarce-bearded Cassar have not sent
His powerful mandate to you. Do this, or this :

Take in that kingdom, andfranchise that

;

Perform't, or else we damn thee.

Ant. How, my love !

Cleo. Perchance,—nay, and most like,

You must not stay here longer, your dismission

Is come from Cajsar; therefore hear it, Antony.

—

Where's Fulvia's process ? Ca'sar's, I would say ;'

—

Both?—*
Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt's queen.
Thou blushest, Antony: and that blood
Is Csesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame,
When shrilltongu'd Fulvia scolds.— The mes-

sengers.

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch

Of the rang'd empire fall ! Here is my space
;

Kingdoms are clayn our dungy earth alike

Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life

Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair,

(Embracing.)
And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind.

On pain of punishment, the world to weet, .

We stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood .'

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?

—

I'll seem the fool I am not; Antony ,^j

Will be himself.

Ant. But stirf'd by Cleopatra.

—

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours.

Let's not confound the time with conference harsh

There's not a minute of our lives should stretch

Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night?

Cleo. Hear tne ambassadors.
A7it. Fy, wrangling queen I

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh.

To weep; whose every passion fully strives

To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd

!

No messenger ; but thine and all alone, [note

To-night, we'll wander through the streets, and
The qualities of people. Come, my queen

;

Last night you did desire it : Speak not to us.

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleop. with their Train.
Dein. Is Caesar with Antonius priz'd so slight

'

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony,
He comes too shdrt of that great property,

Which still should go with Antony.
Dem. I'm full sorry,

That he approves the common liar, who
Thus speaks cf him at Rome : But I will hope
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy !

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. Another Room.

Enter Charmian, Iras,Alexas, anda Soothsayer.

Char. Lord Alesas, sweet Alexas, most any
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where "s

the soothsayer that you praised so to the queen ?

O, that I knew this husband, which, you say, must
change his horns with garlands!

Alex. Soothsayer.

Sooth. Your will? [things
'

Char. Is tliis the man ?—l.s't you, sir, that know
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Sooth. In nature's infinite book of secrecy,

A little I can read.

Alex. Siiew him your hand.

Enter Enobarbus.

E7to. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough,

Cleopatra's health to drink.

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but foresee.

Vhar. Pray then, foresee me one.

Sooth. Vou shall be yet far fairer than you are.

Char. He means, in flesh.

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid !

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive.

Char. Hush!
Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Alex. Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let
me be married to three kings in a forenoon, and
widow them all : let me have a child at fifty, to

whom Herod of Jewry may do homage : find me
to marry me with Octavius Caesar : and companion
me with my mistress.

Sooth. Y'ou shall outlive the lady whom you
serve. [figs.

Char. O excellent ! I love long life better than
Sooth.^ You have seen and proved a fairer former

fortune

Than that which is to approach.
Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no

names : Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches must
I Lave ?

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb,
And fertile every wish, a million.

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch.

Alex. You think, none but your sheets are privy

to your wishes.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night,

shall be—drunk to bed. [else.

Iras. There's a palm presages chastity, if nothing

Char. Even as the o'erflowing Nilus presageth

famine. [say.

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you 'cannot sooth-

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog-

nostication, 1 cannot scratch mine ear.—Pr'ythee,

tell her but a worky-day fortune.

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how ? give me particulars.

Sooth. I have said. rshe ?

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than

Cfiar. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune

better than I, where would you choose it ?

Iras. Not in ray husband's nose.

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend !

Alexas !—come, his fortune, his fortune.—O, let

him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I

beseech thee ! And let her die too, and give him a

worse ! and let worse follow worse, till the worst

of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a

cuckold! Good Isis, hear me this prayer, though

thou deny me a matter of more weight; good Isis,

1 beseech thee !

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of

the people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a

handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow
to behold a foul knave uncuckolded ; Therefore,

dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him accord-

ingly 1

Char. Amen.
Alex. Lo, now ! If it lay in their hands to make

me a cuckold, they would make themselves whores,
but they'd dot.
Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony.
Char. Not he, the queen.

Enter Cleopatra.
Cleo Saw you my lord'?

Eno. No, lady.

Cleo. Was he not here •'

Char. No, Madam. [sudden.

Cleo. He was dispos'd to mirth ; but on the

A Roman thought hath struck him.—Enobarbus,

—

Eno. Madam. [Alexas'?

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. VV'here's

Alex. ere, madam, at your service.—My lord

approaches.

jE^«<er Antony, with a Messenge and Attendants.

Cleo. We will not look upon him : Go with ns.

[Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Alexas,
Iras, Charmian, Soothsayer, and
Attendants.

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field.

Ant. Against my brother Lucius?
Mess. Ay :

But soon that war had end, and the time's state

Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst

Cffisar

;

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,

Upon the first encounter, drave them.

Ant.
' Well,

\Yhat worst ?

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller.

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward.

—

On: [thus:

Things, that are past, are done, with me.—"Tis

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death,

I hear him, as he flatter'd.

Mess. Labienus

iThis is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force

Extended Asia from Euphrates ;

His conquering banner shook, from Syria

To Lydia, and to Ionia

;

Whilst—
Ant. Antony, thon would'st say,

—

Mess. O, my lord !

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general
tongue

;

Name Cleopatra as she's call'd in Rome :

Rail thou in Fnlvia's phrase : and taunt my faults

With such full license, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds,
When our quick winds lie still ; and our ills told us.

Is as our earing. Fare thee well a-while.

Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Exit.

Ant. From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there.

1 Att. The man from Sicyon.—Is there such an
one ?

2 Att. He stays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear :

—

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break,

Enter another Messenger.

Or lose myself in dotage.—What are you ?

2 3Iess. Fulvia, thy wife, is dead.

Ant. Where died she ?

2 Mess. In Sicyon :

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious

Importeth thee to know, this bears. {Gives a letter.)

J^nt. Forbear me.

—

[E.rit Messenger.

There's a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it :

What our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure,

By revolution lowering, does become

The opposite of itself: she's good, being gone :

The hand could pluck her back, that shov'd her ou.

I must from this enchanting queen break ofi";

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know.

My idleness doth hatch.—How now ! Enobarbus

!

Enter Enobarbcs.

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir ?

Ant. I must with haste from hence.

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women: We see

how mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they sufl'or

our departure, death's tlie word.
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Ant. I must be gone.

Etio. Under a compelling occasion, let women die :

It were pity to cast tliem away for nothing ; thongli,

between them and a great canse, they should be
esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least

noise of this, dies instantly ; I have seen her die

twenty times upon far poorer moment : I do think,

there is mettle in death, which commits some loving

act upon her, she hath such celerity in dying.

A7it. She is cunning past man's thought.

£710. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of
nothing but the finest part of pure love : We cannot

call her winds and waters, sighs and tears : they are

greater storms and tempests than almanacks can
report : This cannot be cunning in her, if it be, she
makes a shower of rain as well as Jove.

A7if. 'Would I had never seen her !

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful
piece ofwork ; which not to have been blessed withal,

would have discredited your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead,

Eno. Sir? _ ^

Ant. Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Fulvia?
Ant. Dead.
Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice.

When it pleaseth tlieir deities to take the wife of a

man from him, it shews to man the tailors of the

earth ; coraibrtiog therein, that when old robes are

worn out, there are members to make new. If there

were no more women but Fulvia, then had you
indeed a cut, and the case to be lamented : this grief

is crowned with consolation
;
your old smock brings

forth a new petticoat :—and,, indeed, the tears live

in an onion, that should water this sorrow.

Ant. Tiie business she hath broached in the state,

Cannot endure my absence.

Eno. And the business you have broached here

cannot be without you ; especially that of Cleopa-

tra's, which wholly depends on your abode.

A7it. No more light answers. Let our officers

Have notice what we purjwse. I shall break

The cause of our expedience to the queen,

_

And get her love to i)art. For not alone

The death of Fuhia, with more urgent touches,

Do strongly speak to ns ; but the letters too

Of many of our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius
Hath given the dare to Cassar, and commands
The empire of the sea : our slippery people

(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver.

Till his deserts are past,) begin to throw
Porapey the great, and all his dignities.

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power.
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up
For the main soldier; whose quality, going on,

The sides o the world may danger : Much is breeding,

Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life.

And not a serpent poison. Say our pleasure,

To such whose place is under us, requires

Oui quick remove from hence.

Eno. I shall do't. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras,
and Alexas.

Cleo. Where is he?
Char. I did not see him since.

Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he-

does :

—

I did not send you :—If yon find him sad.

Say, I am dancing; if in mirth, report

That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return.

[Exit Alexa.<i.

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love hmi
You do not bold the method <o enforce [dearly.

The like from him.

Cleo. What should I do, I do not ?

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in

nothing. [him.

Cleo, Thou teachest like a fool ; the way to lose

Char. Tempt him not so too far: 1 wish, forbear;

In time we hate that which we often fear.

E7iter Antony.

But here comes Antony.
Cleo. I am sick, and sullen.

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my puruose,

—

Cleo. Help me away,.dear Charmian, I shall fall

;

It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature
Will not sustain it.

Ant. Now, my dearest queen,

—

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me.
Ant. What's the matter ?

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there's some good
news.

What says the married woman?—Yon may go ;

'Would she had never given ymi leave to come !

Let her not say, 'tis I that keep you here,

I have no power upon you ; her's you are.

Ant. The gods best know,

—

Cleo. O, never was there queen
So mightly betray'd ! Yet, at the first,

I saw^ the treasons planted.

Ant. Cleopatra,

—

[true,

Cleo. Why should I think, you can be mine, au>J

Though you in swearing shake the throned gods.

Who have been false to F'ulvia ! Riotous madness,
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows.
Which break, themselves in swearing !

Ant. Most sweet queen,

—

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going.

But by farewell, and go : when you sued staying.

Then was the time for words : No going then;

—

Eternity was in our lips, and eyes
;

Bliss in our brow's bent ; none our parts so poor.

But was a race of heaven : They are so still.

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world.
Art turn'd the greatest liar.

A/it. How now, lady !

Cleo. I would, I had thy inches ; thou should'.st

There were a heart in Egypt. [know.
Ant. Hear me, queen

:

The strong necessity of time commands
Our services a-while ; but my full heart

Remains in use with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil swords: Sextus Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome ;

Equality of two domestic powers [strength,

Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to

Are newly grown to love : The condemn'd Pompey,
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd

Upon the present state, whose numbers tJireaten

;

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge
By any desperate change : My more particular.

And that which most with you should safe my going.

Is Fulvia's death.

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me
freedom.

It does from childishness. Can Fulvia die ?

Ant. She's dead, my queen :

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read
The gai'boils she awak'd : at the last, best:

See, when, and where she died.

Cleo. O most false love ;

Where be the sacred vials thou should'st fill

Will sorrowful water? Now I see, 1 see,

In.Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd shall be.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know
The purposes I bear: which are, or cease.

As you shall give. the advice: Now, by the fire

That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war,
As thou afiect'st.

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ;—
But let it be.—I am quickly ill, and well

:

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious queen, forbear
;

And give true evidence to his love, which stands

An honourable trial.
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Cleo. So Fulviatold me.
I pr'ythee turn aside, and weep for her

;

Then bid adieu to nie, and say, the tears

Belong to Egypt : Good now, play one scene

Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look

Like perfect lionour.

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.

Ant. Now, by my sword,

—

Cleo. And target,—Still he mends
;

But this is not the best: Look, pr'ythee, Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
Tlie carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I'll leave you, lady.

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word.
Sir, you and T must part,—but that's not it

;

Sir, you and I have lov'd,—but there's not it

;

That you know well : Something it is I vvould,

—

O, my oblivion is a very Antony,
And I am all forgotten.

Ant. But that your royalty
Holds idleness your subject, I should take you
For idleness itself.

Cleo. 'Tis sweating labour.
To bear such idleness so near the heart
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ;

Since niv becomings kill me, when they do not
Eye well to you : Your honour calls you hence

;

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly,

And all the gods go with you ! upon your sword
Sit laurel'd victory ! and smooth success
Be strew'd before your feet!

Ant. Let us go. Come
;

Our separation so abides, and flies.

That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me,
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [Exeunt,

Scene IV.

—

Rome. An Apartment in C&sar's
House.

Enter OcTAVius C^sar, Lepidus, and
Attendants.

C<ES.You may see, Lepidus, and hencefoi-th know,
It is not Caisar's natural vice to hate
One great competitor : from Alexandria
This is the news ; he fishes, drinks, and wastes
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy
More womanly than he : hardly g^^ve audience, or

Vouchsaf 'd to think he had partners : You shall find

A man, who is tlie abstract of all faults [there

That all men follow.

Lep. I must not think, there are

Evils enough to darken all his goodness :

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven.
More fiery by night's blackness ; hereditary,

Rather than purchas'd ; what he cannot change,
Than what he chooses.

C<BS. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it is not

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy

;

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit

And keep the turn of tippling with a slave
;

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet

VV^ith knaves, that smell of sweat: say, this becomes
(As his composure must be rare indeed, [him,

VVTiom these things cannot blemish), yet must Antony
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear
So great weight in his lightness. If he tiU'd

His vacancy with his voluptuousness.
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones.
Call on him for't : but to confound such time.
That drums him from his sport, and speak as loud
As his own state, and ours,

—
'tis to be chid

As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge.
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,
And so rebel to judgment.

Enter a Messenger.

Lep. Here's more news.
Mess.Thy biddings have been done; and every hour.

Most noble Csesar, shalt thon have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea

;

And it appears, he is belov'd of those

That only have fear'd Caesar : to the ports

The discontents repair, and men's reports

Give him much WTong'd.
Cas. I should have known no less :

—

It hath been taught us from the primal state,

That he, which is, was wish'd, until he were;
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth love

Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body,

Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream.

Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide,

To rot itself with motion.

Mess. Caesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates.

Make the sea serve them ; which they ear and wound
With keels of every kind; Many hot inroads

They make in Italy ; the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flush youth revolt

No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon

Taken as seen , for Pompey's name strikes more.
Than could his war resisted.

C<es. Antony,
L»>ave thy lascivious wassels. When thou once
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st

Hirtius and Pausa, consuls, and thy heel

Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against,

Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer : Thou didst drink

The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle [deign

Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge
,

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sneets.

The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps,
It is reported, thou didst eat strange flesh.

Which some did die to look on : And all this

(It wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,)
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek
So much as lank'd not.

Lep.
_

It is pity of him.
Cces. Liet his shames quickly

Drive him to Rome : 'Tis time we twain
Did shew ourselves i' the field ; and, to that end.
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey
Thrives in our idleness.

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar,

I shall be fumis'h to inform you rightly

Both what by sea and laud I can be able.

To 'front this present time.

CtBs. Till which encounter.
It is my business too. Farewell. [mean time

Lep. Farewell, my lord: Wliat you shall know
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir.

To let me be partaker.

C<Es. Doubt not, sir

;

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and :

IMardian.

Cleo. Charmian,

—

Char. Madam.
Cleo. Ha, ha!—

Give me to drink mandragora.
Char. Why, madam .

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time

My Antony is away.
Char. You think of him

Too much.
Cleo. O, treason

!

Char. Madam, I trnst, not so

Cleo. Thou, eunuch! Mardian!
Mar. What's your highness' pleasure?

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no plea-

In aught an eunuch has ; 'Tis well for thee, [sure

That, being unseminar'd, thy freer thoughts
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections ?

Mar. Yies, gracious madam.
Cho. Indeed?
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Mar. Not in deed, madam: for I can do nothing

But what in deed is honest to he done

:

Yet have I fierce affections, and think.

What Venus did wth Mars.
Cleo. O Charraian,

VVhere tliiuk'st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he?
Or does he walk? or is he on his horse?

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony !

Do bravely, horse ! for wot'st thou whom thou
mov'st?

The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet of men.—He"s speaking now.
Or murmuring, Where's my serpent of old Nile I

For so he calls me ; Now 1 feed myself
With most delicious poison :—Think on me,
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black.

And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted C^sar,
When thou wast here above the ground, I was
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow

;

There would he anchor his aspect, and die

With looking on his life.

Enter Alexas.

Alex. Sovereignof Egypt, hail!

Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony I

Y'et, coming from him, that great medicine hath
With his tinct gilded thee.

—

How goes it with my brave Blark Antony ?

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen,

He kiss'd,—the last ofmany doubled kisses,

—

This orient pearl;—His speech sticks in my heart.

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence.

Alex. Good friend, quoth he,

Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends
This treasure of an oyster; at ivhosefoot,

To mend the petty present, I ivill piece

Her opulent throne icith kingdoms ; All the east,

Say thou, shall call her mistre'ss. So he nodded,

Ind soberly did mount a termagant steed,

W^ho neigh'd so high, that what 1 would have spoke

Was beastly dumb"d by him.

Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry ?

Alex. Like to the time o'the year between the

extremes
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad nor merry.

Cleo. O well-divided disposition !—Note him,

Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man ; but note

him:
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those

That make their looks by his : he was not merry
;

Which seem'd to tell them his remembrance lay

In Egypt with his joy : but between both :

heavenly mingle !— Be'st thou sad, or merry.

The violence of either thee becomes
;

So does it no man else.—Met'st thou my posts ?

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers :

Why do you send so thick ?

Cleo. Who's born that day
When I forget to send to Antony,
Shall die a beggar.—Ink and paper, Charmian.

—

Welcome, my good Alesas.—Did I, Charmian,
Ever love Caesar so?

Char. O that brave Caesar!

Cleo. Be chok'd with such auother emphasis !

Say, the brave Antony.
Char. The valiant Caesar

!

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth.

If thou with Caesar paragon again

My man of men.
Char. By your most gracious pardon,

1 sing but after you.

Cleo. My sallad days
;

When I was green in judgment:—Cold in blood.

To say, as I said then I—But, come, away
;

Get me ink and paper : he shall have every day
A several greeting, or I'll unpeople Egypt.

[Exeunt.

ACT II,

Scene I.

—

Messina, A Room in Pompey's House.

Enter Po.mpey, Menecrates, and Menas.

Pomp. If the great gods be just, they shall assist

The deeds of justest men.
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey,

That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom. Whilesweare suitors to their throne, decays
The thing we sue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves.

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit.

By losing of our prayers.

Pom. . I shall do well

:

The people love me, and the sea is mine :

My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money, where
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both.

Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves,

Nor either cares for him.
3Ien. Caesar and Lepidus

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry.

Po?n. Where have you this ? 'tis false.

Men. From Silvius, sir.

Pom. He dreams ; I know, they are in Rome
together,

Looking for Antony : But all charms of love,

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd lip

!

Let witchcraft join'd with beauty, lust with both !

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts,

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks.

Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ;

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour.

Even till a Lethe'd dulness.^Hovv now, Varrius ?

Enter Vakrius.

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver

:

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, 'tis

A space for further travel.

Pom. I could have given less matter
A better ear.—Menas, I did not think,

This amorous surleiter would have don'd his helm
For such a petty war : his soldiership

Is twice the other twain : But let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our stirring

Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck
The ne'er lust-wearied Antony.
Men. I cannot hope

Caesar and Antony shall well greet together

:

His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Cxsar

;

His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think.

Not niov'd by Antony.
Pom. I know not, Men3-<,

How lesser enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that we stand up against them all,

'Twere pregnant they should square between them-
selves

;

For they have entertained cause enough
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us
May cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be it as our gods will have it 1 It only stands

Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands.

Come, Menas. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rome. A Room in the House of
Lepidus.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

Lep. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed.
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain

To soft and gentle speech.

Eno. I shall entreat bira

To answer like himself: If Caesar move him,

Let Antony look over Csesar's head.

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter,

Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard,
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1 would not shave to-day.

Lep. 'Tis not a time

For private stomaching;.

Eno. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then bom in it.

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way.

Eho. Not if the small come first.

Lep. Your speech is passion •,

But, pray you, stir uo embers up. Here comes
The noble Antony.

E«o.

Enter Antony and Ventiuius.

And yonder, Cesar.

Enter C^sar, Mec^nas, and Agkippa.

Ant. If yve compose well here, to Parthia :

Hark you, Ventidius.

Gets. I do not know,
Mecpenas ; ask Agiippa.

Lep. Noble friends.

That which combined us was most great, and let not

A leaner action rend us. What's amiss.

May it be gently heard : When we debate
Our trivial difl'erence loud, we do commit
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners,

(The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech,)

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms,
Nor curstness grow to the matter.

Ant. 'Tis spoken well

:

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I should do this.

Cees. Welcome to Rome.
Ant. Thank you.

CcBS. Sit.

A7it. Sit, sir

!

Cas. Nay,
Then—

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not so;

Or, being, concern you not.

Cas. I must be laugh'd at,

If, or for nothing, or a little, I

Should say myself offended; and with you
Chiefly i'the world : more laugh'd at, that I should

Once name you derogately, when to sound your
It not coucern'd me. [name

Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar,

What was't to you ?

CcBS. No more than my residing here at Rome
Might be to you in Egypt: Yet. if you there

Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt
M^ht be my question.

Ant. How intend yon, practis'd ?

Cess. Y'ou may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent,

By what did here befal me. Your wife, and brother,

Made wars upon me ; and their contestation

Was theme for you, you were the word of war.

Ant. You do mistake yonr business ; my brother

never
Did urge me in his act : I did enquire it

;

And have my learning from some true reports,

That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather

Discredit my authority with yours

;

And make the wars alike against my stomach,
Having alike your cause ? Of this, my letters

Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel.

As matter whole you have not to make it with.

It must not be with this.

Cces. You praise yourself

By laying defects of udgment to me ; but

Yon patch'd up your excuses.

Ant. Not so, not so

;

I know you could not lack, I am certain on't.

Very necessity of this thought, that I,

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought.

Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars.
Which 'fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,
I would you had her spirit in such another :

The third o'the world is yours ; which with a snaffle

You may pace easy, but not such a wife.

Eno. 'Would we had ail such wives, that the men
might go to wars with the women !

Ant. So much uncurable, her garboils, Caesar,
iVIade out of her impatience, (which not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too.) I grieving grant.

Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must
But say, I could not help it.

Cces. I wrote to yon.
When rioting in Alexandria

;
you

Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts
Did gibe my missive out of audience.
Ant. Sir,

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then
Three kings I had ne\\'ly feasted, and did want
Of what I was i'the morning ; but, next day,
I told him of myself; which was as much
As to have ask'd him pardon : Let this fellow
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend.
Out of our question wipe him.

C<Bs. You have broken
The article of your oath ; which you shall never
Have tongue to charge me with.

Lep. Soft, Caesar.

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak
;

The honour's sacred which he talks on now.
Supposing that I lack'd it: But on, Cassar;
The article of my oath,

—

[them:

Gas. To lend me arms, and aid, when I reqiiird

The which you both denied.

Ant. Neglected, rather;

And then, when poison'd hours had bound me up
Prom mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,
I'll play the penitent to you ; but mine honesty
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power
Work without it : Truth is, that Fulvia,

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here
;

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour
To stoop in such a case

hep. 'Tis nobly spoken.
Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye : to forget them quite.

Were to remember, that the present need
Speaks to atone you.

Lep. Worthily spoke, Mecaenas.
E710. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the

instant, you may, when you hear no more words of

Pompey, return it again : you shall have time to

wrangle in, when you have nothing else to do
Ant. Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more.
Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost

forgot. [more.

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak no
Eno. Go to then

;
your considerate stone.

Gees. I do not much dislike the matter, but

The manner of his speech : for it cannot be.

We shall remain in friendship, our conditions

So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew
What hoT)p should hold us staunch, from edge to edge
O' the world I would pursue it.

Agr. Give me leave, Caesar,

—

Gas. Speak, Agrippa.

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side,

Admir'd Octavia : great Mark Antony
Is now a widower.

Gees. Say not so, Agrippa

;

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deserv'd of rashness.

Ant. I am not married, Ciesar: let me hear

Agrippa further speak.

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity.

To make yon brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an nnslipping knot, take .\ntony

Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims

No worse a husband than the best of men
;

Whose virtue, and whose general eraces, speak

That which none else can utter. By this marriage,

All little jealousies, which now seem great.

And all great fears, which now import their dangers,

Would then be nothing : truth would be but tales,
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Where now half tales be truths : her love to both,

VVoiilJ, each to other, and all loves to both,

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke
;

For 'tis a studied, not a present thought,

By duty ruminated.

Ant. Will Caesar speak?

C(ES. Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd

With what is spoke already.

Jint. Wliat power is in Agrippa,

If I would say, Anr^,ppa, he it so.

To make this good ?

CtBs. The power of Caesar, and

His power unto Octavia.

Ant. May I never

To this good purpose, that so iairly shews,

Dream of impediment !—Let ine have thy hand :

Further this act ot grace ; and, from tliis hour.

The heart of brothers govern in our loves,

And sway our great designs !

Cees. There is ray hand.

A sister I bequeath yon, whom no brother

Did ever love so dearly; Let her live

'''o join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never

/ly off our loves again !

Lep. Happily, amen

!

fPompcy;

Ant. I did not think to draw my swurd 'gainst

For he hatli laid strange courtesies, and great.

Of late upon me : I must thank him only.

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report;

At heel of that, defy him.

Jjep. Time calls upon us :

Of us must Pompey presently be sought.

Or else he seeks out us.

Ant. And wliere lies he ?

CtBS. About the Mount Misenum.
Ant What's bis strengtli

By land ?

Cees. Great, and increasing : but by sea

He is an absolute master.

Aiit. So is the fame.

Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it :

Vet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we
The business we have talk'd of.

(j(gs. Witli most gladness

;

\nd do invite you to my sister's view.

Whither straight I will lead you.

Ant. Let ns, Lepidus,

Not lack your conipany.

Lep. Noble Antony,

Not sickne'ss should detain me.

[Flourish. [Exeunt Ceesar, Ant. and Lepidus.

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir.

Eno. Half the heart of Ciesar, worthy Mecaenas I

my honourable friend, Agrippa!

—

A(ir. Good Enobarbus

!

Mec. We have cause to be glad, that matters are

so well digested. You stay'd well by it in Egypt.

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep dav out of countenance,

and made the night light with drinking.

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted wliole at a break-

f««t, and but twelve persons there; Is this true?

Eno. This was but as a tiy by an eagle : vve had

much more monstruous matter of feast, which wor-

tliilv deserved noting.

lllec. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be

square to her.

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed

up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus.

Agr. There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter

de^i3ed well for her.

Eno. I will tell you :

The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne,

Huni'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold

;

Purple tiie sails, and so periumed, that [silver:

The winds were love-sick with them : the oars were
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
'i'he water, which they beat, to follow faster,

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person,

it beggar'd all description: she did lie

111 her pavilion, 'cloth of gold, of tissue,)

O'erpicturing that Venus, wnere we see

'I'he fancy out-work nature : on each side her.

Stood preity dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,

With diverse-coloured fans, whose wind did seein

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool.

And what they undid, did.

Ayr

.

O, rare for Antony !

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides,

So many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes,

And made their beuds adornings : at tlie helm
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle

Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hand.s.

That yarely frame the office. From the barge

A strange invisible perfume hits the sense

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

Her people cut upon hor ; and Antony,
Enthron'd in the market-place, did sit alone.

Whistling to the air; vvhicli, but for vacancy.

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too.

And made a gap in nature.

Am: Rare Egyptian

!

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her.

Invited her to supper : she replied.

It should be better, he became her guest;

Which she entreated: Our courteous Antony,
Whom ne'er the vvordof iV^o woman heard speak.

Being barber'd ten times o"er, goes to the least

;

And, for his ordinary, pays his heart.

For what his eyes eat only.

Ayr. Royal wench

!

She made great Cae-sar lay his sword to bed
,

He plough'd her, and she cropp'd.

Eno. T saw her once
Hop forty paces through the public street

:

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted.

That she did make defect, perfection,

.4nd, breathless, power breathe forth.

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly.

Eno. Never; he will not;

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale

Her infinite variety : Other women
Cloy th' appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry.
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things

Become themselves in her; that the holy priests

Bless her, when she is riggish.

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle

The heart of Antony, Octavia is

A blessed lottery to him.

Agr. Let us go.—

j

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest;
VV bilst you abide here.

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeftnt.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Room in Casar's House.

Enter Cesar, Antony, Octavia between them;
Attendants , and a Soothsayer.

Ajit. The world, and my great office, will scnie-

Divide nie from your bosom. tumes
Octa. All which time.

Before the gods my knee shall bow luy prayers
To them for you.

Ant. Good night, sir.—My Octavia,
Read rot my blemishes in the world's report:

I have not kept my square ; but that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear

Octa. Good night, sir. [lady.

—

Cees. Good niglit. [Exeunt Cees. and Octa.
Ant. Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt?
Sooth. 'VV ould I had never come from thence, nor

Thither

!

[you

Ant. If you can, your reason?
Sooth. I spe't in

My motion, have it not in my tongue : But yet

Hie y«i again to Egypt.

A nt. Say to me.

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar's or mine?
Sooth. Cajsar's.

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side:

Thy daemon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, ie

Noble, courageous, high, uumatchable,,
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Where Caesar's is not ; but, near liim, thy angel
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpowered ; therefore
Make space enough between yon.

Ant. Speak this no more.
Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to

If thou dost play with him at any game, [thee.

Thou art sure to lose; and, of that natural luck,

He beats thee 'gainst tlie odds ; thy lusire thickens.
When he shines by : I.say again, thy spirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him

;

But, he away, 'tis noble.

Ant. Oet thee gone

:

Say to V^ntidius, I would speak with him :

—

[Exit Soot/isayer.
He shall to'Parthia.—Be it art, or hap,
He hath spoken true : The very dice obey him

;

And, in our sports, my better cunning faints

Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds:
His cocks do win the battle still of mine.
When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever
Beat mine, inhoou'd, at odds. I will to Egypt

:

And though I make this marriage for my peace.

Enter Ventidius.

r the east my pleasure lies :—O, come, Ventidius,
You must to Partliia; your commission's ready:
follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—TAc same. A Street.

Enter Lepidds, Mec^nas, and Agrippa.
Lep. Trouble yourselves no further: pray you,

Your generals after. [hasten
Agr. Sir, Mark Antony

Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow.
Lej). Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress,

Wliich will become you both, farewell.

Mec. We shall.

As I conceive the journey, be at mount
Before you, Lepidus.
hep. Your way is shorter,

My purposes do draw me much about;
You'll win two days upon me.
Mec. &' Agr. Sir, good success I

Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

Vleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food
Of us that trade in love.

A ttend. The music, ho

!

En^er Mardian.

Cleo. Let it aloae ; let us to billiards :

Come, Charmian.
Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian.
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd,

As with a woman ;—Come, you'll play with me, sir?

Mar. As well as I can, madam.
Cleo. And when good will is shew'd, though it

come too short,

The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now :

—

(jive me mine angle.—We'll to the river : there.

My music playing far oft", I will betray
Tawuy-finn'd hshes ; my bended hook shall pierce
Their slimy javvs; and. as I draw them up,
I'll think them every one an Antony,
And say. Ah, ha I you're caught.

Char. 'T'.vas merry, when
You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time !—O times !—
I laugli'd him out of patience ; and that night
I laugh'd him into ijati^nce : and next morn,
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed

;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst
I wore his sword Philippan. O ! from It«ly ;

—

Enter a Messenger.

Ram tbou thy fruitful tidings in mine cars,

That long time have been barren.

Mess. Madam, madam,—
Cleo. Antony's dead ?—

If thou say so, villain, thou kill'st thy mistress
But well and free,

If tliou so yield hira, there is gold, and here
My bluest veins to kiss; a hand, that kings
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing.

Mess. First, madam, he's well.
Cleo. Why, there's more gold.- But, sirrah, mark .

We use
To say, the dead are well : bring it to that,

The gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour
Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mess. Good madam, hear me.
Cleo. Wei!, go to, I will

But there's no goodness in thy face ; IfAntony
Be free, and healthful,—why so tart a favour
To trumpet such good tidings? If not well,
Thou should'st come like a fury crown'd with snake.s
Not like a formal man.
Mess. Will't please you hear me ?
Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere tlioN

Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, [speak'st

:

Or friends with Ca?sar, or not captive to him,
I'll set thee iu a shower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mess. Madam, he's well.

Cleo. Well said.

Mess. And friends with Cassar.

Cleo. Thou'rt an honest man
Mess. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever.

(Jleo. Make thee a fortune from me.
Mess. But yet, madam,—
Cleo. I do not like hid yet, it does allay

The good precedence ; fy upon hvt yet:
Hut yet is as a' gaoler to bring forth.

Some monstrous maJefactor. Pr'ythee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear.

The good and bad together : He's friends with Cassar

;

In state of health, thou say'st; and, thou say'st, free.

Mess. Free, madam! no; I made no such report-
He's bound unto Octavia.

Cleo. For what good turn ?

Mess. For the best turn i' the bed.

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian.
Mess. Madam, he's married to Octavia.

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee !

{Strikes him down.)
Mess. Good madam, patience.

Cleo. \V hat say you ?—Hence,
(Strilces him again.)

Horrible villain ! or I'll spurn tliine eyes
Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy head ;

{She hales him up a7id down.)
Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire, and stevv'd in

Smarting in ling'ring pickle. [brine.

Mess. Gracious madam,
I, that do bring the news, made not the inatch.

Cleo. Say, 'tis not so, a province I will gixe thee.

And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou hadst

Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage

;

And I will boot thee with wliat gift beside

Thy modesty can beg.

Mess. He's married, madam.
Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long.

{Draws a dagger)

Mess. Nay, then I'll run :

—

What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault.

[Exit.

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within your

self,

The man is innocent. [bolt.—

Cleo. Some innocents 'scape not the thunder-.

Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures

Turn all to serpents!—Cull the slave again
;

Though I am mad, I will not bite hira :—Call.

Char. He is afeard to come.

Cleo. ' will not linrt him :—

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike

I go»
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A meaner tlian myself; since I myself
Have given myself the cause.—Come hither, sir.

He-enter Messenger.

Though it be hone.st, it is never good
To bring bail new.s : Give to a gracious messager
An host of tongues; but let ill tidings tell

Themselves, when they be felt.

Mes. I have done my duty.
Cleo. Is he married ?

I cannot iiate thee worser than I do,
If thou again say, Yes.

Mfiss. He is married, madam.
Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold

there still ?

Mess. Should 1 lie. madam ?

Cleo. O, I would thou didst;
So half my Egypt were subnierg'd, and made
A cistern for scal'd snakes ! Go, get thee hence

;

Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
Thou would'st appear most ugly. He is married ?

Mess. I crave your highness' pardon.
Cleo. He is married ?

Mess. Take no offence, that I would not offend
To punish me for what you make me do, [yon

;

Seems mucli unequal : He is married to Octavia.
Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave of

thee, [hence

:

That art not !—What ? thou'rt sure oft ?—Get thee
The merchandise, which thou hast brought from

Rome,
Are all too dear for me : Lie they upon thy hand,
And be undone by 'em! [Exit Mess.

Char. Good your highness, patience.
Cleo. In praising Antony, I have disprais'd Cassar.
Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. I am paid for't now.

Lead me from hence,
I faint; O Iras, Charmian,—'Tis no matter:
Go to the fellow, good Alexas : bid him
Report the feature of Octavia, her years.
Her inclination, let him not leave out
The colour of her hair:—-bring me word quickly.

—

{Exit Alexas.
Let him for ever go :—Let him not—Charmian,
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,
T'other way he's a Mars :—Bid you Alexas

(
To Mardian.)

Rring me word, how tall she is.—Pity me, Cliarmian,
But do not speak to me.—Lead me to my chamber.

[Exeunt.

Scene VJ.—Near Misenum.

Enter Pompey and Menas, at one side, with drum
and trumpet; at another, C^sar, Lepidus,
Antony, Enobarbus, Mec.enas, ivith Soldiers
marchincj.

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine

;

And we shall talk before we fight.

Cees. Most meet,
That first we come to words ; and therefore have we
Our written purposes before ns sent

:

Which, if thou hast considered, let us know
If 'tvvill tie up thy discontented sword;
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth,
That else must perish here.

Pom. To you all three,
The senators alone ot this great world.
Chief factors for the gods,— I do not know,
Wlierefore my father should revengers want.
Having a son, and friends; since Julius Cesar,
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted,
There saw you labouring for him. What was it.

That niov'd pale Cassius to conspire ? And wiiat
Made the all-honour'd honest Roman, Brutus,
VVith the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom,
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would
Have one man but a man? And tiiat is it,

Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden
The anger'd ocean foams: with which I meant

To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

Cees. Take yonr time. [sails.

Anf. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy

We'll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know'st

How much we do o'er-count thee.

Po7H. At land, indeed.

Thou dost o'er-count me of my father's house :

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself.

Remain iu't as thou may'st.

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us,

(For this is from the present,) how you take

The oQ'ers we have sent you.

Cees. There's the point.

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh
What it is worth embra(-'d.

Cces. And what niay follow.

To fry a larger fortune.

Pom. Y'^ou have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send

Measures of wheat to Rome : This 'greed upon,

To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back
Our targe imdinted.

Cas. Ant. §C Lep. That's our offer.

Psm. Know then,

I came before you here, a man prepar'd

To take this offer : But Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience :—Though I lose

The praise of it by telling. You must know,
When Cajsar and your brothers were at blows.

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey :

And am well studied for a liberal thanks.

Which I do owe you.

Pom. Let me have your hand :

I did not think, sir, to have met you. [yoii.

Ant. The beds i'the east are soft ; and thanks to

That call'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither
;

For I have gain'd by it.

Cces. Since I saw you last,

There is a change upon you.

Potn. Well, T know not,

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face

;

But in my bosom shall she never come.
To make my heart her wassal.

Lep. Well met here.

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus.—Thus we are agreed :

I crave, our composition may be written.

And seal'd between us.

Cas. That's the next to do.

Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part; and
Draw lots who shall begin. [let us

Ant. That will I, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first,

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Caesar

Grew fat with feastmg there.

Ant. You have heard much.
Pom. T have fair meanings, sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.
Pom. Then so much have T heard :

—

And I have heard, Apollodorus carried

—

Eno. No more of that:—He did so.

Pom. What, I pray you ?

Enu. A certain queen to Caisar in a mattress.

Pom. I know thee now; How far'stthou, soldier"-'

Eno. Well;
And well am like to do ; for, I perceive.
Four feasts are toward.
Pom. Let rae shake thy hand

;

I never hated thee : I have seen tliee fight,

When I have envied tiiy behaviour.

Eno. Sir,

I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd you.

When you have well dcserv'd ten times as much
As I have said you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness,

It nothing ill becomes thee.

—
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Aboard my galley I invite you all

:

Will you lead, lords?

Cans. Ant. §' Lep. Shew us the way, sir.

Pom. Come.
[Exeunt Pompey, Casar, Antony, Lepidus,

Soldiers, and Attendants.
Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made

tJiis treaty.

—

(Aside.)—You and I have known, sir.

Eno. At sea, I tliink.

Men. We have, sir.

Eno. You have done well by water.
Men. And you by land.

Eno. I will praise any man, that will praise me :

ihouch it cannot be denied what I have done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own
safety : you have been a great thief by sea.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. There 1 deny my land ser^nce. But give me
your hand, Menas : If our eyes had authority, heie
they might take two thieves kissing.

Men. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their

hands are.
'

[face.

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true

Men. No slander ; they steal hearts.

E710. We came hither to fight with you.

Me7i. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a
drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his

fortune.

Eno. Tf he do, sure he cannot weep it back again.
Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark

Antony here ; Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra?
Eno. Caesar's sister is call'd Octavia. [cellus.

Men. True, sir, she was the wife of Cains Mar-
Ena. But she is now the wife ofMarcus Antooius.
Men. Pray you, sir ?

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Caesar and he for ever knit together.

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I

would not prophesy so.

Men. I think, the policy of that purpose made
more in the marriage, tnan the love of the parties.

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find, tlie band
that seems to tie their friendship together, will be
the very strangler of their amity ; Octavia is of a
holy, cold, and still conversation.

Men. Who would not have his wife so ?

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; which is Mark
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : then
shall the sighs of Octavia blow Cue fire up in Caesar :

and, as I said before, that which is the strength of
their amity, shall prove the immediate author of
their variance. Antony will use his afi'ection where
it is: he married but his occasion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you
aboard ? I have a health for you.

£7*0. 1 shall take it, sir : We have used our
throats in Egypt.
Men. Come ; let's away. [Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

On board Pompey's Galley, lying
near Misenum.

Music. Enter two or three Servants, with a
banquet.

1 Serv. Here they'll be, man : Some o'their plants
are ill-rooted already, the least wind i'the world will

blow them down.
2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured.
1 Serv. They have made him driuk alms-drink.
2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the dispo-

sition, he cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his

entreaty, and himself to the drink.

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between
him and his discretion.

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great
men's fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will
dome no service, as a partizan I could not heave.

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not
to be seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes
should be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks.

A senet sounded. Enter C/SSar, Antony, Po.m-
PEY, LePIDVS, .AgrIPPAj MeCENAS, ExOBARbt'S,
Menas, with other Captains.

Ant. Thus do they, sir : [To C<ssar.) They take
the flow o'tlie Nile

By certain scales i'the pyramid ; they know,
By the height, the lowuess, or the mean, if dearth,
Orioizon, follow: The higher Nilus swells.
The more it promises: as it ebbs, tiie seedsman
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain.

And shortly comes to harvest.

Lep. You have strange serpents there.

Ant. Ay, Lepidus.
Lep. Your serpent of Egj'pt is bred now of your

mud by the operation of your sun ; so is your cro-
codile.

Ant. They are so. (diis.

Potn. Sit,—-and some wine.—A health to Le[/i-

Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but 111
ne'er out.

Ejio. Not till you have slept ; I fear me you'll be
in, till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies
pyramises are very goodly things; without am-
tradiction, I have heard that.

Men. Pompey, a word. (Aside.)
Pom. Say in mine ear : What is't ?

Men. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, cap-
tain, (Aside.)

And hear me speak a word.
Pom. Forbear me till anon.

—

This wine for Lepidus.
Lep. What manner o'thing is your crocodile ?

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as
broad as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is,

and moves with its own organs: it lives by that
which nourisheth it ; and the elements once out of
it, it transmigrates.
Lep. What colour is it of?
Ant. Of its own colour too.

Lep. 'Tis a strange serpent.

Ant. 'Tis so. And the tears of it are wet.
Cas. Will this description satisfy liim ?

Ant. With the healtii that Pompey gives him,
else he is a very epicure.

Pom. (To Menas aside.) Go, hang, sir, haug

!

Tell me of that ? away !

Do as I bid you.—Where's this cup I call'd for?
Meti. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me,

Rise from thy stool. (Aside.)
Pom. I think, thou'rt mad. The matter .

(Rises, and walks aside.)

Men. I have ever held my cap oft' to thy fortunes.

Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith-

What's else to say ?

Be jolly, lords.

Ant! These quick sands, Lepidus,

Keep o£F them, or you smk.
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ?

Pomp. VVhat say'st thou ?

Men. Wilt thou -be lord of the whole world '

That's twice ?

Pom. How should that be ?

Men. But entertain it, and.
Although thou think me poor, I am the man
Will give thee all the world.

Pom. Hast thou drunk well ?

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup
Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove :

Whate'er the ocean pales, or sky inclips.

Is thine, if thou wilt have't.

Pom. Shew me which way
Men. These three world-sharers, these compe-

titors.

Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable

;

And, when we are put oft' fall to their throats

All there is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou should'st have done
And not have spoke out! lu me, 'tis villany

;
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Id thee, it had been good service. Thou luiist

know,

*Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour;

Mine honour, it. Repent, that e'er thy to«c;iie

Hath so betray'd thine act : Being done unknown,
J should have found it alierwards well done

;

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink.

Men. For this, [Aside.)

ril never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.

—

Who seeks, and will not take, when once 'tis

offer'd,

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidus.

Ant. Bear him ashore.—I'll pledge it for him,

Pompey.
Eno. Here's to thee, Menas.
Men. Enobarbus, welcome.
Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid.

Eno. There's a strong: fellow, Menas.
[Pointing to the Attendant who carries

off Lepidus.)

Men. Why ?

Eno. He bears

The third part of the world, man ; See'st not?
Men. The third part then is drunk : 'Would it

were all.

That it might go on wheels !

Eno, Drink thou ; increase the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast.

Ant. It ripens towards it.—Strike the vessels, ho !

Here is to Casar.
Cas. I could well torbear it.

It's monstrous labour, when I wash my brain.

And it grows fouler.

A7it. Be a child o'the time.

Cas. Possess it, I'll make answer: but I had
rather fast

From all, four days, than drink so much in one.

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor ! [To Antony.)
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals,

And celebrate our drink ?

Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier.

Ant. Com, l^t us all take hands

;

[sense

'Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our
In soft and delicate Lethe.

Eno. All take hands.

—

Make battery to our ears with the loud music :

—

The while, I'll place you: Then the boy shall

sing

;

The holding every man shall bear, as loud

As his strong sides can volley.

[Music platjs. Enobarhis places them hand
in hand.)

SONG.
Come, ihou monarch of the vine.

Plump'j Bacchus, xoith pink eyne :

In thy vats our cares be drown'd

;

WiCh thy grapes our hairs be crown'd;
Cup us, till the ivorld go round;
Cup us, till the ivorld gb'round !

ff

CiBS. What would you more?—Pompey, good
night. Good brother.

Let tiie request you oil": our gra\ or business

Frowns at this levity.—Gentle lords , let's part

;

You see, we have burnt our cheeks : strong Eno-
barbe

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue
Splits what it speaks : the wild, disguise hath

almost [night.

—

Antick'd us all. What needs more words ? Good
Good Antony, your hand.
Pom. I'll try you o'the sliorc.

Ant. And shall, sir : give's your hand.
I^om. O, Antony,

You have my father's houss,—But what? we are
friends

:

Come, down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you fall not.

—

[Exeunt Pompey, Ctasar, Antony, and
Attendants.

Menas, I'll not on shore.

Men. No, to my cabin.

—

These drums .'-rthese trumpets, flutes! what!—
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell
To these great fellows: Sound, and be haug'd,

sound out.

[A flourish of trutnpets, tvith drums.)
Eno. Ho, says 'a !—There's my cap.

3Ien. Ho !—noble captain !

Come. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.-rA Plaiji in Syria.

Enter "Ventidius, as after conquest, tvith Silius,

and other Romans, Officers, and Soldiers ; the

dead body of Pacorus borne before him.

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck

;

and now
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death

Make me revenger.—Bear (he king's son's body
Before our army :—Thy Pacorus, Orodes,
Pays this for Marcus Crassus.

Sil. Noble Ventidius,

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm.
The fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media,
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither

The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and
Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. O Silius, Silius,

I have done enough : A lower place, note well.

May make too great an act: For learn this,' Silius

;

Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire

Too high a fame, when him we serve's away.
CiEsar, and Antony, have ever won
More in their officer, than person : Sossius,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown.
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favour.

Who does i'the wars more than his captain can.

Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition,

The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss.

Than gain, which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good.
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence^

Should my performance perish.

Sil. Than hast, Ventidius,

That without which a soldier, and his sword.
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to An-

tony?
Ven. ril humbly signify what in his name.

That magical word of war, we have aifected
;

How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks,.

The ne'er-yet beaten horse of Parthia
We have jaded out o'the field.

Sil, Where is he now?
Ven. He purposeth to Athens : whither, with

what haste

The weight we must convey with us will permit.
We shall appear before him.—On, there; pass

along. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rome. An Ante-Chamber in Ceesar's
House.

Enter Agrippa, and Enobarbus, meeting.

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ?

Eno. They have despatch'd with Pompey, he is

gone;
The other three are sealinj^ Octavia weeps
To part from Rome : Cajsar is sad ; and Lepidus,,
Since Porapey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled

With the green sickness.

Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus.
Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Caesar

!

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Au-
tony '.
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Eno. Caesar ? VV^hy, he's the Jupiter of raen.

Ayr. What's Antony? The god of Jupiter.

Eno. Spake you of Cffisar? How ? tlie nonpareil

!

Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird !

Eno. Would jou praise Caesar, say,—Caesar;

—

go no further. [praises.

Agr. Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellent

Eno. But he loves Ca)sar best;— Yet he lo\es

Antony

:

i [cannot

Ho 1 hearts, tongues, 'figures, scribes, bards, poets.

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his

love
To Antony. But as for Caesar,

Keeel down, kneel down, and wonder.
Ayr. Both he loves.

Enu, They are his shards, and he their beetle.

So,

—

{
Trumpets.)

This is to horse.—Adieu, noble A^rippa.
A<jr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and farewell.

Enter C^SAK, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia.

Ant. No further, sir.

Cces. You take from me a great part of myself;

L'si! me well in it.—Sister, prove such a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest

band
Shall pass on thy approof.—Most noble Antony,
Ijet not the piece of virtue, which is set

Betwixt us, as the cement of our love.

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter

The fortress of it : for better might we
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts
1'his be not chcrish'd.

Ant. Make me not offended
In your distrust.

Ores. I have said.

Ant. You shall not find.

Though yon be therein curious, the least cause
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you.

And make tiie hearts of Romans serve your ends!
V\ e will here part.

C{es. Farewell, my dearest .sister, fare thee well

;

The elements be kind to thee, and make
riiy spirits all of comfort I fare thee well.

Octa. My noble brother !

—

Ant. The April's in her eyes : It is love's spring,

And these the showers to bring it on.—Be cheerful.

Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house

;

and

—

Cas. What,
Octavia?

Oct. I'll tell you in your ear.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can
Her heart inform her tongue : the swan's down

feather.

That stands upon the swell at full of tide, ^
And neither way inclines.

Eno. Will Caisar weep ? {Aside to Agrippa.)
Agr. He has a cloud in's face.

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a
horse

;

So is he, being a man.
Agr. Why, Enobarbus ?

When Antony found Julius Cwsar dead.
He cried almost to roaring: and he wept.
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain.

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with
a rheum

;

What willingly be did confound, he vvail'd :

Believe it, till 1 weep too.

_
C<E.«. No, sweet Octavia,

You shall hear from me still; the time shall not
Out-go my thinking on you.
Ant. Come, sir, come

;

I'll wrestle with you in my strength of love :

Look, here 1 have yon ; thus 1 let you go,
And give you to the gods.

Cees. Adieu ; be happy !

^^P- Let all the nmnber of tlw stars give light

To tiiy fair way I

Cas. Farewell, farewell ! {Kisses Octavia.)
Ant. Farewell

!

[Trumpi-ts sotind. Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

C/eo. Where is the fVl low?
Alex. Half afeard to come.
(Jleo. Go to, go to :—Come hither, sir.

Enter a Messenger.

Alex. Good majesty,
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you,
But when you are well pleas'd.

Cleo. That Herod's head
Ml have : But how ? when Antony is gone.
Through whom I might command it.—Come thou

near.

Mes. Most gracious majesty,

—

Cleo. Didst thou behold
Octavia ?

Mess. Ay, dread queen.
Cleo. Where ?

, Mess. Madam, in Rome
I look'd her in the face ; and saw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.
Cleo. Is she as tall as me ^

Mess. She is not, madam.
Cleo. Didst hear her speak ? Is she shrill-tongii'd,

or low? [voic'd.

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-

Cleo. That's not so good :—he cannot like her

long.

Char. Like her? O Isis ! 'tis impossible.

Cleo. I think so, Charmian: Dull of tongue, and
dwarfish !

—

What majesty is in her gait? Remember,
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty.

Mess. She creeps

;

Her motion and her station are as one :

She shews a body rather than a life

;

A statue, than a breather.

Cleo. Is this certain ?

Mess. Or I have no observance.

Char. Three in Egypt
Cannot make better note.

Cleo. He's very knowing,
1 do perceiv't :—There's nothing in her yet :

—

The fellow has good judgment.
Char. Excellent.

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr'ythee.

Mess. Madam,
She was a widow.

Cleo. Widow?—Charmian, hark.

Mess. And I do think, she's thirty.

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is it longer

round ?

Mess. Round even to faultiness.

Cleo. For the most part too.

They are foolish that are so.—Her hair, what co-

lour ? [low

Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as

As she would wish it.

Cleo. There is gold for thee.

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill :

—

I will employ tiiee back again; I fmd (hee

]\lost fit for business : Go, make thee ready

;

Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Messenger.

Char. A proper man.

Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much.

That so I harry'd him. Why, methinks, by him.

This creature's no such thing.

Char. O, nothing, madam.

Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and
should know.

Char. Hath he_seen majesty ? Isis else defend

And serving you so long !

Cleo. I ha\e one thing more to ask him yet, good
Charmian :
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But '(is no matter ; thou slialt bring him to me.

Where 1 will write : All may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Athens. A Room in Antony's house.

Enter Antony and Octavia.

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,

—

That were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of semblable import.—but he hath wag'd
New wars 'gainst Pompey; made his will, and

read it

To public ear :

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly

He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me :

• When the best hint was given him, he not took't.

Or did it from his teeth.

Octa. O my good lord,

Belie\ e not all ; or, if you must believe.

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady.

If this division chance, ne'er stood between,
Praying for both parts :

And the good gocfs will mock me presently,

1 When I shall pray, O, bless my lord and husband !

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,

0, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother.

Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway
'Twist these extremes at all.

Ant. Gentle Octavia,

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks

Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour,

I lose myself : better I were not yours.

Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested,

Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady,

I'll raise the preparation of a war
Shall stain your brother ; Make your soonest haste

;

So your desires are yours.

Octa. Thanks to ray lord.

The Jove ofpower make me most weak, most weak.

Your reconciler ! Wars 'twist you twain would be

As if the world should cleave, and that slain men
Should solder up the rift.

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins.

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults

Can never be so equal, that your love

Can equally move with them. Provide your going
;

Choose your own company, and command what cost

Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. Another Room in the same.

Enter Enob.'VRBUS and Eros, meeting.

Eno. How now, friend Eros ?

Eros. There's strange news come, sir.

Eno. What, man ?

Eros. Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon
Pompey.

Eno. This is old ; what is the success ?

Eros. Ca;sar, having made use of him in the

wars 'gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality

;

would not let him partake in the glory of the action :

and not resting here, accuses him of letters he had

formerly wrote to Pompey; upon his own appeal,

seizes him : So the poor third is up, till death en-

large his confine.

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no
more

;

And throw between them all the food thon hast.

They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony ?

Eros. He's walking in the garden—thus ; and
spurns

The rush that lies before him ; cries. Fool, Lepidus !

And threats the throat of that his officer.

That murder'd Pompey.
Eno. Our great navy's rigged.

Eros. For Italy, and Caesar. More, Doiiiitius
;

My lord, desires you presently : my news
I might have told hereafter.

Eno. 'Twill be naught

;

But let it he.—Bring me to Antony.
Eros, Come, sir. [Exeunt.

Scene YJ.— Rome. A Room in Ccesar's house.

Enter C.«aAR, Agrippa, and MecjENAS.

Cas. Contemning Rome, he has done all this :

And more :

lu Alexandria,—here's the manner of it,

—

r the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold

W'ere publicly enthron'd : at the feet, sat

Ca?sarion, whom they call my father's son
;

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the 'stablishment of Egypt; made her
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Absolute queen.

Mec. This in the public eye ?

Cces. r the common shew- place, where they

exercice.

His sons he there proclaim'd. The kings of kings :

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia,

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign'd

Syria, Cicilia, and Phsenicia : She
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis

That day appear'd : and oft before gave audience.

As 'tis reported, so.

Mec. Let Rome be thus

Inform'd.

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence.

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

Ca. The people know it ; and have now receiv'd

His accusations.

Agr. Whom does he accuse ?

C<es. CsBSar : and ttat, having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeins spoil'd, we had not rated him
His part o' the isle : then does he say, he lent me
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets.

That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain

All his revenue.
Ayr. Sir, this should be answer'd.

Cas. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone.

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel;

That he his high authority abus'd.

And did deserve his change ; for what I've conquer'd,

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia,
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Mec. He'll never yield to that

Cies. Nor must not then be yielded to in this.

Enter Octavia.

Octa. Hail, Caesar, and my lord ! hail, most dear
Caisar

!

Cees. That ever I should call thee, cast-away !

O^a. You have not call'd me so, nor have you
^W cause. [come -lot

Ctes. Why have you stol'n upon us thus ? You
Like.Caesar's sister : The wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and '

The neighs of horse to tell of her approach,
Long ere she did appear ; the trees Ly the way
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted

Longing for what it had not : nay, the dust
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven,
Rais'd by your populous troops : But you are come
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented
The ostent of our love, which, left unshewn.
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you
By sea, and laud ; supplying every stage

With an augmented greeting.

Octa. Good my lord,

To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it i

On my free will. 31y lord, Mark Antony,
Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted

]\Iy grieved ear withal : whereon, I begg'd

His pardon for return.

Cas. Which soon he granted.

Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him.

Octa. Do not say so, my lord,

C(ts. I have eyes upon him
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\nd his affairs come to me on the wind.

Where is he now ?

Octa. My lord, in Athens.
Cees. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra

Halh nodded liim to her. He hath given his empire

Up to a wliore ; who now are levying

The kings o'the earth for war : He hath assembled
Bocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archelaus,

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king

Of Paphlagonia ; the 'I'hracian king, Adallas :

King Malchus of Arabia; king of Pont;
Herold of Jewry ; Mithridates, king

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas,
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a

More larger list of sceptres.

Octa. Ah me, most wretched,
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,

That do aifiict each other !

C(E.s. Welcome hither :

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth
;

Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led,

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart :

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content these strong necessities
;

But let determin'd things to destiny

Hold unhewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome :

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd
Beyond the mark of tliought : and the high gods.

To do you justice, make them ministers

Of IIS, and those tiiat love you. Best of comfort

;

And ever welcome to us.

Agr. Welcome, lady.

Mec. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you :

Only the adulterous Antony, mo.st large

In his abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull,

That noises it against us.

Octa. Is it so, sir?

Cees. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray yon,

Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister !

\Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Antony's Camp, near the Promontory
of Actium.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.

Eno. But, why, why, why ?

Cieo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars
;

And .say'st, it is not fit.

Eno Well, is it, is it?

Cleo, Is't not ? Denounce against us, why should
not we

Be there in person ?

Eno. {Aside.) Well, I could reply :

—

If we should serve with horse and mares together.

The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear
A soldier, and his horse.

Cleo. What is't you say :

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony
;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his

time.

What should not then be spar'd. He is already
Traduc'd for levity ; and 'tis said in Rome,
That'Photinus an eunuch, and your maids,
Manage this war.

Cleo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot,

That speak against us ! A charge wu bear i' the war.
And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not against it

;

I will not stay behind.
Eno. Nay, I have done :

Here comes the emperor.

Enter Antony and Canidius.

Ant. Is't not strange, Canidius,
That from Tarentnm, and Brundusium,
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea,
And take in l'or\'ne ?—You have heard on't, sweet ?

Cleo. Celerity is never mor« admir'd,

Than by the negligent.

A7it. A good rebuke.
Which might have well becom'd the best of men,
To taunt at slackness.—Canidius, we
W^ill fight with him by sea.

Cleo. By sea ! What else ?

Can. Why will my lord do so ?

A7it. For he dares us to't

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight.

Can. Ay, and to wage thi.s battle at Pharsalia,

Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But thesis

offers.

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off;

And so should you.
Eno. Your ships are not well mann'd-

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people

Ingross'd by swift impress : in Csesar's Heet

Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought

:

Their ships are yare
;
yours, heavy. No disgrace

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea.

Being prepar'd for land.

Ant. By sea, by sea.

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away
The absolute soldiership you ha\e by land;
Distract your array, which doth most consist

Of vvar-uiark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted
Your own renowned knowledge ;

quite forego

^J'he way which promises assurance ; and
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard.

From firm security.

Ant. I'll fight at sea.

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Cfesar none better.

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn

;

And, with the rest full-maun'd, from the head of

Actium
Beat the approaching Csesar. But if we fail.

Enter a Messenger.

We then can do't at land.—Thy business ?

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ,

Caesar has taken Toryne.
Ant. Can he be there in person? 'tis impossible.

Strange, that his power should be.—Canidius,

Our nineteen legions tliou shalt hold by land.

And our twelve thousand horse :—We'll to oui

ship;

Enter a Soldier.

Away, my Thetis !—How now, worthy soldier?

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea
;

Trust not to rotten planks. Do you misdoubt

This sword, and these my wounds ? Let the Egyp-
tians,

And the Phoenicians, go a ducking; we
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth.

And fighting foot to foot.

Atit. Well, well, away.
Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and

Enobarbus.
Sold. By Hercules, 1 think, I am i'the right.

Can. Soldier, thou art : but his whole actio

grows
Not in the power on't : So our leader's led.

And we are women's men.
Sold. You keep by land

The legions and the horse whole, do you not?

Ca)t. Marcus Octavius, INIarcus Justeius,

Publicola, and Cwlius, are for sea:

But we keep whole by land. This speed of Caesar's

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While he was yet in Rome,
His power went out in such distractions, as

Beguil'd all spies.

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you?
Sold. They say, one Taurus.

Can. W'ell I know the man.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The emperor calls for Canidius.

/
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Can. With news the time's with labour; and

til roes forth.

Each minute, some. [Exeunt.

Scene VIII.

—

A Plain near Actium.

Enter Cesar, Taurus, Officers, and others.

Cces. Taurus,

—

Taur. My lord.

Ccts. Strike not by land ; keep whole :

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea.

i)o not exceed the prescript of this scroll

:

Uiir fortune lies upon this juoip. [Exeunt.

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus.

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon side o'the hill,

[ii eye of Cesar's battle ; from which place

We may the number of the ships behold.

And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt.

Enter Canidius, marching with his landArmy one

way over the stage; rtwa Taurus, the Lieutenant
ofC(esar, the other ivay. After their going in,

is heard the noise of a sea-fight.

A larum. Re-enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can behold

no longer ;

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral.

With all their sixty, tly, and turn the rudder

;

'J'o see't, mine eyes are blasted.

Enter ScARUs.

Scar. Gods, and goddesses.
All the whole synod of them!
Eno. What's thy passion ?

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost

With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away
Ivingdoras and provinces.

Eno. Hew appears the fight V

Scar. On our side like the token'd pestilence,

Where death is sure. Yon' ribald-rid nag of

Egypt,
Whom leprosy o'ertake ! i' the midst o'the fight,

—

When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd,

Ijoth as the same, or rather ours the elder,

—

The brize upon her, like a cow in June,
Hoists sails and flies.

Eno. That I beheld : mine eyes
Did sicken at the sight on't, and could not

Endure a further view.

Scar. Slie once being loof'd

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony,
Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard,
Leaving the fight in lieigiit, flies after her :

J never saw an action of such shame
;

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before
'

Did violate so itself.

Eno. Alack, alack

!

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath,

And sinks most lamentably. Had our general
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well

:

O, he has given example for our flight,

Most grossly, by his own. [night, !

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why, then, good !

Indeed. {Aside.)
\

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. !

Scar. 'Tis easy to't ; and there I will attend
jWhat further comes.

Can. To Cassar will I render I

My legions, and my horse; six kings already I

Shew me the way of yielding.
'

Eno. I'll yet follow
The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt.

Scene IX.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Attendants.
Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more

upon't, 1

I

It is asham'd to bear me !—Friends, come hither.

1 am so lated in the world, that I

Have lost ray way for ever :— I have a ship

Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly.

And make your peace with Csesar.

Alt. Fly ! not w.-.

Ant. I have fled myself; and have instruct^-d

cowards
_

[gone

;

To run, and shew their shoulders.—Friends, be-

I have myself resolv'd upon a course,

Which has no need of you ; be gone.

My treasure's in the harbour, take it.—O,
[ foUow'd that I blush to look upon

:

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white

Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them
For fear and doting.—Friends, be gone

;
you shall

Have letters from me to some friends, that will

Sweep your way tor you. Pray you, Jook not sad.

Nor make replies of loathuess -. take the hint

Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left

Which leaves itself: to the sea-side straightway :

I will possess you of that rhip and treasure.

Leave me, I pray, a little : 'pray you now :

—

Nay, do so ; for indeed. I have lost command.
Therefore I pray you :—I'll see you by and by.

[Sits doivn.)

Enter Eros and Cleopatra, led by Charmian
and Iras.

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him:— Comfort

Iras. Do, most dear queen. [him.

Char. Do ! Why, what else ?

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno!
Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, sir ?

Ant. O fy, fy, fy.

Char. Madam,

—

Iras. Madam ; O good empress

!

Eros. Sir, sir,

—

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes :—He, at Philippi, kept

His sword even like a dancer, while I struck

The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and 'twas I,

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had
In the brave squares of war : Yet now—No matter.

Cleo. Ah, stand by.

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen.
Iras. Go to him, maclam, speak to him;

He is unqualitied with very shame.
Cleo. Well then,—Sustain me :—O !

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen ap-

proaches
;

Her head's declin'd, and death will seize her ; but
Your comfort makes the rescue.

Ant. I have offended reputation;

A most unnoble swerving.

Eros. Sir, the queen.

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See,
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes
By looking back on what I have left behind,
'Stroy'd in dishonour.

Cleo. O my lord, my lord !

Forgive my fearful sails I I little thought,

You would have follow'd.

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'st too well.

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings.

And thou should'st tow me after : O'er my spirit

Thy full supremacy thou knew'st ; and that

Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods
Command me.

Cleo. O, my pardon.
Ant. Now I mu.st

To (he young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who
With half the bulk o'the world play'd as T pleas"d.

Making and marring fortunes. You did know,
How much you were my conqueror ; and that

My sword, made weak by my aftection, would
Obey it on all cause.

Cleo. O pardon', pardon.
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Ant. Fall not a tear, I say; one of thein rates

All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss
;

Even this repays me.—We sent our schoolmaster.
Is he come back ?—Love, I am lull of lead :

—

Some wine, within there, and our viands .—Fortune
knows.

We scorn her most, when most she offers blows.

[Exeunt.

Scene X.

—

Casar's Camp, in Egypt.

Etiter Cjesar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others.

CcBs. Let him appear tliat's come from Antony.

—

Xnow you him?
Dol. Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster :

An argument that he is pluck'd, when hither

He se'nds so poor a pinion of his wing.
Which had superfluous kings for messengers,
Not many moons gone by.

Enter Euphronids.

CeES. Approach, and speak.
Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony ;

I was of late as petty to his ends,
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf
To his grand sea.

Cces. Be it so ; Declare thine office.

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and
Requires to live in Fgypt : which not granted,
He lessens his requests ; and to tliee sues
To let him breathe between the heavens and earth,

A private man in Athens : This for him.
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness

;

Submits her to thy might; and of thee craves
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Cces. For Antony,
I have no ears to his request. The queen
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail; so she
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend,

Or take his life there : This if she perform.
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both.

Eup. Fortune pursue thee !

Cas. Bring him through the bands.
[Exit Eiiphronius.

To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : Despatch

;

From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, (To Thyreus.)

And in our name, what she requires ; add more.

From thine invention, offers : women are not.

In their best fortunes, strong ; bnf want will per-

jure

The ne'er-touch'd vestal : Try thy cunning, Thyreus,
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we
Will answer as a law.

Thyr. Caesar, I fo.

C«s. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw
;

And what thou think'st his very action speaks
In every power that moves.

Thyr. Caisar, I shall. [Exeunt.

Scene XI.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, E»iobarbus, Ch.ar]vu.\n, and
Iras.

Cleo. What shall we do, Euobarbus?
Eno. Think, and die.

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ?

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reason. What although you lied

From that great face of war, whose se\eiai ranges
Frighted eacii other? why should he follow?
The itch of his affection should not then

Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point,

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being

The mered question : 'Twas a shame no less

Than was his loss, to course your flying flags,

And leave his navy gazing.

Cleo. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, luith Euphronius.

Ant. Is this his answer?
Eup. Ay, my lord.

Ant, . The queen
Shall then have courtesy, so she will yield
Us up.

Eup. He says so.

Ant. Let her know it.

—

To the boy Caesar send tliis grizzled head,
And he will till thy wisiies to the brim
With principalities.

Cleo. That head, my lord ?

A7it. To him again ; Tell him, he wears the rose
Of youth upon him; from which the world should

note

Something particular : his coin, ships, legions.
May be a coward's ; whose ministers would prevail
Under the service of a child, as soon
As i' the command of Caesar : I dare him therefore
To lay his gay comparisons apart,

And answer me declin'd, sword against sword.
Ourselves alone : I'll write it; follow me.

[Exeunt Antony and Eiiphronius
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Cajsar will

Unstate his happiness, and be stag'd to the shew
Against a swordfer.— I see men's judgments are
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward
Do' draw the inward quality after them.
To suffer all alike. That he should dream.
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will

Answer his emptiness !—Caesar, thou hast snbdu'd
His judgment too.

Enter an Attendant.

Att. A messenger from Caesar.

Cleo. What, no more ceremony?— See, my
women !—

r

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose.
That kneel'd unto the buds.—Admit him, sir.

Eno. Mine honesty, and I, begin to square.

{Aside.
The loyalty, well held to fools, does make
Our faith mere folly : Yet, he, that can endure
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord.

Does conquer him that did his master conquer,
And earns a place i' the story.

Enter Thyreus.

Cleo. CtEsar's will ?

Thyr. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends ; say boldly.

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony.
Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Ctfcsar has

;

Or needs not us. If Cfesar please, our master
Will leap to be his friend : For us, you know.
Whose he is, we are ; and that's, Cassar's.

Thyr. So.—
Thus then, thou most renow'd : Caesar entreats.

Not to consider in what case tnou stand'st.

Further than he is Ca;sar.

Cleo. Go on ; Right royal.

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony
As vou did love, but as you fear'd him.

Cleo. O!
Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he

Does pity as constrained blemishes.

Not as deserv'd.

Cleo. He is a god, and knows
What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded

But conquer'd merely.

E710. To be sure of that, (Aside.)

I will ask Antony.—Sir, sir, fhou'rt so leaky.

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for

Thv dearest quit tliee. [Exit Enobarbus.
Thyr. Shall I say to Ca.'sar

W'hat yon require of him? for he partly begs

To be f'lesir'd to give. It much would please him.

That of his fortunes you should make a .staff

To lean upon : but it would '.varm his spirits,

To hear from me you luul left Autony,

And put yourself under his shroud.

The universal landlord..

Cko What's your name ?
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Thjr- My name is Thyreus.

Cleo. Most kind messenger,

Say to great Caesar this ; In disputation

r kiss his conqii'ring hand : tell liiin, I am prompt
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel

:

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear
The doom of Egypt.

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course.

Wisdom and fortune combating together,

If that the former dare but what it can.

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand.
Cleo. Your Caesar's father

Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kiogdoms in,

Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place.

As it raiu'd kisses.

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders !

—

What art thou, fellow ?

Thyr. One, that bat performs.

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest
To have command obey'd.

Eno. You will be whipp'd.
Ant. Approach, there :—Ay, you kite !—Now

gods and devils !

Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cry'd, ho !

Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth.

And cry. Your will? Have you no ears? I am

Enter Attendants.

Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him.

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,
Than with an old one dying.

Ant. Moon and stars !

Whip him :— Were't twenty of the greatest tribu-

taries

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them
So saucy with the baud of she here, (What's her

name.
Since she was Cleopatra ?)—Whip hira, fellows.

Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his l"ace.

And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence.
Thyr. Mark Antony,—
Ant. Tug him away : being whipp'd,

Bring him again :—This Jack of Ceesar's shall

Bear us an errand to him.

—

[Exeunt Attend, ivith Thyr.
Yon were half blasted ere I knew you:—Ha!
Have I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race,

And by a gem of women, to be abus d
By one that looks on feeders ?

Cleo. Good my lord,

—

Ant. You have been a boggier ever :

—

Hut when we in our viciousness grow hard,
(O misery on't !) the wise gods seel our eyes

;

Jn our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we strut

To our confusion.

Cleo. O, is it come to this ?

Ant. I found you as a morsel, cold upon
Dead Caisar's trencher : nay, you were a fragment
Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours,
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously pick'd out :—Fnr, I am sure.

Though you can guess what temperance should be,
You know not what it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this ?

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards,
And say, God quit you ! be familiar with
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal.

And plighter of high hearts I—O, that I were
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar
The horned herd ! for I have savage cause;
And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him.—Is he vvhipp'd ?

Re-enter Attendants ivith Thyrlus.

I Att. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cry'd he V and begg'd he pardon ?

1 Aft. He did ask favour.

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent
Tliou wast not made his daughter; and be thou sorry
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since

Thou hast beeu whipp'd for following him: hence-
The white hand of a lady i'ever thee, [forth.

Shake thou to look on't.—Get thee back to Ca;sar,
Tell him thy entertainment: Look, thou say.
He makes me angry with him : for he seems
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am

;

Not what he knew I was: He makes me angry;
And at this time most easy 'tis to do't

;

When my good stars, that were my former guides.

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires

Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike
Bly .speech, aud what is done ; tell him, he has
Hipparchus, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture.

As he shall like, to quit me : Urge it thou

:

Hence, with thy stripes, begone. [Exit Thyreus.
Cleo. Have you done yet?
Ant. Alack, our terrene moon

Is now eclips'd ; and it portends alone
The fall of Antony !

Cleo. I must stry his time.

Ant. To flatter Caisar, would you mingle eyes
With one that ties his points ?

Cleo. Not know me yet?
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be soj

From my cold heart let heaven engender bail,

Aud poison it in the source ; and the first stone

Drop in my neck : as it determines, so

Dissolve ray life ! The next Csesarion smite !

Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb.
Together with my brave Egyptians all,

By the discandying of this pelleted storm.

Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile
Have buried them for prey !

A7it. I am satisfied.

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land
Hath nobly held ; our sever'd navy too

Have knit again, and fleet, threat'ning most sea-like-

Where hast thou been, my heart?—Dost thou hear,
lady?

If from the field I shall return once more
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood

;

I and my sword will earn our chronicle
;

There is hope in it yet
Cleo. That's my brave lord !

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath'd.

And fight maliciously : for when mine hours
Were nice ani lucky, men did ransom lives

Of me for jests; but now, I'll set my teeth,

And send to darkness all that stop me.—Come
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me
All my sad captains, fill our bowls ; once more
Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birth day :

I had thought to have held it p"bor ; but, since my Ion
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We'll yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them ; and to-night

I'll force [queen ;

The wine peep through their scars.—Come on, my
There's sap in't yet. The next time I do fight,

I'll make death love me ; for I will contend
Even with his pestilent scythe.

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Attendants.
Eno. Now he'll out-stare the lightning. To be

furious,

Is, to be frighted out of fear: and, in that mood,
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still,

A diminution in our captain's brain

Restores his heart; Wlien valour preys on reason.

It eats the sword it fights with. 1 will seek
Some way to leave him [Exit-
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ACT. IV.

Scene I.

—

Ctzsar's Camp at Alexandria.

Enter C^sar, reading a letter; Agkippa,
Mec.snas, and others.

Cas. He calls me boy; and chides, as he had
pKivver

To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger
He hath wip|>'d with rods; dares me to personal

combat,
Caesar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know
I have many other ways to die ; mean time,

Laugh at his challenge.

Mec. Caesar must think.

When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted
Even to falling. Give hiiu no breath, but now
Make hoot of nis distraction; Never anger
Made good guard for itself

Cas. Let our best heads
Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles

We mean to fisht ;—Within our files there are

Of those, that serv'd Mark Antony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ;

And feast the array : we have store to do't,

And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony !

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the palace.

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Char-
MiAN, Iras, Alexas, and others.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius.
Eno. __ No.
Ant. Why should he not? [fortune,

E?w. He thinks, being twenty times of better

He is twenty men to one.

Ant. To-raoM-ow, soldier.

By sea and land I'll fi^-ht; or I will live.

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Wno't thou fight well ?

Eno. I'll strike ; and cry, Talce all.

Ant. Well said : come on.

—

Call forth my household servants : let's to-night

Enter Servants.

Be bounteous at our meal.—Give me thy hand.
Thou hast been rightly honest ;—so hast thou

;

And thou,—and thou,—and thou :—You have serv'd

me well,

And kings have been your fellows.

C'leo. What means this ?

Eno. 'Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow
shoots {Aside.)

Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honest too.

I wish, I conld be made so many men
;

And all of you clapp'd up together in

\n Antony; that 1 might do you service,

So good as you have done.
Serv. The gods forbid 1

Avi. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night;

Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me.
As when mine empire was your fellow too.

And suffer'd my command.
Cleo. What does he mean ?

Eno. To make his followers weep.
Ant. Tend me to-nighl

:

May be, it is the period of your duty

:

Haply, you shall not see me more ; or if,

A mangled shadow: perchance, to-morrow
You'll serve another master. I look on you,

As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends,

I turn you not away ; but, like a master
Married to your good service, stay till death :

Tend me to-night two houis, I ask no more.
And the gods jneld you fort

!

Eno. What mean you, si:.

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep
;

And I, an ass. am onion-ev'd ; for shame,T _r i i_ •
I

' '

Transform us not to women !

Ant. Ho.Tio, ho

!

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus !

Grace grow where those drops fall i My hearty

friends.

You take me in too dolorous a sense :

J spake to you for your comfort ; did de.sire you
To burn this night with torches : Know, my hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow; and will lead you,
Where rather I'll e-tpect victorious life,

Than death and honour. Lets to supper : come
And drown consideration. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.— The same. Before the Palace.

Enter two Soldiers, to their Guard.
1 Sold. Brother, good night : to morrow is the day.

2 Sold. It will determine one way: fare you weii.

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets .'

1 Sold. Nothing: What news?
2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour:

Good night to you.

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night.

Enter two other Soldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers,

Have careful watch.

3 Sold. And yon : Good night, good night.

{The first tivo place themselres at their posts.)

4 Sold. Here we : {They take their posts.) and if

to-morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope
Our landmen will stand up.

3 Sold. 'Tis a brave army,

And full of purpose.
{Music of hautboys under the stage.)

4 Sold. Peace, what noise?

I Sold. List, list

!

2So/d. Hark!
I Sold. Music i'the air

3 So/d. Under the eartl,.

4 Sold. It sigt:s well,

Does't not ? •

3 Sold. No. [mean ?

1 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this

1 Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, w'hom Antony lov'd.

Now leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk; let's see if other watchmen
Do hear what we do. {They advance to another

post.)

2 Sold. How now, masters ?

So/d. How now ?

How now? do you hear this?

{Several speaking together.)

I Sold. Ay ; Is't not strange ?

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters";' do you hear?

I Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter;

Let's see hovv't will give oil'.

Sold. {Several speaking.) Content :

'Tis strange.

\Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Bootfi in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra ; Ch.\rmlvn, and
others, attending.

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros !

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck.—Eros, come ; mine armour,

Eros!

Enter Eros, tvith armour

Come, my good fellow% put thine iron on :

—

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her.—Come.
Cleo. Nay, I'll help too.

What's this for?

Ant.
The a

^i7(t. Ah, let be, let be I thou art

he armourer of mv heart .— False, false ; this, this.

Cleo. Sooth, la, I'll help: Thus it must be.

Ant.
^

Well, well;

We shall thrive now.—Seest thou, my good fellow ?

Go, put on thy defences.

Eros. Briefly, .sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ?
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Ant. Rarely, rarely :

He that unbuckles this, till \ve do please

Ti' doft't for our repose, shall hea"- a storrn.

—

Thou fumblest, Eros ; aud uiy queeu's a squire

More tight at this, thau thou : Despatch.—O love.

That thou could'st see niy wars to-day, and knew'st
The royal occupation ! thou should'st see

Enter an Officer, armed.

A workman iii't.—Clood-inorrow to thee ; welcome :

Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike charge ;

To business that we love, we rise betime.

And ao to it with delight.

1 Off'. A thousand, sir,

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim,

\nd at the port expect you.

{Shout. Trumpets. Flourish.)

Enter other Officers, and Soldiers.

2 Offi. The morn is fair.—Good-morrow, general.

All. Good-morrow, general.

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads.

This morning, like the spirit of a youth
Tliat means to be of note, begins betimes.

—

So, so; come, give me tiiat : this way ; well said.

Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me :

This is a soldier's kiss, rebukable, (Kisses her.)

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand
On more mechanic compliment; I'll leave thee
Now, like a man of steel.— You, that will fight,

Follow me close; I'll bring you tot."—Adieu.
[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and Soldiers.

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber?
Cleo. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might
Determine this great War in single tight!

Then, Antony—But now,—Well, on. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Antony's Camp near Alexandria.

Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros; a
Soldier meeting them.

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to An
tony ! ^ (nrevail'd

Ant. 'Would, thou and those thy scars had once
To make me figjit at land !

Sold. Had'st thou done so,

The kings that have revolted, aud the soldier
That has this morning left thee, would have still

Follow'd thy heels.

Ant. Who's gone this morning'?
Sold. Who ?

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus,
He shall not hear thee ; or from Cassar's camp
Hay, I am none of thine.

Ant. What say'st thou ?

Sold -

Sir,
He is with Caesar.

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure
He has not with him.
Ant. Is he gone?
Sold. Most certain.
A7it. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it

;

Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, aud greetings:
Say, that I wish he never fi:id more cause
To change a master.—O, u.y fortunes have
Corrupted honest men :—Efos, despatch. [Exeunt.

Scene Yl.—Cesar's Camp before Alexandria.

Flourish. Enter C^s.4.R, tvith Agrippa,
Enobarbus, and others.

C(ES. Go forth, Agrippa. and begin the fight

:

Our will is, Antony be took alive
;

Make it so known.

^S"*- .
Caesar, I shall. [Exit Agrippa.

Cees. The time of universal peace is near:
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd world
Miall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Messenger.

AntonyMess.
Is come into the field.

C(ps. Go, charge Agrippa :

Plant those that have revolted in the van.
That Antony may seem to spend his fury
Upon himself. {Exeunt CtBsar and his Train.)
Eno. Alexas dia leolt; and went to Jewry,

On atlairs of Antony ; there did persuade
Great Herod to incline himself to Caisar,

And leave his master Antony: for this pains,

Caesar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the rest.

That fell away, have entertainment, but
No honourable trust. I have done ill;

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely.

That 1 will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of Ceesar's.

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with
His bounty overplus ; The messenger
Came on my guard ; and at tliy tent is now,
Unloading of his mules.
Eno, I give it you.

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus.
I tell you true : Best that you saY'd the biinger

Out of the liost ; I must attend mine office.

Or would have don't myself. Your emperor
Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier,

Eno. 1 am alone the villain of the earth,

Aud feel I am so most. O Antony,
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldest thou have pni4

My better service, when my turpitude

Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows my heart

:

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do't, I feel.

I fight agaiust thee !—No : I will go seek
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul'st best fits

My latter part of life. [Exit.

Scene VII.

—

Field of Battle between the Camps.

Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa^
071d others.

Agr. Retire, we have eugag'd ourselves too far :

Caisar himself has work, and our oppression
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Antony and Scarus, wounded.

Scar. Oniy brave emperor, this is fought, indeed !

Had we done so at first, we had driven them home
With clouts about their heads.
Ant. Thou bleed'st apace.

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T^
But now 'tis made an H.
Ant. They do retire.

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes; Ihaveyet
Room for six scotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage
For a fair victory. [serves

Scar. Let us score tlieir backs.
And sualch 'em up, as we take hares, behind

;

'Tis sport to maul a runner.

Ant. I will reward thee

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar. I'll halt after. [Exeunt.

Scene VIII.^

—

Under the Walls of Alexandria.

Alarum. Enter Antony, marching ; Scarus. wwd
Forces.

Ant. We have beat hiui to his camp ; Run one
before.

And let the queen know ofour guests.—To-morrow,
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood

That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all

:

For doughty-handed are you • and have fought

Not as you serv'd the cause, out as it had been
Each man's like mine

; you have shewn all Hectors
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i^nter the city, clip your wives, your frienrls,

iVIl them your feats ; whilst they with joyiul tears

Wash the concealment from your woniicld, and kiss

The honour'd gashes whole.—Give me thy hand
;

[To Scarus.)

Enter Cleop.\tra, attended.

To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts,

Make her thanks bless thee.—O thou day o"the

world.
Chain my arni'd neck; leap thou, attire and all.

Through proof oi' harness to my heart, and there

Ride on the pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of lords !

O infinite virtue ! com'st tliou smiling from

The world's great snare uncaught ^

Atil. My nightingale,

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl,

though grey
Do something mingle with onr bro^''n ; yet have we
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can

Oet goal for goal of youth. Behold this man;
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ;

—

Kiss it, my warrior:—He hath fought to-day,
,

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had
Destroy'd in such a shape.

Cleo. I'll give thee, friend.

An armour all of gold; it was a king's.

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled

Like holy Phoebus" car.—Give me thy hand ;

Through Alexandria make a jolly march
;

Bear our hack'd targets like the men that owe them :

Had our great palace the capacity

To camp this host, we all would sup together
;

And drink carouses to the next day's fate,

Which promises royal peril.—Trumpeters,

With brazen din blast you the city's ear;

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines
;

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to-

gether.

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt.

Scene IX.— Casar's Camp.

Sentinels on their posts. Enter Enobarbus.

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour.

We must return to the court of guard : The night

Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle

By the second hour i'the morn.

2 Sold. This last day was
A shrewd one to us.

Enu. O, bear me witness, night,

—

.3 Sold. What man is this ?

2 Sold. Stand close, and list to him.

Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon,
When men revolted shall upon record

Bear hateful memoiy, poor Enobarbus did

Before thy tace repent !

—

1 Sold! Enobarbus

!

3 Sold. Peace

;

Hark further.

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy.

The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me
;

That life, a very rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart

Against the flint and hardness of my fault

;

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder,

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony,

Nobler than my revolt is infamous,

Forgive me in thine own particular;

But let the world rank me in register

A master-leaver, and a fugitive :

r»- \

O Antony ! O Antony !
{Dies.)

2 Sold. Let's speak

To liim.

] Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he speaks

May concern Caesar.

I Sold. Let's do so. But he sleeps.

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for sleeping.

2 Sold. Go we to him.

.3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak, to us.

2 Sold. Hear you, sir!

1 Sold. T!ie hand of death hath raught him.
Hark, the drums {Drums afar off.)

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear hioi

To the court of guard : ne is ot note : our hour
Is fully out.

2 Sold. Come on then :

He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the body.

Scene X.

—

Between the tivo Camps.

Enter Antony and Scarus, with Forces
marching.

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea
;

We please them not by land.

Scar. For both, my lord.

Ant. I would, they'd fight i'the fire, or in the air

;

We'd fight there too. But this it is ; Our foot

Upon the hills adjoining to the city,

Shall stay witii us : order for sea is given
;

They have put forth the haven : Further on.

Where their appointment we may best discover,

And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt

, Enter C^esae, and his Forces, marching.

CcES. But being charg'd, we will be still by land

Which, as I take't, we shall ; for his best force

Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales.

And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they're not join'd : Where yonder pice

doth stand,

I shall discover all : I'll bring thee word
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [Exit.

Scar. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's sails their nest : the augurers

Say, they know not,—they cannot tell ;—look grimly

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by sUirts,

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear,

Of what he has, and has not.

Alarum afar off, as at a sea fight.

Re-enter Antony.

Ant. AH is lost

;

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me ;

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder

They cast their caps up, and carouse together

Like friends long lost.—Triple-turn'd whore ! 'ti,s

thou

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart

Makes only wars on thee.—I3id them all fly
;

For when 1 am reveng'd upon my cliarm,

I have done all :—Bid them all ti}', be c;one.

[Exit Scarus.

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more :

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here

Do we shake hands.—All come to this ?—The hearts.

That spaniel'd me at het- Is, to whom I gave

Their wishes, do discandy. melt their sweets

On blossoming Cassar;-and this pine is bark'd,

That o\ ertopp'd them all. Betray'd -I am :

O this false soul of Egypt! this grave charm,—

Whose eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them

home
;

Whose bosom was ray crownet, my chief end.

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.—

What, Eros, Eros

!

Enter Cleop.atra.

Ah, tliou spell ! Avanni
Cleo. Whv is my lord enrag'd against his love ?

Ant. Vanish ; or I shall g'we thee thy deserving.

And blemish Cwsar's triumpli. Let him take thee

And hoist thee up ti) the shouting plebeians :

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot

Of all thy sex ; must monster-like, be siiewn

For poor'st diuruiutives. to doits ; and let
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Patient Octavia plough thy visage up

With her prepared nails. [Exit Cleo.] 'Tis well

thou'i't gone.

If it be well to live : But better 'twere

Thou fell'st into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many.—Eros, ho !

The shirt of Nessus is upon me : Teach me,

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage :

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o'the moon

;

And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest club,

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die

;

To the Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fail

Under this plot : she dies for't.—Eros, ho ! [Exit.

Scene XI.

—

Alexandria. A Roo?n in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Mardi.\n.

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly
Was never so emboss'd.

Char. To the monument

:

There lock yourself, and send him word yon are dead.
The soul and body rive not more in parting.

Than greatness going off.

Cleo. To the monument:

—

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself;
Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony,
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously : Hence,
Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death.

—

To the monument. [Exeunt.

Scene XIT.— The same. Another Room.

Eiiter Antony and Eros.

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me ?

Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragonish
;

A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or liou,

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory
With trees upon't, tliat nod unto the world,

And mock our eyes with air : Thou hast seen these

signs

;

They are black vesper's pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a

thought.

The rack dislimns ; and makes it indistinct.

As water is in water.

Erok. It does, my lord.

Ant. My good knave, Erbs, now thy captain is

Even such a body : here I am Antony

;

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.
T made these wars for Egypt; and the queen,

—

Whose heart, I thought, 1 had, for she had mine

;

Which, whilst it was mine, had anuex'd unto't

A million more, now lost,—she, Eros, has
Pack'd cards with CiBsar, and false play'd my glory
Unto an enemy's triumph,

—

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us

Ourselves to end ourselves.—O, thy vile lady !

Enter Mardian.

She hath robb'd me of my svvord.

Mar. No, Antony

;

My mistress lov'd thee, and her ibrtunes mingled
With thine entirely.

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch
;
peace

;

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death.
Mar. Death 'of one person can be paid but once

;

And that she has discharg'd : What thou would'st do.

Is done imto thy hand ; the last she spake
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony !

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break
The name of Antony ; it was divided
Between her heart and bus : She rendcr'd life.

Thy name so buried i'h her.

Arit. Dead then?
Mar. Dead.
Ant. Eros, unarm ; the long day's task is done,

And we must sleep.—That thou depart'st hence safe,

Does pay thy labour richly ; Go.—Oft", pluck oft".

—

[Exit Mardian.
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent

;

Crack thy frail case !—Apace, Eros, apace.

—

No more a soldier :-^Bruised pieces, go

;

You have been nobly borne.—From me a wliile.

—

[Exit Eros,

I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture :—Since the torch is out.

Lie down, and stray no further: Now all labour

Mars w^hatit does; yea, very force entangles

Itself with strength: Seal then, and all is done.

—

Eros !— I come, my queen :—Eros !— Stay ibr me :

Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand,

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze :

Dido and her iEneas shall want troops.

And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros

!

Re-enter EroS.

Eros. What would my lord ?

Ant. Since Cieopatra died
I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword
Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune's back
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack

The courage of a woman; less noble mind
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells,

/ am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Ero.s,.

That, when the exigent shoidd come, (which now
Is come, indeed) when I should see behind me
The inevitable prosecution of

Disgrace and horror, that, on my command.
Thou then would'st kill me : do't: the time is corae j

Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Cajsar thou defeat'st.

Put colour in thy cheek.
Eros. The gods withhold me !

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts,

Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ?

Ant. Eros,
Would'st thou be window'd in great Rome, and see
Thy master thus with pleach'd arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face subdued
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel'd seat
Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded
His baseness that ensued ?

Eros. I would not see't.

Ant. Come then ; for with a wound I must be cnr'd.

Draw that thy honest sword, whith thou hast worn
Most useTul for thy country.
Eros. O, sir, pardon me.
Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou

not then
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ;

Or thy precedent services are ail

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come.
Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance

Wherein the worship of the whole .vorld lies.

Ant. Lo thee. {Turningfrom him.)
Eros. My sword is drawn.
Ant. Then let it do at once

The thiijg why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master
My captain, and my emperor! let me say,

Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell

Ant. 'l^is said, man ;—and farewell.

Eros. Farewell, great chief Shall I strike now.'

Ant. Now, I]p>s

Eros. Why, there then :

—

{Falls on his sword.)
Thus do I escape the sorrow

Of Antony's death. {JJies.)

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself!
Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what
I should, and thou could'st not. My queen and Eros
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me
A nobleness in record : But I will be
A bridegroom in my death, and run into't

As to a lover's bed. Come then ; and, Eros,
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Thy miisteir dies thy scholar : fo do th;is

[FaHitig on his sword.)
1 Ifarn'd of thee. How ! not yet dead ? not dead ?

—

Tlie guard I—ho !—O, despatch me.
• .

Enter Dercetas and Guard.

1 Guard. What's the noise ?

Ant. I liave done my work ill, friends ; O, make
an end

Of what I hfjve begun.
2 Guard. The star is fallen.

1 Guard. And time is at his period.

All. Alas, and woe !

Ant. Let him, that loves me, strike me dead.

! Guard. Not L
2 Guard. Nor I.

3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard.
Der. Thy death aid fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This sv.ord but shewn to Csesar, witn this tidings,

Shall enter ine with him.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Where's Antony ?

Iter. There, Dionied, there.

Dio. Lives he ?

Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Dercetas.

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword,

and ^ve me
Sufficing strokes for death.

Diu. Most absolute lord.

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee.

Ant. When did she send thee ?

Dio. Now, my lord.

Ant. Where is she ?

Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a pro-

phesying fear

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect

She had dispos'd with Caesar, and that your rage

Woiiid not be purgd, she sent you word she was
dead

;

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent

Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,

I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed :—Call my guard,

I pr'ythee.

Dio. What, ho! the emperor's guard! The
guard, what, ho

!

Come, your lord calls.

Enter some of the Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra

bides

;

•Tis the last service that I shall command you.

1 Gtiard. Woe are we, sir, you may not live to

All your true followers out. [wear

^//. Most heavy day.

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp

fate

To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome

Which comes to punish us, and we punish it

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up :

I have led you oft : carry me now, good friends,

And have my thanks for all.

[Exeunt, bearing Antony.

Scene XlU.—The same. A Monument.

Enter above, Cleopatra, CuA&mAS, and Ihas.

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence.

Chur. Be comforted, dear madam.
Cleo. No, I will not

:

All strange and terrible events are welcome.

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow,

Proportion'd to our cause, roust be as great

Enter DioMEDES.

Ab that which makes it.—How now ? is he dead ?

Dio. His death's upon him. but not dead.
Look out o'the other side your monument.
Ills guard have brought him thither.

L'

Enter ANTONY, borne by the Guard.

Cleo. O thou sun.
Bum the great sphere thou mov'st in I—darkling !

stand
The varying .shore o'the world !—O Antony !

Antony, Antony !—Charmian, help ; help, Iras

;

Help, friends below ; let's draw Lim hither.

Ant. Peace

:

Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony,
But Antony's hath triumphed on its<?lf.

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis so !

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only
I here importune death a while, until

Of many thousand kisses the poor last

1 lay upon tljy lips.

—

Cleo. I dare not, dear.
Dear my lord, pardon) I dare not,

-lest I be taken : not the imperious shew
Of the full-fortun'd Caesar ever shall

Be brooch'd with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have
Edge, sting, or operation, I am sate :

Your wife Octavia, with her mbdest eyes,
Atid still conclusion, shall acquire ucf honour
Demuring upon me.—But come, come, Antony,

—

Help me, my women,—we must draw thee up ;

—

Assist, good friends.

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone.
Cleo. Here's sport, inaeed!—How heavy weigh,

my lord

;

Our strength is all gone into heaviness.
That makes the weight ! Had I g.'-eat Juno's powef
The strong-wing'd Mercniy should fetch thee up.
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little.—

Wishers were ever fools ;—O, come, come, come ;

(They dratv Antony up.
And welcome, welcome I die, where thou hast liv'd

Quicken with kissing; had my lips that power,
I'hus would I wear them out.

All. A heavy sight

!

. Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying

:

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little.

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high-
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel
Provok'd by my offence.

Ant. One word, sweet queen
Of Caesar seek your honour with your safety.—

O

Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me
None about Caesar trust, but Proculeius.

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I'll trust

;

None about Csesar.

Ant. The miserable change now at my end.
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts.

In feeding them with these my former fortunes

Wherein I liv'd, the greatejst prince o'the world,/
The noblest : and do now not basely die.

Nor cowardly
;
put off my helmet to

My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now, ray spirit is go'iqg

;

I can no more. [Dies.]

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo't die ?

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy absence is

No better than a stye ?—O, see, my women,
The crown o'the earth doth melt:—My lord I

—

O, vvither'd is the garland of tlie war.

The soldier's pole is fallen
;
young boys, and girls.

Are level now with men ; the odds is gone.

And there is nothing left remarkable

Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints'.

Char. O, quietness, lady !

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign.

Char. Lady,—
Iras. Rladam,—
Char. O madam, madam, madam I

Iras. Royal Egypt I

Empress

!

Char. Peace, peace, Iras.

Er
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Cleo, No more, but e'en a woman ; and coin-

manded
By sach poor passion as the maid that milks.

And does the meanest chares.—It were for rae

To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods

;

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs,

Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught;

Patience is sottish; and impatience does

Become a dog that's mad : Then is it sin,

To rush into the secret house of death.

Ere death dare come to us ?—How do you, women ?

What, what ? good cheer ! Why, Low now, Char-
mian'?

My noble girls !—Ah, women, woinen ! look,

Our lamp is spent, it's out :—Good sirs, take

heart ;

—

(
To the Guard below.)

We'll bury him : and then, what's brave, what's

noble,

Let's do it after the high Roman fashion.

And make death proud to take us. Come, away :

This case of that huge spirit now is cold.

Ah, women, women I come ; we have no friend

But resolution, and the briefest end.

[Exeunt; those abovehearing offAntony s body.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Casar^s Camp before Alexandria.

Enter Cje.s\R, Agrippa, Dol.4^bella, Mec^nas,
Gallus, Peoculeius, and others.

C(£S. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield
;

Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by
The pauses that he makes.

Dol. Caesar, I shall. [Exit Dolabella.

Enter Dercetas, ivitk the sword of Antony.

Cess. W^herefore is that? and what art thou, that

Appear thus to us ? [dar'st

JDer. I am call'd Dercetas
;

Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy
Bes.' to be serv'd : whilst he stood up, and spoke,

He was my master ; and I wore my life,

To spend upon liis haters : If thou please

To take me to thee, as I was to him

I'll be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not,

t yield thee up my life.

Ca^. What is't thou say'st ?

Der. I say, O Cassar, Antony is dead. *

Cces. The breakingof so great a thing should make
A greater crack : The round world should have shook
Lions into ci\il streets.

And citizens to their dens: The death of Antony
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay

A moiety of the world.

Der. He is dead, Caesar;

Not by a public minister of justice,

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand
Which writ, his honour in the acts it did,

Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it,

Sphtted the heart.—This is his sword,

I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain'd

With his most noble blood.

Cces. Look you sad, friends '

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings

To wash the eyes of kings.

Agr. And strange it is,

That nature must compel us to lament

Our most persisted deeds,

Mec. His taints and honours

W^ased equal with him.

Ayr. A rarer spirit never

Did steer humanity : bnt you, gods, will give ns

Some faults to make us men. Ca'sar is touch'd.

Mec. When such a spacious mirror's set before

He needs nmst see himself. [hiui,

Cces. O Antony '.

I have follow'd thee to this ;—But we do lance

Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce

Have shewn to thee such a declining day.

Or look on thine ; we could not stall together

In the whole world ; But yet kt me lament.

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts.

That thou, my brother, my competitor
In top of all design, my mate in empire,
Frieud and companion in the front of war,
The arm of mine own body, and theWieart

Where mine his thoughts did kindle,—that our stars,

Unreconcileable, should divide

Our equalness to this.—Hear me, good friends,—

But I will tell you at some meeter season
;

Enter a Messenger.

The business of this man looks cut of him,'

We'll hear him what he says.—Wlience are you ?

Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my mis-

Contia'd in all she has, her monument,
^

[tres.s.

Of thy intents desires instruction
;

That she preparedly may frame herself

To the way she's forced to.

Cces. Bid her have good heart

;

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours,

How honourable and how kindly we
Determine for her: for Caesar cannot live

To be ungentle.

Mess. So the gods preserve thee. [Exit.

Ce£s. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and say,

We purpose her no shame : g'we her what comforts

The quality other passion shall require
;

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go,
And. with your speediest, bring us what she says.

And how you find of her.

Pro. Caesar, I shall. [E.rit Proculeius.

Cces. Gallus, go you along.—Where's Doiabelk,
To second Proculeius ? [Exit Gallus.

Agr. §• Mec. Dolabella !

Cces. Let him alone, for I remember now
How he's employed ; he s'nall in time be ready.

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see

How hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle I proceeded still

In all my writings : Go with me, and see

What 1 can shew in this. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the
Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make
A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Caesar

;

Not being fortune, lie's but fortune's knave,

A minister of her will ; And it is great

To do that thing that ends all other deeds;
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ,

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung.
The beggar's nurse and Caesar's.

Enter, to tlie gates of the Monument, PROCOLEJU.-i,
Gallus, and Soldiers.

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the q ueen of Egyijf

;

And bids thee study on what fair demands
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee.

Cleo.
(
Within.) What's thy naroo

'

Pro. My name is Proculeius.

Cleo. {Within.) Antony
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you

;

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd.

That have no use for trusting. If your master
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him
That majetity, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please

To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son.

He gives me so much of mine own, as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer ;

You are fal'en into a princely hand, fear nothin{>

;

Make your full reverence freely to my lord,

VV'ho is 80 full of grace, that it flows over

On all that need : Let me report to him
Your sweet dependency; and you shall find

A conqueror, that will jiray in aid for kindne.<-.s.
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Wliere he for grace is kneel'd to.

Cleo. [Within.) Pray you, tell liiin

I am his fortuae's vassal, aud I send Kim
The greatness he has got. 1 hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly

Look him i' the face.

Pro. This I'll report, dear lady.

Have comfort; for I know your plight is pitied

Of hira that caus'd it.

Gal. You see how easily she may he snrpris'd;

[Here Proculeius, and two of the Guard,
ascend the Monument by a ladder
placed against a window, and having
descended, come behind Cleopatra. Some
ofthe Guard unbar and open the gates.)

Guard her till Cajsar come.

[To Proculeius and the Guard.) [Exit Gallus.

Iras. Royal queen !

Cliar. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen!

Cleo. Quick, quick, good liand.s.

[Dratvi?ig a dagger.)

Pro. . Hold, worthy lady, hold :

[Seizes and disarms her.)

Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this

Reliev'd, but not hetray'd.

Cleo. What, of death too,

Tliat rids our dogs of languish ?

Pro. Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my master's bounty by
The undoing of yourself: let tlie world see^

His nobleness well acted, which your death
Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death ?

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen
Worth many babes and beggars !

Pro. O, temperance, l,ady !

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, sir
;

If idle talk will once be necessary,

I'll not sleep neither : This mortal house I'll ruin.

Do Csesar wliat he can. Know, sir, that I

Will not wait pinion'd at your master's court

;

Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye
Of dull Octivia. Shall they hoist me up.

And shew me to the shouting varletry

Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in E^y;;t

Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus' mud
Ijay me stark naked, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make
My country's high pyramides by eibbet, .

'

And hang me up in chains !

Pro. Y^ou do extend
These thoughts of horror further than you shall

Find cause in Csesar.

Enter Dol.4BELLa.

Dol. Proculeius,

Wliat thuu hast done, thy master Cassar knows.
And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen,

I'll take her to my guard.
,

Pro. So, Dolabella,

It shall content me best : be gentle to her.

To CsEsar I will speak what you shall please,

(
To Cleopatra.)

If you'll employ me to him.

Cleo. Say, I would die.

[Exetmt Proculeius and Soldiers.

Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ?

Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Assuredly, you know me.

Cleo. No matter, sir, what i have heard or known.
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams

;

la't not your trick ?

Dol I understand not, madam.
Cleo. I dream'd, there was an emperor Antony ;

—

O, such another sleep, that I might see
But such another man !

Dol. If it might please you,

—

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein

stuck [lighted

A sun and moon : which kept their course, and

The little O, the earth.

Dol. Most sovereign creature,—
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd arm

Crested the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends :

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb.

He was a rattling thunder. For his bounty.
There was no winter in't; an autunm 'twas.

That grew the more by reaping; His delights

Were dolphin-like : they shew'd his back above
The element they liv'd in ; In his livery

Walk'd crowns, and crownets ; realms and islands

As plates dropp'd from his pocket. [were
Dol. Cleopatra,

—

Cleo. Tliink you, there was, or might be, such a

As this I dream'd of? (man
Dol. Gentle madam, no.

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gsds.

But, if there he, or ever were one suchj

It's past the size of dreaming: Nature wanti* stuff"

To vie strange forms with fancy ;
yet, to in\agine

An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy,

Condemning shadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good madam;
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you hear it

As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never

O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feel,

By tlie rebound of yours, a grief that shoqts

Jly very heart at root.

Cleo. I thank yon, sir.

Know you, what Caesar means to do with me ?

Dol. I am loath to tell you what I would you knew.
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir,

—

Dol. Though he be honourable,—
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph V

Dol. Madam, he will

;

1 know it.

Within. Make way there,—Cfesar.

Enter C^sar, Gallus, Proculeius, Mecsnas,
Seleucus, and Attendants.

Cas. Which is the queen
OfE-ypf?

Dot. 'Tis the emperor, madam.
[Cleopatra kneels.)

C<es. Arise,

You shall not kneel :

—

I pray you rise ; rise, Egypt.

Cleo. Sir. the gods

Will have it thus ; my master aud ray lord

I must obey.

CcES. Take to y<\\\ no hard thoughts :

The record of what injuries you did us.

Though written in our iiesh, we shall remember
As things but done by chance.

Clep. Sole sir o'the world,

I cannot project mine own cause so well

To make it clear; but do confess, I have

Been laden with like frailties, which before

Have often sham'd our sex.

C{Bs. Cleopatra, know.

We will extenuate rather than enforce :

If you apply yourself to our intents,

(Which towards you are most gentle,) you shall find

A benefit in tliis change ; but if you seek

Ta lay on me a cruelty, by taking

Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself

Of my good purposes, and put your children

To that destruction which I'll guard them from.

If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave.

Cleo. Aud may, through all the world : 'ti.s yours
;

and we.
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord.

Cces. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, ana Jewels,

I am possessed of: tis exactly valued

;

Not petty tilings admitted.—Where's Seleucus?

Sel. Here, madam.
Cleo. This is my treasurer; let him speak, my lord,

R r
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Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd

To mvself' nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.

Set. Madam,
[ !iad rather set'l my lips, than, to my peril.

Speak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made
known.

Cees. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve
Your wisdom in the deed.,

Cleo. See, Csesar ! O, behold,

How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be youHs ;

And, should we shift estates, your's would be mine.

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does
Even make me wild :—O slave, of no more trust

Than love that's hir'd !—What, goest thou back ?

thuiLshalt

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch. thine eyes.

Though they had wings : Slave, soul-less \illain, dog

!

rarely base

!

CcES. Good queen, let us entreat yoti.

Cleo. O Cassar, what a wounding shame is this
;

That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me.
Doing the- honour of tliy lordliness

To one so meek, that mine own servant should
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by
Addition of his envy 1 Say, good Caesar,

That I some lady's trifles have reserv'd,

Immoment toys, things of such dignity

As we greet modern friends withal ; and say.

Some nobler token T have kept apart

For Livia and Octavia, to induce
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded
With one that I have bred ? The gods ! it smiles me
Beneath the fall 1 have. Pr'ythee, go hence

;

{To Seleucus.)
Or I shall shew the cinders ofmy spirits

Through the ashes ofmy chance :—Wert thou a man,
Thou would'st have mercy on me.

C<BS. Forbear, Seleucus.

[Exit Seleucus.

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are mis-
thonght

For things that others do ; and when we fall.

We answer others' merits in our name.
Are therefore to be pitied.

C<es. Cleopatra,

Not what you have reserv'd, nor wnatacknowledg'd.
Put we i'tlie roll of conquest: still be it yours.

Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe,

CcBsar's no merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer'd

;

Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear
queen

;

For we intend so to dispose you, as

Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep :

Our care and pity is so much upon you,
'i'hat we remain your friend ; And so adieu.

Cleo. My master, and my lord !

C(es. Not .so • Adieu.
\Exeunt Caesar and his train.

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I

should not

Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian.
{W/tispers Charmian.)

Iras. Fini.sh, good lady ; the bright day is done,
And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again

:

1 have spoke already, and it is provided

;

Go. put it to the haste.

Char. Madam, I will.

Re-enter Dol.\bella.

Dol. Where is the queen ?

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Char.
Cleo. Dolabella 1

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command,
Which ray love makes religion to obey,
I tell you this : Ctesar through Syria
Intends his jouiney; and, within three days.

You with your children will he send before :

Make your best use of this : I have perform'd]

Your pleasure, and my promise.

Cleo. Dolabella,

I shall remain your debtor.

Dol. I your servant.

Adieu, good queen; I must attend on Cfesar.

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol.) Now,
Iras, what think'st thou ?

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shewn
In Rome, as well as 1 : mechanic slaves.

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall

Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths,

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded.

And forc'd to drink their vapour.

Iras. The gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : Saucy lictors

Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald rhymers
Ballad us out o'tune : the quick comedians
Extemporally will stage us, and present

Our Alexandrian revels; Antony
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see

Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness

I'the posture of a whore.
Iras. O the good gods !

>

Cleo. Nay, that is certain.

Iras. I'll never see it ; for, I am sure, ray nails

Are stronger than mine eyes.

Cleo. Why, that's the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer
Their most absurd intents.—Now, Charmian ?

—

Enter Charmian.

Shew me, my women, like a queen :—Go fetch

My best attires ;—I am again for Cydnus,
To meet Mark Antony :—Sirrah, Iras, go.

—

Now, noble Charmian, we'll despatch indeed:

And, when thou hast done this chare, I'll give thee

leave

To play till dooms-day.—Bring our crown and all.

Wherefore's this noise ? [Exit Iras. A noise within.

Enter one ofthe Guard.

Guard. Here is a rural fellow.

That will not be denied your highness' presence

;

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument

[Exit Gtiard.

May do a noble deed ! he brings rae liberty.

My resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing

Of woman in me : Now from head to foot-

I am marble-constant: now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a basket.

Guard. This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid, and leave him.— [Exit Gi .4,rd.

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there,

That kills and pains not ?

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be the

party that should desire you to touch him, for his

biting is immortal ; those, that do die of it, do seldom
or nevei recover.

Cleo. Remember'st thou any that have died on'f'

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard
of one of them no longer than yesterday: a very

honest woman, but something given to lie ; as a wo-
man should not do, but in the way of honesty : how
she died of the biting of it, what pain she felt.—

Truly, she makes a very good report o' the worm :

But he that will believe all that they say, shall never
be saved by half that (hey do : But this is most fal-

lible, the worm's an odd worm.
Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell.

Cloivn. I wish you all joy o' the worm.
Cleo. Farewell. [Clown sets down the basket.)

Cloivn. You must think this, look you, tJiat the

worm will do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell.

Cloivn. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted,
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but in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there
is no goodness in the worm.
Cko. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded.
Clown. Very good : give it notliing, I pray you, for

It is not worth the feeding.

Cko. Will it eat me ?

Clotvn. You must not think I am so simple, but I

know the devil himself will not eat a woman :—

I

know, that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the de\ii

dress her not. But, truly, these same whoreson devils

do the gods great harm in their women ; for in every
ten that they make, the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell.

Clown. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the wonn.

j
. [Exit.

'\ Re-enter Iras, ivith a robe, croivn, §fc.

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have
Immortal longings in me : Now no more
The juice of EgA'pt's grape shall moist this lip :

—

Vare, yare, good Iras
;
quick.—Methiuks, I hear

Antony call ; I see him rouse himself
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock
The luck of Ccesar, which the gods give men
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come

:

Now to that name my courage prove my title !

i am fire, and air ; my other elements
I give to baser life.—So,—have you done ?

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips.

Farewell, kind Charmian ;—Iras, long farewell.

{Kisses tketn. Iras falls and dies.)
Have I the aspick in my lips ? Dost fall ?

If thou and nature can so gently part,

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch.
Which hurts, and is desir'd- Dost thou lie still ?

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world
It is not worth leave-taking. [say.

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may
The gods themselves do weep

!

Cleo. This proves me base

:

If she first meet the curled Antony,
He'll make demand of her : and spend that kiss,

Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal wretch,
{To the asp, which she applies to her breast.)

With thy sharp teeth this knot mtrinsicate

Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool.

Be angry, and despatch. O, could'st thou speak !

That I might hear thee call great Caesar, ass

Unpolicied

!

Char. O eastern star I

Cleo. Peace, peace !

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast.

That sucks the nurse asleep ?

Char. O, break ! O, break

!

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle,

—

O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too :

—

I
{Applying another asp to her arm.)

'What should I say— {Falls on a bed and dies.)

^ Char. In this wild world ?—So, fare thee well —
Now boast thee, death! in thy possession lies

A lass unparalleTd.—Downy windows, close
;

And golden Phoebus never be beheld
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown's awry;
I'll mend it, and then pla}'.

Enter the Guard, rushing in.

I Guard. Where is the queen ?

Char. S)jeak softly, wake her not*

1 Guard. Caesar hath sent

—

Char. Too slow a messenger.
{Applies the asp.)

O, come
; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee.

1 Guard. Approach, ho ! All's not well : Caesar's
beguil'd. (call him.

2 Guard There's Dolabella sent from Caesar;—
1 Guard. What work is here ?—Charmian, is tliis

well done ?

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess.
Descended of so many royal kings.
Ah, soldier

!

{Dies.)

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. How goes it here ?

2 Guard. All dead.
Dol. Casar, thy thoughts

Touch their effects in this : Thyself art coming
To see perform'd the dreaded act, which thou
So sought'st to hinder.

Within. A way there, way for Csesar.

Enter C^SAR and Attendants.

Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an angurer;
Tiiat you did fear, is done.

C(es. Bravest at the last

:

She levell'd at our purposes, and, being royal.

Took her own way.—The manner of their deaths ?

I do not see them bleed.

Dol. Who was last with them ?

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her
This was his basket. [figs

;

Cas. Poison'd, then.

1 Guard. O Caesar,

This Charmian lived but novy ; she stood, and spake
I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood.
And on the sudden dropp'd.

C(ES. O noble weakness !

—

If they had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep.

As she would catch another Antony
In her strong toil of grace.

Dol. Here, on her breast.

There is a vent of bloody and something blown :

The like is on her arm. [leaves

1 Guard. This is an aspick's trail : and these fig-

Have slime npon them, such as the aspick leaves

Upon the caves of Nile,

Cois. Most probable.

That so she died; for her physician tells me.
She hath pursu'd conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die.—Take up her bed
;

And bear her women from the monument:

—

She shall be buried by her Antony :

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it

A pair so famous. High events as these

Strike those that make them ; and their story is

No less in pity, than his glory, which
Brought them to be lamented. Our army sTiall

In solemn shew, attend this funeral •

And then io Rome.—Come, Dolabella, see

High order va tliis great solemnity. [Exeunt,

•
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I'LOTEN. Son to the Queen hy a former Hushnnil.
LEONATUS POSTHUMUS, a Gentlejnan, Husband to

I'i'ogen.
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Scene,—Sometimes in Britain ; sometimes in Italy.

ACT I.

Scene I.—Britain. The Garden behind

Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. You do not meet a man, but frowns: our

bloods

No more obey tlie heavens, than our courtiers

;

Still seem, as does the king's.

2 Gent. But what's the matter?

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom,

whom
(le pnrposd to his wife's sole son, (a widow.
That late he married,) hath referr'd herself

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman: she's wedded;
Her h'lSDand banish'd ; she imprison'd : all

Is outward sorrow; though, I think, thfe kiug

Be touch'd at very heart.

2 Gent. None but the king?

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too : so is the queen.

That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier,

Although they wear their faces to the bent

(3f the king's looks, hath a heart that is not

Glad, at the thing they scowl at.

2 Gent. And why so?

1 Gent. He, that hath miss'd the princess, isa thing

Too bad for bad report : and he, that iiath her,

(I mea'n, that married her,—alack, good man!

—

And therefore banish'd) is a creature such

As, to seek thVough the regions of the earth

For one liis like, there would be something failing

In him that sholild compare. I do not think.

So fair an outward, and such stuff within.

Endows a man but he.

2 Gent. You speak him far.

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within hif.iself:

Crush him together, rather than unfold

liis measure duly,

2 Gent. What's his name, and birth?

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His father

Was call'd Sirilius, who did join his liOnour

Against the Romans with Cassibelan

;

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom
He serv'd with glol-y and admir'd success

;

So gain'd (he sur-addition, Leonatus :

And had, besides this gentleman in question,

Two other sons, who, in the wars o'tlie time.

Lied v.ith their swords in iiand ; for which their

father,

(Then old and fond of iSsue,) took such sorrow,

That he quit being ; and his gentle lady.

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd

As he was born. The king, he takes the babb
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus ;

JJreeds hira, and makes him of his bed-chamber:

Puts him to all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of; which he took.

As we do air, fast as 't^Tis ministerd ; and
In his spring became a harvest : Liv'd in court,

(Which rare it is to do.) most urais'd, most lov'd :

A sample to the youngest ; to (he more mature,

A glass that feated them ; and to the graver,

A cliild that guided dotards : to his mistress,

For whom he now is banish'd,—her own price

Proclaims how she esteem'd him and his virtue
;

By her election may be truly read.

What kind of man he is.

2 Gent. I honour him
Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, tell me.
Is she sole child to the king?

1 Gent. His only child.

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing,

Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old,

T'the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery

VVere stolen ; and to this hour, no guess in know-
Which way they went. (ledge

2 Geni. How long is this ago ?

1 Gent. Some twenty years. [vey'd I

2 Gent. That a king's children shonld be so con-

So slackly guarded ! and the search so slow.

That could uut trace them!
1 Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange,

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at.

Yet is it true, sir.

2 GeUt. I do well believe yon. [man,

1 Gent. We must forbear : Here comes the gentle-

*rhe queen, and princess. [Exeur'.

Scene XL

—

The same.

'Entef the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen.

Queen. No, be assar'd you shall not find me
'laughter,

After the slander of most step-mothers,

Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but

Your gaoler shall deliver yon the keys
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,
So soorn as I can win the offended king,

I will be known yonr advocate : marry, yet,

The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good,

You lean'd nnto his sentence, with what patience

Your wisdom may inform you.

Post. Please your highness,

I will from hence to-dny.

Queen. Yon know the peril :-

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitj'ing

The pangs of barr'd aHections ; though the king

Hath char'g'd you should not speak together. fExii.

Imo. O,
Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant
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Can tickle v.lieie she wounds !—My dearest liiis-

band,
I something fear my father's wrath, but nothing,
(Always reserv'd my holy duty,) what
His rage can do on me : You must be gone

;

And I shall here abide the hourly shot
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live.

But there is this jewel in the world.
That I may see again.

Post. My qneen ! my mistress !

O, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause
'I'o .be suspected ofmore tenderness
Than doth become a man ! I will remain
The loyal'st husband that did e^r plight troth.

My residence in Rome at one Philario's
;

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known but by letter: thither write, my queen,
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send.
Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Qtteen.

Queen. Be brief, I pray you :

If the kmg come, I shall incur I know not

How much of his displeasure : Yet I'll move him
{Aside.)

To walk this way : I never do him wrong.
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends

;

Pays dear for my otfences. [Exit.
Post. Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we ha\ e to live.

The loathness to depart \<T)uld grow : Adieu !

Imo. Nay, stay a little :

Were you but riding forth to air yourself,

Such party were too petty. Look here, love

;

This diamond was my mother's- take it, heart;
But keep it till you woo another wife.

When Imogen is dead.

Post. How ! how ! another ?

—

You gentle gods, give me but this I have.
And seal- up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death !—Remain Ihou here,

[Putting on the rinrj.)

While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest,

As I my poor self did exchange for you.
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles

I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ;

It is a manacle of love ; I'll place it

Upon this faii^est prisoner.

(Putting a bracelet on her arm.)
Imo. O, the gods !

When shall we see again ?

Enter Cymbeline and Lords.

Post. Alack, the king !

€pn. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence i'rora my
sight

!

If, afteT this command, thou fraught the court.

With th"y unworthiness, thou diest : Away !

Thou art poison to my blood.

Post. The gods protect you !

And bless the good remainders of the court

!

I am gone. [Exit.
Imv. There cannot be a pinch in death

More sharp than this is.

Vtpn. O disloyal thing,

That should'st repair my youth ; thou heapest
A year's age on me !

Imo. I beseech you, sir.

Harm not yoturself with your vexation ; 1

Am senseless of your wrath ; atoudi more rare
Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cytn. Past grace? obedience?
Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past

grace. (queen

!

Cym. That migbVst liave had the sole son of my
Imo. O bless'd, that I might not ! I chose an eagle.

And did avoid a pnltock.

Cym. Thou look'st a beggar ; would'st have made
A seat for baseness. [my throne

Imo. No; I rather added
A lustre to it.

Cym. O thou vile one .

Imo. Sir,

It is youj-fault that I have lov'd Posthnmus;
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he is

A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me
Almost the sum he pay.s.

Cym. WTiat !—art thoa mad ?

Imo. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me I

—'Would
I were

A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd's son

!

Re-enter Queen.

Cym. Thou foolish thing';

—

They -were again together : you have done

( To the Queen.)
Not after our command. Away with her.

And pen her up.

Queen. 'Beseech your patience :—Peace,
Dear lady daughter, peace ;—Sweet sovereign,
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some
Out of your best advice. [comfort
Cym. Nay, let her languish

A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged,
Die of this folly

!

[Exit,

Enter Pis.iNlo.

Queen. Fj'e I—yon must give way.
Here is your servant.—How now, sir ? What news ?

Pis. My lord, your son, drew on my master.
Queen. Ha I

No harm, I trust, is done ?

Pis. There might have been.
But that my master rather play'd than fought,

And had no help of anger: they were parted
By gentlemen at hand.
Queen I am very glad on't. [part.

—

Imo. Your son » my father's friend ; he takes his

To draw upon an exile !—O brave sir !

—

I would they were in Afric both together

;

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick
The goer back.—Why came you from your master?

Pis. On his command : He would not suffer me
To bring him to the haven : left these notes
Of what commands I should be subject to,

When it pleas'd you to employ me.
Queen. This hath been

Your faithful servant-: I dare lay mine honour.
He will remain so.

Pis. I humbly thank your highness.
Queen. Pray, walk a while.

Imo. About some Tialf hour hence,
I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least.

Go see my lord aboard : for tliis time, leave me.
[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A public Place.

Enter CxoTEN and two Lords.

1 Lord. Sir, I would ad%ise yon to shift a shirt;

the violence of action hath made you reek as a sa-

crifice : Where air comes out, air comes in : there's

none abroad so wholesome as that you vent.

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it

—

Have I hurt him ?

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience.

(
Aside.)

1 Lord. Hurttim? his body's a passable carcass,

if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it

be not hurt,

2 Lord. His steel was in debt; it went o'the

backside the town. (Aside.)

Clo. The vilain would not stand me.

2 Lord. No; but he fled forward still, toward
your face. (Aside.)

1 .Lord. Stand youl You have laud enough oi

your own : but he added to your having
;
gave you

some ground.

2 Lord. As many inches as you have -oceans

:

Puppie (Aside.'-

Clo. I would, they had not come between via.
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2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how
long a fool you were upon the ground. (Aside.)

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and

refuse me

!

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, she

is damned. (Aside.)

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and
her brain go not together : She's a good sign, but

I have seen small reflection of her wit.

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the re-

flection should hurt her. (Aside.)

Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber : 'Would there

had been some hurt done !

2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall

of an ass, which is no great hurt. (Aside.)

Clo. You'll go with us ?

1 Lord. I'll attend yonr lordship.

Clo. Nay, come, let's go together.

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Imogen and Pisanio.

Tmo. I svould thou grew'st unto the shores o'the

haven,
And question'dst every sail : If he should write.

And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost

As offer'd mercy is. What was the last

That he spake to thee ?

Pis. 'Twas, His queen, his queen !

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief?
Pis. And kiss'd it, madam.
Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I !

—

And that was all ?

Pis. No, madam ; for so long

As he could make me with this eye or ear
Distinguish him from others, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief.

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on,

How swift his ship.

Lno. Thou should'st have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left

To after-eye him.
Pis. Madam, so I did.

Lno. I would have broke mine eye-strings

;

crack'd them, but
To look upon him ; till the diminution

Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle :

Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from
The smallness of a gnat to air; and then [nio.

Have turn'd mine eye^ and wept.—But, good Fisa-

When shall we hear from him ?

Pis. Be assur'd, madam.
With his nest vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him.

How I would think on him, at certain hours,

Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear.
The shes of Italy should not betray

Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg'd him
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight.

To encounter me with Orisons, for then
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could
Give him that carting kiss, whicji I had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father,

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north,
Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. The queen, madam.
Desires your highness' company. (patch'd.

—

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them des-
I will attend the queen.

Pis. Madam, I shall. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Rome. An Apartment in Philario's
House.

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutch-
man, ami a Spaniard.

Jack. Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Britain :

he was then of a crescent note ; expected to provo
so worthy, as since he hath been allowed the name
of: but 1 could then have looked on him without

the help of admiration ; though the catalogue of his

endowments had been tabled by his side, and I to

peruse him by items.

Phi. You speak of him, when he was less fur-

nished, than now he is, with that which makes him
both without and within.

French. I have seen him in France : we had very

many there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes

as he.

lach. This matter of marrying his king's daugh-

ter, (wherein he must be weighed rather by litr

value, than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a

great deal from the matter.

French. And then his banishment :

—

lach. Ay, and the approbation of those, fhst

weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours,

are wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to fortily

her judgment, which else an easy battery, might lay

flat, for taking a beggar without more qnalitv. But
how comes it, he is to sojourn with you? How
creeps acquaintance ?

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together; to

whom I have been often bound for no less than my
life :—

Enter Posthumus.

Here comes the Briton : Let him be .so entertained

amongst you, as suits, \vith gentlemen of your know-
ing, to a stranger of his quality.—I beseech you all,

be better known to this gentleman; whom I com-
mend to you, as a noble friend of mine : How wor-

thy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather

than story him in his own heanng.
French. Sir, we have' known together in Orleans.

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for

couVtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay
still.

French. Sir, you o'cr-rate my poor kindness : I

was glad I did atone my countryman and you : it

had been pity, you should have been put together
with so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon
importance of so slight and trivial a nature.

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young
traveller; rather shunned to ^o even with what I

heard, than in my every action to be guided by
other's experiences : but, upon my mended judgment,
(if I offend not to say it is mended,) my quarrel was
not altogether slight.

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement
of swords; and by such two, that would, by ail

likelihood, have confounded one the other, or have
fallen both. [difference '!

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was the

French. Safely, I think ; 'twas a contention i'

public, which may, without contradiction, suffer

the report. It was much like an arguraer* that fell

out last night, where each of us fell in praise of our
country mistresses : This gentleman at that time
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,)

his to be mote fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant-
qualified, and less attemptible, than any the rarest

of our ladies in France.

lach. That lady is not now living; or this gen-
tleman's opinion, by this worn out.

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind.
lach. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of

Italy.

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France,
I would abate her nothing ; though I profess myself
her adorer, not her friend.

lach. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-

hand comparison,) hud been something too fair, and
too good for any lady in Dritany. If she went be-

fore others I have seen, as that diamond of yours

out-lustres niany I have beheld, 1 could not but be-

lieve she excelled many : but I have not .seen the

most precious diamond that is, nor yon the lady.
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Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my
stone.

Jack. What do yon esteem it at ?

Post. More than the world enjoys.

Inch. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead,
or she's oiitprized by a trifle.

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold,

or given : if there were wealth enough for the pur-

chase, or merit for the gift : the other is not a tliiiif^

for sale, and only the gift of the gods.

lach. Which the gods have given you ?

Post. Which, by their graces, I vvill keep.

lack. You may wear her in title yours : but, you

know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds.

Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of

anprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and
the other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way-

accomplished courtier, would hazard the winning

both of first and last.

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished

a courtier, to convince the honour of my mistress

;

if, in the Holding or loss of that, you term her frail.

£ do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; not-

withstanding, I fear not ray ring.

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen.
Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior,

I thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are fa-

miliar at first.

lack. With five times so much conversation, I

should get ground of your fair mistress : make her
go back, even to the yielding ; had I admittance,
and opportunity to friend.

Post. No, no.

J lack. I dare, thereon, pawn the moiety of my
estate to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'erva-

lues it something : But I make my wager rather

against your confidence, than her reputation : and,

to bar your otience herein too, I durst attempt it

against any lady in the world.

Post. \ ou are a great deal abused in too bold a

persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you're

worthy of, bv your attempt.

lack. What's that?
Post. A repulse : Though your attempt, as you

call it, deser\es more; a punishment too.

Pki. Gentlemen, enough of this ; it came in too

suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray yo'u,

be better acquainted.
lack. 'Would I had put ray estate, and my neigh-

bour's, on the approbation of what I have spoke.
Post. What lady would you choose to assail ?

lack. Yours ; whom in constancy, you think,

stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats
to your ring, that, commend me to the court where
your lady is, with no more advantage than the op-

portunity of a second conference, and I will bring

from thence that ho\nour of hers, which you imagine
so reserved..

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it :

my ring I hold as dear as my finger; 'tis part of it.

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If
you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you can-
not preserve it fioni tainting : But, I see, you have
some religion in you, that you fear.

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue
;
you

bear a graver puipose, I hope.
'lack. I am tl:e master of my speeches ; and

would undergo what's spoken, I swear.
Post. Will you ?—I shall but lend my diamond

till your return :—Let there tie covenant.*! drawn
between us : My mistress exceeds in goodne.ss the

-. hugeness of yo!-r unworthy thinking : I dare you to

i this match ; here's my ring.

Pki. 1 will have it no lay.

lack. By the gods it is one :— If I bring you no
suflScient testimony, that I have enjoyed the dearest
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats
are vours ; so is your diamond too. If I come off,

and leave her in such honour as you have trust in,

she your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are

yours :— provided, I have yonr cummendation, for

niy more free entertainment.

Post. 1 embrace these conditions ; let us have
articles betwixt us :—only, thus far you shall an-

swer. If you make your voyage upon her, and give
me directly to understand you iiave prevail'd, I am
no further your enemy, s!ie is not worth our debate :

if she remait) unseduced, you not making it appear
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the assault you
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me
with your sword.

lack. Your hand ; a covenant : we will have
these things set down by lawful counsel, and straight

away for Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold,

and starve : I will fetch my gold, and have our two
wagers recorded.

Post. Agreed. [Exeunt Postkumus andlackimo.
Frenck. Will this hold, think you ?

Pki. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let

us follow 'em. [Exeunt.

j^ Scene VI.

—

Britain. A Room in Cymbeline's
Palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius.

Queen. Whiles yet the dew's ou ground, gather
those flowers

:

Make haste : Who has the note of them ?

1 Lady. I, madam.
Queen. Despatch.

—

[Exeunt Ladies.
Now, master doctor; have you brought those drugs ?

Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are,

madam : {Presenting a small box.)

But I beseech yonr grace, (without offence
;

My conscience bids me ask ;) wherefore you have
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds.
Which are the movers of a languishing death

;

But, though slow, deadly '!

Queen. I do wonder, doctor.

Thou ask'st me such a question : Have I not been
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn'd me how
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so.

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded,
(Unless thou think'st me de\ilish,) is't not meet,
That I did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions ? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,)
To try the vigour of them, and apply
AUayments to their act ; and by them gather
Their several virtues, and effects.

Cor. Yonr highness

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart

:

Besides, the seeing these effects will be

Both noisome and infectious.

Queen. O, content thee.

—

Enter Pisanio.

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him [Aside.)

Will 1 first work : he's for his master.

And enemy to my son.—How now, Pisanio?

—

Doctor, your service for this time is ended
;

Take your own way.
Cor. I do suspect you, madam

;

But you shall do no harm. [Aside.)

Queen. Hark thee, a word.

—

[To Pisanio.)

Cor. [Aside.) I do not like her. She doth think

she has
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit,

And will not trust one of her malice with

A drug of such damn'd nature : Those, she has.

Will stupii'y and dull the sense awhile : [dogs

;

Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats, and

Then afterward up higher; but there is

No danger in what shew of death it makes,

JNlore than the locking np the spirits a time.

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd

With a most false effect ; and I the truer,

So to be false with her.

Queen. No further service, doctor.
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Untill I send for thee.

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit.

Queen. Weeps slie still, say'st thou ? Dost thou
think, in time

She will not quench ; and let instnictions enter

W^here folly now possesses? Do thou work;
When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son,

I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then
As great as is thy master : greater ; for

His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Fs at last gasp : Return he cannot, nor
Continue where he is : to shiit his being,

\s to exchange one misery with another;
And every day that comes, comes to decay
A day's work in him: What shalt thou expect,
To be depender on a thing that leans '?

Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends,

[The Queen drops a box ; Pisanio takes it up.)
So much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak'st >ip

Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour :

It is a thing I made, which hath the king
Five times redeem'd from death: I do not know
What is more cordial :—Nay; I pr'ythee, take it

;

It is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
The case stands with her ; do't, as from thyself.

Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think
Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my son.

Who shall take notice of thee: I'll move the king
To any shape of thy preferment, such
As thou'lt desire; and then myself, I chiefly.

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women

:

Think on my words. {Exit Pisa.)—A sly and con-
stant knave

;

Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master;
And the remembrancer of her, to hold
The hand fast to her lord.— I have given him that.

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her
Of liegers for her sweet ; and which she, after.

Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies.

To taste of too.—So, so;—well done, well done :

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses,
Bear to my closet:— Fare thee well, Pisanio;
Think ou my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies.

Pis. And shall do :

But when to my good lord I prove untrue,
I'll choke myself : there's all J '11 do for you. [Exit.

Scene VII.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Imogen.
Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false

;A fooli.sh suitor to a wedded lady.
That hath her husband banishd ;—O, that husband I

My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated
Vexations of it! Had 1 been thief-stolen.

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable
Is the desire that's glorious : Blessed be those,
How mean soe'er, that have their honest v\nlls,

W^hich seasons comfort.—Who may this be ? Fye !

Enter Pisanio andlxcHmo.
Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome

;

Comes from my lord with letters.

lack. Change you, madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in safety.

And greets your highness dearly.

(Presents a letter.)
Jnio. Thanks, good sir

:

You are kindly welcome.
lack. All of her, that is out of door, most rich I

(Aside.)
If she be furnish'd with a mind so rare,
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend !

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot!
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fiHil-
Rather, direotlv flv.

Imo. (Reads.) He is one of the noblest note, to

whose kindnesses Iam most infinitely tied. Reflect
upon him accordingly, as you value your truest

Leonatus.
So far I read aloud :

But e\en the very middle of my heart
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully.

—

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I

Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so
In all that I can do.

lack. Thanks, fairest lady,

—

What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes
To see tins \aulted arch, and the rich crop
Of sea and land, which can distinguisli 'twixt

The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not
Partition make with spectacles so precious
'Twixt fair and foul ?

Lno. What makes your admiration ?
lach. It cannot be i'the eye ; for apes and mon-

keys,
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this was, and
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i'the judgment

;

For idiots, in this case of favour, would
Be wisely definite ! Nor i'the appetite

;

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd,
Should make desire vomit emptiness.
Not so allur'd to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow ?

lach. The cloyed will,

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire.

That tub both fiU'd and running,) ravening first

The lamb, longs after for the garbage.

Imo. What, dear sir.

Thus raps you ? Are you well ?

lach. Thanks, madam ; well :
—

'Beseech yon,
sir, desire (To Pisanio.)

My man's abode, where I did leave him : he
Is strange and peevish.

Pis, I was going, sir.

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisanio.
Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health, be-

seech you?
lach. Well, madam.
Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth ? I hope, he is.

lack. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there:

So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd

The Briton reveller.

Imo. When he was here.
He did incline to sadness; and oft-times

Not knowing why.
lack. I never saw him sad.

There is a Frenchman his companion, one.
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces
'I'he thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs,.

cries, !

Can my sides hold, to tkinlc, tkat man,—ivholcnotci
By kistory, report, or his vivn proof,
}f'hat woman is, yea, what she canno' choose
But imist hi,—will kis free hours languish Jor
Assured bondage!
Imo. Will iny lord say so?
lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with

laughter.

It is a i;ecreation id be by, [know.

And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens
Some men are much to blame.

hno. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty tov\'ards

him might

Be ns'd more tliankfully. In himself, 'tis much;
In you,—which I count his, beyond all talents,

—

Whilst lam bound to wonder, I am bound
To pity too.

Imo. What do you pity, sir?

lach. Two creatures, lieartily,

Imo. Am I one, sir?

You look on me ; What wreck discern you iu me>
Deserves your pity, sir?
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Inch. Lamentable ! What

!

To hide rae from the radiant sud, and solace

rthe dangeou by a snuff?

Imo. I pray you, sir,

Deliver with more openness your answers
To my demands. Why do you pity me ?

lack. That others do,

I was about to say, enjoy your—But
Ft is an oflBce of the gods to venge it,

Not mine to speak on't.

Imo. You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me ; 'Pray yon,

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more
Than to be sure they do : For certainties

Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing,
The remedy then born,) discover to rae

What both you spur and stop.

lack. Had I this cheek
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch.

Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul

To the oath of Royalty ; this object, which
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye.

Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then,)

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol
;
join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as

With labour;) then lie peeping in an eye.

Base and unlustroiis as the smoky light

That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit.

That all the plagiies of hell should at one time

Encounter such revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britain.

lach. And himself. Not I.

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce
The beggary of his change : but 'tis your graces.

That from my mutest conscience, to my tongue.

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me hear no more. [heart

lach. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady

So fair, and fasten'd to an empery,
Would make the great'st king double ! to be

partner'd

With tomboys, hir'd with that self-exhibition,

Which your owb coffers yield ! with diseas'd ven-

tures.

That play with all infiunities for gold,

Which rottenness can lend nature ; such boil'd stuff,

As well might poison poison ! Be reveng'd
;

Or she, that boie you, was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.

Imo. Reveng'd

!

How should I be reveng'd? If this be true,

(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears

Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true,

How should I be reveng'd?
lach. Should he make me

Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets

;

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps.
In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it.

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ;

More noble than that runagate to your bed
;

And will continue fasttoyonr affection,

Still close, as sure.

Imo. What ho, Pisanio

!

lach. Let me my service tender on your lips.

Imo. Away !—1 do condemn miue ears, th;it have
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable.

Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not

For such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange.

Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report, as thou from honour; and
Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains
Thee and the devil alike —What, ho ! Pisanio I

—

The king my father shall be made acquainted
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit,

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart
As in a Romisn stew, and to expound
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter whom
He not respects at all.—What ho, Pisanio!

—

lach. O happy Leonatus ! I may say

;

The credit that thy lady hath of thee,

Deserves thy trust; and thy most perfect goodness
Her assur'd credit I—Blessed live j'ou long !

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever
Country call'd his ! and you his nnstress, only
For the most worthiest tit! Give me your pardon.

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord,

That which he is, new o'er: And he is one
The truest manner'd ; such a holy witch,

,

That he enchants societies unto him :

Half all men's hearts are his.

Imo. You make amends.

lach. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god .

He hath a kind of honour sets hiiti ofi".

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry,

Most mighty princess, that I have adventur'd

To try your taking of a false report ; which hath

Hononr'd with confirmation your great judgment
In the election of a sir so rare,

.Which you know cannot er.r: The love 1 bear him

Made me to fan j-ou thus ; but the gods made you.

Unlike all other, chaffless. Pray, your pardon.

Imo. All's well, sir: Take my power i'the court

for yours.

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot

To entreat your grace but in a small request.

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends,

Are partners in the business.

Imo. Pray, what is't ?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord,

(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums,

To buy a present for the emperor

:

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels

0f rich and exquisite form ; their values great

;

And I am something curious, being strange.

To have them in safe stowage : May it please you
To take them in protection :

Imo. Williiigly

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since

My lord hath iiiferest in them, I will keep them
In my bed-chamber.

lach. They are in a trunk.

Attended by my men : I will make bold

To send them to you, only for this night ; -

I must aboard to-morrow.

Imo. O, no, no.

lach. Yes, beseech ; or I shall short my wprd.

By length'ning my return. From Gallia

I cross'd the seas on purpose, and on jaromise

To see your grace. .

Imo. I thank you for your pains

;

But not away to-morrow ?

lach. O, I must, madam :

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please

To greet your lord with writing, do't to- night.

I have outstood iny time ; which is material

To the teudfer' of our present.

Imo. I will write.

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept,

And truly yielded you : You are very welcome.
[Exeunt.

ACT TL

Scene I.

—

Cotirt before Cyinbeiirte's Palace.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when
I kissed the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit away!

I had an hundred pound on't; And then a whoreson

jackanapes must take me up for swearing: as iff

• borrowed mine,oaths of him, and might not spend

them at my pleasure.

I Lord. What got he hy that? You have brtika

his pate with your bowl.
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2 Lord. If his wit had been lite him that broke it.

it would have rau all out. f^Aside.)

Clo. When a geutleuiau is disposed to swear, it is

not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths; Ha?
'2 Lord'. No, my lord ; nor Aaide.) crop the ears

of them.
Clo. N\ horeson dog I—I gi\ e hioi satisfaction ?

'Would he had been one of my rank. I

'2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. {Aside.)

Clo. J am not more vexed at anything in the

earth,—A poi on"t I I had rather not be so noble as

I am : they dare not tight with me. because of the

queen my mother : every jack-slave hath his belly

full of tighliug. and I must go up and down like a

cock that no body can match.
'2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and you

crow, cock, with yiHir comb on. {Aside.)

Clo. Saye.st thou ?

1 Lord. It is not fit, yonr lordship should ouder-

take e\ery companion that you give oti'ence to.

Clo. No, I know that : but it is tit, I should com-

mit otfence to my inferiors.

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.

Clo. \\ hy. so I say.

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that's come
to court to-night ?

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know ont 1

'2 Lord. He's a strange tellow himself, and knows
it not.

_

[Aside.]

1 Lord. There's an Italian come ; and, 'tis thought,

one of LeonatQs' friends.

Clo. Leonatus I a banished rascal ; and he's an-

other, wiiatsoe\er he be. WTio told you of this

stranger?

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages.

Clo. Is it tit, I w'ent to look upon him? Is there

no derogation in't ?

1 Lord. Vou cannot derogate, my lord.

C/o. Not easily, I think.

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your

issues being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside.)

Clo. Come, 111 go see this Italian ; What I ha\ e

lost to-day at bowls, 111 win to-night of him.

Come, go.

2 Lord. Ill attend your lordship.

[Exeunt Cloten andfirst Lord.
That snfh a crafty de\il as is his mother

Should yield the world this ass '. a woman, that

Bears ail down with her brain; ahd this her son

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart.

And lea\e eighteen. .\las, poor piincess,

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurst I

Betv.'rst a father by thy step-dame goveru'd :

A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer,

More hateful than the foul eipnlsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act

Of the divorce hed make I The hea\ens hold firm

The walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak'd

That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may'st stand.

To enjoy thy baoisn d lord, and tliia great land !

[Exit

Scene II.—-1 Bed-Chamber; in one part of it a
trunk.

Imogen, reading in her bed; a Lady attending.

Imo. N^'ho'a there ? my woman Helen "?

Lady. Please you, madam.
Imo. What hour is it ?

Lady. .\lmost midnight, madam.

Imo. I have read three hours then : mine eyes are

weak :

—

Fold down the leaf, where I have left: To bed:

Take not away the taper, leave it burning

:

And if thou canst awake by four othe clock,

I pr'vthee, call me. Sleep bath seizd me wholly.

[Exit Lady.
To your protection I commend me, gods I

From fairies, and the tempters of the night,

liaard me. beseech ye I

[Sleejis. lackimo.from the trunk.)

lach. The crickets siag, and man's o'er-labour'd

sense
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus

Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd
The chastity he wounded.—Cytherea,

How bravely thou becom'st thy bed I tresh lily .'

And whiter than the sheets I That I might touch !

But kiss ; one kiss I Rubies unparagon'd.

How dearly tliey dot.
—

'Tis her breathing that

Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o'the taper

B'jws toward her: and would underpeep her lids.

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied

Under these windows : White and azure, lac'd

With blue of heavensown tinct.—But my design?

To note the chamber: I vnll write all doun ;

—

Such, and such, pictures :—There the window :

—

Such
The adornment of her bed ;—The arras, figures,

Why, such, and such :—.And the contents o'lhe

story-,

—

-Ah, but some natural notes about her body
Above ten thousand meaner moveables
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory:

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!

And be her sense but as a monument.
Thus in a chapel lying I—Come off, come off;

—

\,_
Talcing off her hracele t

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard I

—

'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly,

As strongly as the conscience does within,

To the madding of her lord. On her letl breast

.\ mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops

I'the bottom of a cowslip. Here's a voucher,

Stronger than ever law could make ; this secret

\Vill force him think I have picked the lock, airi

ta'en lend
'

The treasure of her honour. No more.—To what
Why -honld I write this down, that's rivetted,

Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading late

The tale of Tereus : here the leaf's tum'd down.
Where Philomel gave up ;—I have enough :

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, yon dragons ofthe night !—that dawning
May bare the ravens eye : I lodge in fear

:

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here.

{Clock strikes.)

One, two, three,—Time, time I

{Goes into the trunk. The scene closes.)

ScENB in.

—

An Ante-Chamber adjoining Imogen's
Apartment.

Enter Clotex and Lords.

I Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man
in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up ace.

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose.

I Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble

temper of your lordship; Yon are most Lot, and

furious, when you win.

Clo. Wiiming would put any n-^n Inio courage

If I could get this foolish Imogen, I should have

gold enough ; It's almost morning is"t not ?

] Lord. Day, my lord.

Clo. I would this music would come : I am ad

vised to give her music omomings; they say, it will

penetrate.

—

Enter Musicians.

Come, on, tune : If you can penetrate her with yoai

fingering, so; we'll try with tongue too: if none will

do, let her remain; but I'll never give o'er. First

a very excellent good-conceited thing ; after, a

wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich words to

it,—and then let her consider.

SONG.

Hark .' hark ! the lark at heaven's gate sings

And Phabus 'gins arise,

His steeds to water at those sjrrin'js

On chaiicdjiowers that lies;
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And winking Mary-buds begin

To ope their golden eyes ;

With every thing that pretty bin ;

My lady stveet, arise ;

Arise, arise.

So, get you gone: If this penetrate, 1 will consider

your music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her

ears, which horse-hairs, and cat-giits, uor tlie voice

of unpaved eunuch to boot, can never amend.
[Exeunt Musicians.

Enter Cymbeline and Queen.
2 Lord. Here comes the king.

Clo. I am glad, I was up so late ; for that's the

reason I was up so early : He can»ot choose but

take the service I have done, latheriy.—Good-
luorrow to your majesty, and to my gracious mo-

then [[laughter?

Cym. Attend you here the door ot our stern

Will she not forth ?

C/o. I have assailed her with music, but she

vouchsafes no notice.

Cym. The exile other minion is too new
;

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time

Must wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then she's yours.
Queen. V'ou are most bound to the king

;

Who let's go by no vantages, that may
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself

To orderly solicits ; and be friended

\Vith aptness of the season : make denials,

Increase your services : so seem, as if 1

You were inspir'd to do those duties, which
You tender to her; that you in all obey her.

Save when command to your dismission tends.

And therein you are senseless.

Clo. Senseless ? not so.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome

;

The one is Caius Lucius.
Cym. A worthy fellow,

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now
;

but that's no fault of his : VVe must receive him
According to the honour of his sender;

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us,

VVe must extend our notice.—Our dear son,

VV'hen you have given good morning to your mistress,

Attend the queen, and iis : we shall have need
To employ you towards this Iloman.—Come, our

queen.

[Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess.
Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not,

Let her lie still, and dream.—By youi leave, ho!

—

{Knocks.)
I know her women are about her ; W hat

If I do line one of their hands? 'Tis gold,

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ;
yea, and makes

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up
Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and 'tis gold
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the

thief; [What
Nay, sometimes, hangs both thief and true man :

Can it not do, and undo? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for

1 yet not understand the case myself.
By your leave. {Knoclcs.)

Enter a Lady.
Lady. Who's there, that knocks '

Clo. A gentleman.
Lofly. No more ?

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.

Lady. That's more
Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,

Caftjustl^- boast of: What'syour lordship's pleasure?

Clo. \ our lady's person : Is she ready ?

Lady. Ay,
To keep her chamber. {report.

Clo. There's gold for you ; sell me your good
Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you

Waat I shall thiuk is good?—The princess—

Enter Imogen.

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister : Your sweet
hand. [pains

Imo. Good-morrow, sir ; You lay out too much
For purchasing but trouble; the thanks 1 give,
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,
And scarce can spare tliesii.

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you.
Imo. Ifyon but said so, 'twere as deep w ith me :

If you swear still, your recompense is still

That I regard it not.

Clo. This is no answer.
Lno. But that you shall not say I yield, being

silent,

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i'faith,

I shall unl'old equal discourtesy
To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin :

I will not.

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.

Clo. Do you call me fool ?

Imo. As I am mad, I do

:

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad :

That cures us both. I am mr.ch sorry, sir.

You put me to forget a lady's manners,
By being so verbal : and learn now, for all.

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce.
By the very truth of it, 1 care not for you

;

And am so near the lack of charity,

(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I had rather

1 ou felt, than make't my boast.

Clo. You sin against

Obedience, which you owe your father. For
The contract you pretend with that base wretch,
(One, bred of alms, and foster'd with cold dishes,

With scraps o'the court,) it is no contract, none •

And though it be allow'd in meaner parties,

(\ et who, than he, more mean ?) to knit their souls
(On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary) in self-ligurd knot

;

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by
The consequence o'the crown : and must not soil

The precious note of it with a base slave,

A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth,

A pantler not so eminent.

Imo. Profane fellow,

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more,
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough.
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl'd

The under-hangraan of his kingdom ; and hated
For being preferr'd so well.

Clo. The south-fog rot him

!

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than

come
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment,

Tiiat ever hath but clipp'd his body, is clearer,

In my respect, than all the airs above thee.

Were they all made such men.—How now. Pisanio ?

^nter Pis.\Nio.

Clo. His garment ? Now, the devil

—

Imo. To Dorotliy my woman hie thee presently :

—

Clo. His garment ?

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool ?

Frighted, and anger'd worse :—Go, bid my woman
Search for a jewel, that too casually

Hatii left mine arm ; it was thy master's : 'shrew me.

If I would lose it tor a revenue

Of any king's in Europe. I do think,

I .saw'tthis morning: contideut I am.

Last night 'twas on mine ami ; I kiss'd it:

I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord

That I kiss aught but he.

Pis. Twill not \)e lost.

Imo. I hope so : go, and search. [Exit Pis.

Clo. You have abns'd me :

—
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His meanest garment ?

Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir.

If you will mak't an action, call witness to't.

Clu. I will inform your lather.

Imo. Your mother too :

She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope,

But the worst of me. So I leave yon, sir,

To the worst of discontent. [Exit.

Clo. I'll be reveng'd :—
His meanest garment?—Well. [E.vit.

Scene IV.

—

Rome. An Apartment in Philarws
House

Enter Posthumus and Philario.

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would, I were so sure

To win the king, as 1 am bold, her honour

Will remain hers.

Phi. What means do you make to him '

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time;

Quake in the present winter's state, and wish

That warmer days would come : In these fear'd

I barely gratify your love ; they failing, [hopes,

I must die much your debtor.

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company,
O'erpays all I can do. By tiiis, your king

Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius

Will do his commi.ssion throughly : And, I think.

He'll grant the tribute, send tlie arrearages,

Or look upon our Komans, whose remembrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.

Post. I do believe.

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,)

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear

The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen
Are men more order'd, than when Jidius Caesar

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline

(Now mingled with their courages) will make known
To their approvers, they are people, such

Tliat mend upon the world.

Enter I.\chimo.

Phi. See ! lachimo ?

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land ;

And winds of all the corners kiss'd your sails,

To make your vessel nimble.

Phi. Welcome, sir.

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer made
The speediness of your return.

lach. Your lady

Is one the fairest that I have look'd upon.

Post.Ki\(\, therewithal, the best; or let her beauty

Look through a casement to allure ialse hearts.

And be false with them.

lach. Here are letters for you.

Post. Their tenor good, I trust.

lach. 'Tis very like.

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court,

When you were there ?

lach. He was expected then.

But not approach'd.

Post. AH is well yet.

—

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is't not.

Too dull for your good wearing?

lack. If I have lost it,

I should have lost the worth of it iu gold.

I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy

A second night of such sweet sliortness, which

Was mine in Britain : for the ring is won.

Post. The stone's too hard to come bv.

lach. Not a whit.

Your lady being so easy.

Post. Make not, sir,

Your loss your sport : I hope, you know, that we
Must not continue friends.

lach. Good sir, we must,

If you keen covenant : Had I not brought

The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant

We were to question further : but I now
Profess myself the winner of her honour,

Together with your ring ; and not the wronger
Of her, or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

Post. If you can raake't apparent

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand
And ring is yours : If not, the foul opinioa

You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses.

Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both
To who shall find them.

lach. Sir, my circumstances.

Being .so near the truth, as 1 will make them.
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength

I vvill confirm tvith oath ; which, I doubt not.

You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find

You need it not.

Post. Proceed.
lach. First, her bed-chamber,

(Where, I confess, I slept not; but, profess,

Had that was well worth watching,) It was hang'd
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for

The press of boats, or pride : A piece of work
So bravely done, so ricn, that it did strive

In workmanship, and value ; which, I wonder'd
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought.
Since the true life on't was

—

Post. This is true;

And this you might have heard of here, by me.
Or by some other.

lach. More particulars

Must justify my knowledge.
Post. So they must.

Or do your honour injury.

lach. The chinmey
Is south the chamber; and the chimney-piece
Chaste Dian, bathinof : never saw I figures

So likely to report tlieiiiselves ; the cutter

Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her,

Motion and breath left out.

Post. This is a thing.

Which you might from relation likewise reap;

Being, as it is, much spoke of.

lach. The roof o'the chamber
With golden cherubins is fretted : Her andirons

(I had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely

Depending on their brands.

Post. This is her honour !—
Let it be granted, you have seen all this, (and praise

Be given to your remembrance,) the description

Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves

The wager you have laid.

lack. Then, if you can,

[Pulling out the bracelet.)

Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : See !

—

And now 'tis up again ; It must be married

To that your diamond ; I'll keep them.

Post. Jove !-

Once more let me behold it : Is it that

Which I lef! with her ?

lack. Sir, (I thank her,) that

:

She stripp'd it from her arm ; I see her yet;

Her pretty action did outsell her gift.

And yet enrich'd it too : She gave it me, and said.

She priz'd it once.

Post. May be, she pluck'd it oflf,

To send it me.

lach. She writes so to you ? doth she ?

Post. O, no, no, no ; 'tis true. Here, take this too

;

(Gives the ring.)

It is a basilisk unto mine eye,

ivills me to look on't:—Let there be no honour.

Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance

;

love.

Where there's another man : The vows of women.

Of uo more bondage be, to where they are made.

Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing :—
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O, above measure false I

Phi. Have patience, sir,

And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won

:

It may be probable, she lost it; or,

Who knows, if one of her women, being corrupted,

Hath stolen it from her?
Post. Very true

;

And so, I hope, he came by't ;—Back my ring ;

—

Render to me some corporal sign about her.

More evident than this ; for this was stolen.

Inch. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears.
'Tis true ;—nay, keep the ring

—
'tis true : 1 am sure,

She would not lose it : her attendants are

All sworn, and honourable :—They induc'd to steal

it!

And by a stranger !—No, he hath enjoy'd her :

The cognizance of her iiicontinency

Is this,—she hath bought the name of whore thus

dearly.

—

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themselves between you!
P/ii. Sir, be patient

!

This is not strong enough to be believ'd

Of one persuaded well of

—

Post. Never talk on't

;

She hath been colted by him.
lack. If you seek

For further satisfying, nnder her breast
(VVorthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud
Of that most delicate lodging: By my life,

I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, tliough full. You do remember
This stain upon her ?

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm
Another stain, as big as hell can hold,

Were there no more but it

lack. Will you hear more ?

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the
Once, and a uullion ! [turns

;

lack. I'll be sworn,

—

Post. No swearing.
If you will swear you have not done't, you lie

;

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny
Thou hast made me cuckold.

lack. I will deny nothing.

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal I

I will ^o there, and do't; i'the court; before
Her father :—I'll do something

—

[Exit.

Phi. Quite besides
The government of patience !—You have won

:

Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath
He hath against himself.

lack. VVith all my heart. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. Another Room in the same.

Enter Posthumus.
Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women

Must be half-workers ? We are bastards all

;

And that most venerable man, which I

Did call my father, was I know not vvhere
When I was stamp'd ; some coiner with his tools

Made me a counterfeit: Yet my mother seem'd
Tlie Dian of tliat time : so doth my wife
The nonpareil of this.—O vengeance, vengeance!
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd.

And pray'd me, ofl, forbearance : did it with
A prudency so rosy, the sweet view on't [her

Might well have warm'd old Saturn ; that I thought
As chaste as unsunn'd snow :—O, all the devils !

—

This yellow lachimo, in an hour,—was't not?

—

Or less,—at first: Perchance he spoke not; but.
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one,
Cry'd Oh ! and mounted : found no opposition
But what he look'd for should oppose, and she
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out
The woman's part in me ! For there s no motion.
That tends to vice in roan, but I affirm
It is the woman's part : Be it lying, note it.

The woman's j fiattering, hers ; deceiving, hers

;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers;
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,
Nice longings, slanders, mutability.
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows.
Why, hers, in part, or all; but rather, all:
For even to vice
They are not constant, but are changing still

One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them.
Detest them, curse them :—Yet 'tis greater skill
In a true hate, to pray they have their will:
The very devils cannot plague theni better. [Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Britain. A Boom of State in Cymbe-
lines Palace.

Enter CvMBELraE, Queen, Clotev, and Lords, at
o?ie door; and at another, Caius Lucius and
Attendants.

Cym. Now, say, what would Augustus Ca;sar
with us ?

Luc. When Julius Csesar (whose remembrance yet
Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears, and tongues,
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain,
And conquered it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,
(Famous in Ca;sar's praises, no whit less

Than in his feats deserving it,) for him,
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute,

Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee lately
Is left untender'd.

Queen. And, to kill the marvel,
Shall be so ever.

Clo. There be many Cfesars,')

Ere such another Julius. Britain is

A world by itself; and we will nothing pay.
For wearing our own noses.

Queen. That opportunity,
Which then they had to take from us, to resume
We have again.—Remember, sir, my liege.

The kings your ancestors ; togetiier with
The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters

;

With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats.
But suck them up to the top mast. A kind of conquest
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag
Of, came, and saiv, and overcame : with shame
(The first that ever touch'd him,) he was carried
From off" our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping,
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas.

Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd
As easily 'gaii st our rocks: For joy whereof.
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point]

(O, giglot fortune !) to master Caesar's sword,
Made Lud's town with rejoicing tires bright.

And Britons strut with courage. ' .

C7o. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid

:

Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time
;

and, as I said, there is no more such Ca-sars

:

other of them may have crooked noses ; but, to owe
such straight arms, none.

Cifm. Son, let your mother end.

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as

hard as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one ; but

I have a hand.—Why tribute ? why should we pay
tribute ? If Caesar can hide the sun from us witli

a blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will

pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more tri-

bute, pray you now.
Cy7n. You must know,

Till the injurious Romans did extort [bitiou

This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar's am-
(Which swell'd so much, that it did almost stretch

The sides o'the world,) against all colour, here
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake oft',

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Ccesar,

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, wliich

Ordain'd our laws
;
(whose use the sword of Caesar
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Hath too mucii mangled; whose repair aud iVaii-

rhise,

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,

Tlioiigh Rome be therefore angry ;) Mnlmutiiis,

Who was tli« first of Britain, which did put

His brows within a golden crown, and call'd

Himself a king.

Luc. I am sorry, Cymheline,
That I am to pronounce Augustus Caisar

(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than
'i'hyself domestic officers,) thine enemy :

Receive it from me, then :—War, nnd confusion,

In Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee ; look

For fury not to be resisted :—Thus defied,

I thank thee lor myself.

Cytn. Thou art welcome, Calus,

Thy Caesar knighted me : my youth I spent

Much under him ; of him T gatlierd honour;

Which he, to seek of me again, perforce.

Behoves me keep at utterance; I urn perfect.

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for

Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent

Which, not to read, whould shew the Britons cold

;

So Caesar shall not find them,

Luc. Let proof speak.

Clo. His majesty bids you vvelcome. Make pas-

time with us a day, or two, longer: If you seek us

afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in our

salt water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ;

if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare tiie

better for you ; and there's an end.

Luc. So, sir.

Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he mine

:

All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt.

Scene II,

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Pl.SANIO.

Pis. How! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not

What monster's her accuser?— Leonatus !

O, master! what a strange infection

Is fallen into thy ear '(" What false Italian

(As poisonous tongu'd, as handed,) hath prevail'd

On thy too ready hearing''—Disloyal ? No :

She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes.

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults

As would take in .some virtue :—O, my master !

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were
Thy fortune.s.—How! that I should murder her?
Upon the love, and truth, and vows which I

Have made to tliy command?—I, her?—her blood?
If it be so to do good service, never

Let me be counted serviceable. How look f,

That I should .seem to lack humanity.

So much as this fact comes to? Do't: The letter

{Reading.)
That I have sent her, by her own command
Shall give tliee opportunity :—O damn'd paper'!

Black as the ink that's on thee ! Senseless bauble !

Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'st

So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes.

Enter Imogen.

I am ignorant in what I am commanded,
Imo. How now, Pisanio ?

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo. Who ? thy lord ? that is lay lord ? Leouatus ?

O, learn d indeed were thai astronomer.

That knew the stars, as I his characters;

He'd lay the future open,—You good gods,

Ijet what is here coniain'd reli.sh of love.

Of my lord's health, of his content,—yet not.

That we two are asunder, let that grieve him,

—

(.Some griefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them.
For it doth physic love",—of his content,

A.I1 but ill that !—Good wax, thy leave :—Bless'd be
You bees, that make these locks ofcounsel ! Lovers,
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike

;

Thougli i'orfeiters you cast in prison, yet
You clasp young Cu\)id's tables,—Good news, gods I

'Reads^

Justice, and yourfather's wrath, should he take
me in his domiiiion, shoidd not be so cruel to me,
as you, O the dearest of creatures, romddnot even
renew me with your eyes. Take 7iotice, tliat I am
in Cambria, at Milford-Haven : What your own
love will, out of this, advise you, follow. So, he
luishes you nil happiness , iliat remains loyal to

his vow, and your, increasing in love.

Leonatus Posthumus.
O, for a horse with wings I—Hearst tliou, Pisanio i

He is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not 1

(jlide thither in a day?—Tlien, true Pisanio,

(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long'st,

—

O, let me 'bate,—but not like me:—yet long'st,

—

But in a fainter kind :—O, not like me
;

For mines beyond beyond.) say, and speak tliick,

(Love's co\msellor should fill the bores of bearing.

To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is

'i'o this same blessed Milford ; And, by the way.
Tell me how W^ales was made so happy, as

'i'o inherit such a haven : But, first of alt.

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gflp

Tiiat we shall make in time, from our hence-going,

A nd our return, to excuse :—but first, how get hence

:

Why should excuse be born or e'er begot?
We'll talk of that hereafter, Pr'ythee, speak.
How many score of miles may we well ride

'Twixt hour and hour.

Pis. One score, 'twist sun and .s\!ii.

Madam, 's enough for you : and too much loo.

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man.
Could never go so slow : I have heard of r\ding-

wagers,
Where horses have been nimbler than tlie .sands

That run i'the clock's behalf;—But thi.s is foolery :

—

Go, bid my woman feigu a sickness ; say
She'll home to her father ; and provide ine, presently,

A riding suit; no costlier than would fit

A franklin's housewife.
Pis. Madam, you're best nonaider-

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here.

Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them.
That I cannot look through. Away, 1 pr'ythee

Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say

;

Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt.

Scene III.— Wales. A moimtainous Country, with
a Cave.

E«<erJBELARHJS, Guiderius, «wrf Arviragor.
Bel. A goodly day not*to keep house, with such

Whose roof's as low as ours ! Stoop, boys : This gate
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows

you
To morning's holy office ; The gates of monarcbs
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through

And keep their impious turbans on, without

Good-morrow to the sun,—Hail, thou fair heaven.'

We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do.

Gui. Hail, heaven!
Arv. Hail, heaven!

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to yon hill

Your legs are young ; I'll tread these flats. Consider

When you above perceive me like a crow.

That it is place which lessens, and sets off.

And you may then revohe what tales I have told you,

Of^ourts, of princes, of the tricks in war:
This service is not service, so being done.

But being so allowed
: 'i'o apprehend thus.

Draws us a profit from all things w« see :

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

'i'lie sharded beetle in a safer hold

Tiian is the fiill-wing'd eagle. O, this life

I.s nobler, than attending for a check

;

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ;

Prouder, than rustling in unpaid for silk :

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine.

Yet keeps his book uncross'd : no life to ours.
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Gvi. Out of your proof you speak: we, poor un-
fledg'd, [not

Have never wing'd from view o'the nest; nor know
What airs from home. Haply, this life is best,

If quiet life be b'est : sweeter to you,
J'hat have a sharper known

; well corresponding
With your stitf age : but, unto us, it is

A cell of ignorance; travelling abed;
A prison for a debtor, that not dares
To stride a limit.

Arv. What should we speak of.

When we are old as you ? when we shall hear
I'he rain and wind beat dark Decembej, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing:
We are beastly ; subtile a? the fox, for prey;
liike warlike as the wolf, for what we eat:

Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird,

And sing our bondage freely.

Bel. How yon speak !

Did yon but know the city's usuries.

And felt them knovvingly : the art o'the court.

As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that
The fear's as bad as falling : tne toil of the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
I'the name of fame, and honour; which dies i'the

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, [search;
As record of fair act ; pay, many times.
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse,
?»Iust court'sey at the censure:—O, boys, this story
'i'he world may read in me :—My body's mark'd
With Roman swords ; and my report was once
First with the best of note: Cymheline lov'd me

;

And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off: Then was 1 as a tree.

Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but, in one night,

A storm, or robbery, call it what yoii will.

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, ray leaves.
And left me bare to weather.

Gui. Uncertain favour

!

Bel. My/ault being nothing (as I have told you oft,)

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline,
I was confederate with the Romans : so,

Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years.

This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world :

Where I liave liv'd at honest freedom; paid
More pious debts to heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains
;

This is not hunters' I.inguage ;—He, Ihat strikes

The venison first, shall be the lord o' the feast;

To him the other two shall nnnister

;

And we will fear no poison, which attends
In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys.

[Exeunt Qui. and Arv.
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature I

These boys know little, they are sons to the king

;

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.

They Ihink, they are mine : and, though train'd up
thas meanly

I'the cave, wherein tliey bow, their thoughts do hit

The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them,
In simple and low things, to jirince it, much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,

—

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom
The king his father called Guiderius.—Jove !

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story : say,

—

T/iiis mine enemy fell

;

And thus I set my foot ore his tieck ; even then
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats.
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in [wsture
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal,
(Once, Arviragus,

J
in as like a figure.

Strikes life into my speech, and shews much more
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous'd !

—

O Cymbeline
! heaven, and my conscience, knows,

fhou didst unjustly banish me ; whereon.

At three, and two years old, I stole these babes;
'I'liinking to bar thee of succession, as
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile,
Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their

mother.
And every day do honour to her grave :

Myself, Belanus, that am Morgan call'd.
They take for natural father. The game is up. [Exit.

Scene W.—Near Milford Haven.
Enter PiSANio and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse,
the place

Was near at hand :—Ne'er long'd my mother so
To see me first, as I have now.—Pisanio ! Man !

Where is Posthiimus? What is in thy rniud.
That makes tjiee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that

sigh
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus.
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd
""•--" ~ "" " ' " thy "

my staider senses. What's the matter ?W hy tender'st thou that paper to me, with
A look untender? If it be summer news,
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'st
But keep that countenance still.—My husband's

hand !

That drug-daran'd Italy hath out craftied him.
And he's at some hard point.—Speak, man ; thy

tongue
May take ofl" some extremity, which to read
Would be even mortal to me.

-P'*- c Please you, read,
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing
The most disdain'd of fortune.

Imo. (Beads.) Thij mistress, Pisanio, /tath
played the strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies
whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak not out ofiveak
surmises ; but from proof as strong as my grief
and as certain as 1 expect my revenue. Thatpart
thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy faith I

tainted ivith the breach of hers. Let thine own
hands take aioay her life : I shall give the oppor.
tunities at Milford-Haven ; she hath my letterfor
the purpose: Where, if thoufear to strike, andto
make me certain it is done, thou art the pandei
to her dishonour, and equally to me disloyal.

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the

Hath cut her throat already.—No, 'tis slander,
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave
This viperous slander enters.—What cheer, madam?

Imo. False to his bed I What is it, to be false ?

To lie in watch there and to thinly on him?
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge

nature.

To break it with a fearful dream of hir»,

And cry myself awake ? that's false to his bed,
Isit?

Pis. Alas, good lady

!

Imo. I false ? Thy conscience witness :—lachimo,
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ;

Thou then look'dst like a villain; now, methinks,
Thy favour's good enough.—Some jay of Italy,

Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd him :

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion
;

\nd, for I am richer than to hang by the walls,

I must be ripp'd :—to pieces with me !—O,
Men's vows are women s traitor.* ! All good seeming',

By thy revolt. O husband, shall be thought
iPut on for villany ; not born, where't grows

;

But worn, a bait for laVlies.

Pis. Good madam, hear me.
Imo. True honest men being heard, like false

.(Eneas,

s s
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VVere^ in his time, thouglit false: and Sinon's

weeping

Kd scandal many a holy tear; took pity

From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthu-

mus.
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men

;

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false aud perjur'd,

From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou houest

;

Do thou thy master's bidding : When thou see'st

him,

A little witness my obedience : Look !

I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart

:

Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things, but grief:

Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed,

The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike,

Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause :

But now thou seem'st a coward.
Pis. Hence, vile instrument

!

Thou shalt not damn my hand.

Imo. Why, I must die
;

And ifl do not by thy hand, thou art

No servant of thy master's : Against self-slaughter

There is a prohibition so divine, [heart

;

'I'hat cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my
Something's afore't:—Soft, soft; well no defence;

Obedient as the scabbard.—What is here ?

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus,

All lurn'd to heresy ? Away, away,
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools

Believe false teachers : Though those, tliat are be-

tray'd.

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.
And thou, Posthurau-s, thou that did'st set up
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father.

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of common passage, but

A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself.

To think, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her

That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory
Will then be pang'd by me.—Pr'ythee, despatch ;

The lamb entreats the butcher : VV'here's thy knife ?

ThoH art too slow to do thy master s bidding.

When I desire it too.

Pis. O gracious lady,

Since I receiv'd command to do this business,

I have not slepi one wink.

Imo. Do't, and to bed then.

Pis. I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first.

hno. Wherefore then

Didst undertake it? Why hast thou abiis'd

So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ?

Mine action, and thine own? our horses' labour?

'J'he time inviting thee? the perturb'd court.

For my being absent; whereunto I ne\er

Purpose return? Why hast thou gone so far.

To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand.

The elected deer before thee ?

Pis. But to win time

To lose 80 bad employment : in the which
I have consider'd of a course : Good lady.

Hear me with patience.

Imo. Talk thy toui^ue weary ; speak :

I Imve heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear.

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

Pis. Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.

Imo.. Most like

;

Bringing me here to kill me.
Pis. Not so, neither

!

But if I were as wise as honest, then
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be,

But that rny master is abus'd :

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art,

Hath done you both this cursed injury.

Imo. Some Roman courtezan.

Pis. No, on my life.

I'll give but notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded
I slujuld do so : Vou shall be miss'd at court.
And that will well confirm it.

Imo. Why, good fellow.

What shall I do the while ? VMiere bide ? How live?
Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?

Pis. If you'll back to the court,

—

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing;
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

Pis. If not at court,

Then not in Britain must you bide.

Imo. Where (hen ?

Hath Britain all the son that shines ? Day, night.

Are they not but in Britain ? I'the world's volume
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it;

In a great pool, a swan's nest ; Pr'ythee, think

There's livers out of Britain.

Pis. lam most glad
You think of other place. The embassador,
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford Haven
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise

That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be
But by self-danger; you should tread a course

Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least

That though his actions were not visible, yet

Report should render him hourly to your ear.

As truly as he moves.
Imo. O, for such means !

Though peril to my modesty, not death on't,

I would adventure.

Pis. Well, then, here's the point

:

You must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness,

(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly.

Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage
Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and
As quarreilous as the weasel : nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart!

Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch
Of common kissing Titan ; and forget

Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.

Imo. Nay, be brief:

I see into thy end, and am almost

A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself but like one.

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit,

('Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them : Would you, in their serving,

Aud with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, 'fore noblu Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, ttll him
Wherein you are happy, (which you'll make him

know.
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless.

With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable.

And, doubUng that, most holy. Your means abroad

You have me, rich ; and I will never fail

Beginning, nor sunplyment.

Imo. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee away

:

There's more to be consider'd ; but we'll even

All that good time will give us : This attempt

I'm soldier to. and will abide it with

A prince's courage. Away, 1 pr'ythee.

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell

Lest, beinjf miss'd, I be suspected of

Your carnage from the court. My noble mistress,

Here is a box : I had it from the queen

;

What's in't is precious; if you are sick at sea,

Or stomach-qualm'd at lancl, a. dram of (his

I

Will drive away distemper.—To sOme shade,

m
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A nd fit you to your manhood :—May the gads
Direct you to the best

!

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. \JE,xe.unt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Cymheline's Palace..

Enter CYMBEbiNE, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and
Lords.

Cymb Thus far ; and so farewell.
Luc. Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor bath wrote ; I must from hence
;

And am right sorry, that I must report ye
My master's enemy.
Cymb. Our subjects, sir,

WiU not endure his yoke ; and for ourself
To shew less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear unkinglike.

Luc. So, sir, I desire of you
A conduct over-land, to Milford-Haven.

—

Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you !

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office
;

The due oi honour in no point omit :

—

So. farewell, noble Lucius.
Ltic. Your hand, my lord.

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth
I wear it as your enemy.
Luc. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. [lords,

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my
Till he have cross'd the Severn.—Happiness!

\Exeunt Lucius and Lords.
Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it honours

That we have g-ven him cause. [us.

Clo. 'Tis all the better
Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it.

Cum. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor
How it goes here. It fits ns therefore, ripely,

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness :

The powers, that he already hath in Gallia,

VV ill soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britain.

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy business
;

But must be look'd to speedily, ana strongly.

Cym. Our expectation, that it would be thus.

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear'd
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd
The duty of the day ; She looks us like

A thing more made of malice, than of duty :

VVe have noted it.—Call iier before u§ ; for

We have been too slight in sufferance.

[Exit an Attendant.
Queen. Royal sir.

Since the exile of Posthumiis, most retir'd

Hatli her life been; the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time must do. 'Beseech yoijr majesty,

Forbear sharp speeches to her : She's a lady
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes.

And strokes death to her.

Re-enter an Attetidaiit.

Cym. Where is she, sir ? How
Can her contempt be answer'd.?

Aiten. Please you, sir,

Her chambers are all lock'd ; and there's no answer,
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make.

Queen, My lord, when last I went to visit lier.

She pray'd nie to excuse her keeping close

;

Whereto constrain'd by her iufinuity,

She should that duty leave impaid to you,

Which daily she was bound taprofttr: this

She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court

Made me to blame in memory.
Cym. Her doors lock'd ?

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that, which I fear,

rro%e false I [Exit.

Queen. Son, 1 say, follcw the king.

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,

I have not seen these two days.

Queen. Go. look after.— [Exit Cloten.

Pisamo, thon that stand'st so for PosthumusI

—

He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence
Proceed by swallowing that; for he believes
It is a thing most precious. But for her.
Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz'd her;
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love^ she's flown
To her desir'd Posthumus : Gone she is

To death, or to dishonour ; and my end
Can make good use of either : She being down,
I have the placing of the British crown.

Re-enter Cloten.
How now, my son?

Clo. 'Tis certain, she is fled :

Go in, and cheer the king; he rages; none
Dare come about him.

Queen. All the better: May
This night forestall him of the coming day ! [Exit.

Clo. I 1q\ e, and hate her : for she's fair and royal

;

And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,
Outsells them all : I love her, therefore : But,
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on
The low Pcsthumus, slanders so her judgment.
That what's else rare, i.s chok'd ; and, in that point,

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,
To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools

Enter PiSANIO.

Shall—Who is here ? What ! are you packing,
sirrah ?

Come hither: Ah, you precious pander ! Villain,

Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else
Thou art straightway with the fiends.

Pis. O, good my lord I

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter,
I will not ask again. Close villain,

I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Poslhumus ?

From whose so many weights cf baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

Pis. Alas, my lord,
Hovy can she be with him ? When was she miss'd ?

He is in Rome.
Clo. Where is she, sir? Ceme nearer,

No further halting: satisfy me home,
VV'hat is become of her ?

Pis. O, ray all-worthy lord !

Clo. AU-vrorthy villain I

Discover where thy mistress is, at once,
At the next word,—No more of worthy lord,

—

Speak, or thy silence on the inst;mt is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pis. Then, sir,

This iiaper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight. (Presenting a letter.)

Clo. Let's see't :—I will pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne.

Pis. Or this, or perish.
J

She's far enough; and what he learns by '
.

this i^"May pro\ e his travel, not her danger. *

Clo. Humph!
Pis. I'll write to my lord she's dead. O Imogen,

Safe may'st thou wander, safe return again I (A^ide.)
Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ?

Pis. Sir, as I think.

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know't.—Sirrah,

if thou would'st not be a ^illaill, but do me true

.service; undergo those employments, wherein I

should have cause to use thee, with a serious indus-

try,—that is, what villnny soe'er I bid thee do, to

perform it, directly and truly,— 1 would think thee

an honest man : thou sliould"st neither want my
means lor thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment.

Pis. Well, my good lord.

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? For, since patiently

and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune

of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, in the

course of gratitude, but be a diligent follower of

mine. Wilt thou serve me ?

I side.
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Pis. Sir, I will.
, , , ,

„ ,

Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my purse. Hast

any of tby late master's garments in thy possession?

I*is. 1 have, my lord, at my lodging, the same

snit he wore, when he took leave of my lady and

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that

snit hither : let it be thy first service ;
go.

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exit.

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven :—I forgot to

ask him one thing ; I'll remember't anon :—Even

there, thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill thee.—

I would, these garments were come. She said

upon a time, (the bitterness of it I now belch from

my heart,) that she held the very garment of Posthu-

mas in more respect than my noble and natural

person, together with the adornment of my qualities.

With that suit upon my back, will 1 ravish her

:

First kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall she see

my valour, which will then be a torment to her con-

tempt. He on the ground, my speech of insultment

ended on his dead body,—and when my lust hath

dined, (which, as I say, to vex her, I will execute

in the clothes that she so praised,) to the court I'll

knock her back, foot her home again. She hath

despis'd me rejoicingly, and I'll be merry in my
revenge.

Re-enter Pisanio, ivith the clothes.

Be those the garments?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord. [Haven?
Clo. How long ist since she went to Milford-

Pis. She can scarce be there yet.

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is

the second thing that 1 have commanded thee : the

third is, that thou shalt be a voluntary mute to my
design. Be but duteous, and true preferment shall

tender itself to thee.—My revenge is now at Milford

;

'Would 1 had wings to follow it !—Come, and be

true. [Exit.

Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for, true to

thee,

Weie to prove false, which 1 will never be.

To him that is most true. To JNlilford go.

And find not her, whom thou pursust. Flow, flow,

Yoa heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool's speed

Be cross'd with slowness ; labour be his meed

!

[Exit.

Scene VI.

—

Before the Cave of Belarins.

Enter Imogen, in boy's clothes.

Itno. I see, a man's life is a tedious one :

I have tir'd myself; and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick.

But that my resolution helps me.—Milford,

When from the mountain top Pisanio shew'd thee.

Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think.

Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean,

Where they should be relieV'd. Two beggars

told me,

I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie.

That have afflictions on them; knowing 'tis

A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder.

When rich ones scarce tell true : To lapse in ful-

ueaa

Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood

Is wors.e in kings, than beggars.—My dear lord !

Thou art one o'the false ones : Now I think on thee,

My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was
At point to sink for food.—But what is this ?

Here is a path to it : 'Tis some savage hold :

I were best not call ; I dare not call
;
yet famine.

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever

Ofhardiness is mother.—Ho! who's here?
If any thing> that's civil, speak ; if savage.
Take, or lend.—Ho!—No answer? then I'll enter.

Best draw my sword, and if mine enemy
But fear the sword like me. he'll scarcely look on't.

Such a foe, good heavens I (She goes into the Cnve.^

Ew/er Belarius, Guiderius, «««! Artiragcs.

Bel. YoM. Polydore, have prov'd best woodmau,
and

Ai«e master of the feast : Cadwal, and I,

Will play the cxik and servant; 'tis our match :

The sweat of industry would dry, and die.

But for the end it works to. Come ; onr stomachs
Will make what's homely, savoury : Weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth

Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be- here,

Poor house, that keep'st thyself!

Qui. I am thoroughly weary.

Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite.

Gui. There is cold meat i'the cave ; we'll browze
on that.

Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd.

Bel. Stay; come not in : {Looking in.)

But that it eats our victuals, I should think

Here were a fairy.

Gui. What's the matter, sir ?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not,

An earthly paragon!—Behold divineness

No elder than a boy

!

Enter Imogen.

hno. Good masters, harm me not

:

Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought

To have begg'd, or bonglit, what I have took : Good
troth,

I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had

found [meat

:

Gold strew'd o'the floor. Here's money for mj
I would have left it on the board, so soon

As I had made my meal ; and parted

With prayers for the provider.

Gui. Money, youth?

Arv. AH gold and silver rather turn to dirt

!

As 'tis no better reckon'd, bat of those

\'VTio worship dirty gods.

Inio. I see, you are angry :

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should

Have diea, had I not made it.

Bel. . VVhither bound?
Into. To Milford-Haven, sir.

Bel. What is your name V

Itno. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman, who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford

;

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger,
I am fall'n in this offence.

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth,
Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd'
'Tis almo.it night : you shall have better cheer.

Ere you depart; and thanks, to stay and eat it.

—

Boys, bid him welcome.
Gui. Were you a woman, youth,

I should woo hard, but be your groom.— In honesty,

I bid for you, as I'd buy.

Arv. I'll make't my comfort.

He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother •

—

And such a welcome as I'd give to him.

After long absence, such as yours :— Most wel-

come !

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends.

Into. "Mongst friends I

If brothers ?—Would it had been so, that "4

they [prize I

Had been my father's sons? then had my V,Isirf<?.

Been less and so more eqtial ballasting i

To thee, Posthumus. /
Bel. He wrings at some distress.

Gui. 'Would, I could free't

!

Arv. Or I ; whate'er it be,

What pain it cost, what danger I Gods !

Bel. Hark, boys. {Whispering)
Itno. Great men,

That had a court no bigger than this cave,

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue

Which their own conscience scal'd thcui, (laying by
That nothing gift of difl"erinf; moltitodes,)
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Could not out peer these twain. Pardon me, gods

!

I'd change my sex to be companion with them,

Since Leonatus' false.

Bel. It shall be so :

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt.—Fair youth, come in :

Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd,

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story.

So far as thou wilt speak it.

Gvi. Pray, draw near.

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark,

less welcome.
Imo. Thanks, sir.

Arv. I pray, draw near. {Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Rome.

Enter ttvo Senators and Tribunes.

1 Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor's writ

;

That since the common men are now in action

'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians
;

And that the legions now in Gallia are

Full weak to undertake our wars against

The faU'n-oft" Britons ; that we do incite

The gentry to this business : He creates

Lucius proconsul : and to you the tribunes.

For this immediate levy, he commands
His absolute commission. Long live Cajsar

!

Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ?

2 Sen. Ay.
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ?

1 Sen. With those legions

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy

Must be supplyant : The words of your commission
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time
Of their despatch.

Tri, We will discharge our duty. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The Forest, near the Cave.

Enter Cloten.

Clo. I am near to the place where they should
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit

his garments serve me ! Why should his mistress,

who was made by him that made the tailor, not be
fit too? the rather (saving reverence of the word)
for 'tis said, a woman's fitness comes by fits.

Therein I must play the workman. I dare speak it

to myself, (for it is not vcni-glory, for a man and
his glass to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean,)
the lines of my body are as well drawn as his

;

no less young, more strong, not beneath him in

fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time,

above him in birth, alike conversant in general
services, and more remarkable in .single oppositions

:

yet this imperseverant thing loves him in my des-

pite. What mortality is ! Posthuraus, thy head,
which now is growing upon thy shoulders, shall

within this houi be off; thy mistress enforced
;

thy garments cut to pieces before thy face ; and all

this done, spurn her home to her father : who may,
haply, be a little angry for ray so rough usage ;

bat my mother, having power of his testiness, shall

turn all into my commendations. My horse is tied

np safe : Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! For-
tune, put them into my hand ! This is the very
description of their meeting-place ; and the fellow

dares not deceive me. [Exit.

Scene U.—Before the Cave.

Enter, from the Cave, Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus, and Imogen.

Bel. You are not well : (To Imogen) remain here
in the cave

;

We'll come to you after hunting.

Arv. Brother, stay here : (To Tmogen.)
Are we not brothers ?

Imo. So man and man should be

;

But clay and clay diiTers in dignity,

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.

Gui. Go you to hunting. I'll abide with him.

Imo. So sick I am not;— yet I am not v\'ell

;

But not so citizen a wanton, as
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you, leave me :

Stick to your journal course : the breach of custom
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort
To one not sociable : I'm not very sick.

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here
;

I'll rob none but myself; and let me die,

Stealing so poorly.

Gui. I love thee ; I have spoke it i

How much the quantity, the weight as mucn.
As I do love my father.

Bel. What? how? how?
Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me

In my good brother's fault : I know not why
I love this youth; and I have heard you say,

Love's reason's without reason; the bier at door
And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say.

Myfather, not this youth.
Bel. O noble strain ! (Aside.)

worthiness of nature! breed of greatness!
Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base :

Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace.

1 am not their father
;
yet who this should be.

Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.

—

'Tis the ninth hour o' the morn.
Arv. Brother, farewell.

Imo. I wish you sport,

Arv. You health.—So please you, sir.

hno. (Aside.) These are kind creatures. Gods,
what lies I have heard

!

Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court

:

Experience, O, thou disprov'st report

!

The iuiperious seas breed monsters ; for the disl

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.

I am sick still ; heart sick :—Pisam'o,

I'll now taste of thy drug.

Gui. I could not stir him :

He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate

;

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest.

Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter
I might know more.

Bel. To the field, to the field :—
We'll leave vou for this time

;
go in, and rest.

Arv. We'll not be long away.
Bel. Pray, be not sick,

For you must be our housewife.
Imo. Well, or ill,

I am bound to you.

Bel. And so shall be ever. [Exit Imogen.
This youth, howe'er distress'd, appears he hath had
Good ancestors.

Arv. How angel-like he sings?

Gui. But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots

in characters

;

And sanc'd our broths, as Juno had been sick.

And he her dieter.

Arv. Nobly he yokes

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh —
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ;

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly

From so divine a temple, to commix
VVith winds, that sailors rail at.

Gni. I do note,
,

That grief and patience, rooted in him both,

Mingle their spars together.

Arv. Grow, patience

!

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine

His perishing root, with the increasing vine !

Bel. It is great morning. Come ; away.—Who's
there?

Enter Cloten

Clo. \ cannot find those runagates ; that villaiu

Hath mock'd me :—I am faint.

Bel. Those runagates

!

Means he not ns ? i partly know him ; 'tis

Cloten, the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush.
I saw him not thcfie many years, and yet
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I know 'tis he :—We are held as outlaws ;

—

Hence.
Gut- He is but one : Yon and my brother search

What companies are near : pray yon, away

;

Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Bel. and Arv.
CIo. Soft : what are you

That fly me thus? .some villain mountaineers ?

I have heard of such.—What slave ait thou ?

Qiti. A thing

More slavish did I ne'er, than answering
A slave, without a knock.

Clo. Thou art a robber,

A lawbreaker, a villain:— V'ield thee, thief.

Gui. To who? to thee? What art thou? Have
not I

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ?

Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say, vehat thou art

;

Wliy I should yield to thee ?

Clo. Thou villain base,

Knovr'st me not by my clothes ?

Gni. No, nor thy tailor, rascal,

WTio is thy grandfather : he made those clothes.

Which, as it seems, make thee ?

Clo. Thon precious varlet,

My tailor made them not.

Gtii. Hence then, and thank
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool

;

I am loath to beat thee.

Clo. Thou injurious thief.

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Gui. What's thy name?
Cro. Clolen, thou \illain.

Gui. Cloten, thon double villain, be thy name,
1 cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider,
'Twould move me sooner.

Clo. To thy further fear.

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I'm son to (he queen.

GuL I'm sorry for't ; not seeming
So worthy as thy birfh.

Clo. Art not afeard ? [wise

:

Gui. Those that 1 reverence, those I fear; the
At fools I laugh, not fear them.

Clo..
'

Die the death:
When I have slain thee with my proper hand,
I'll follow those that even now fled hence,
And on the gates of Lud's town set vour heads

:

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt fighting.

Enter Belarius and ARvraAGLS.

Bel. No company's abroad. [sure.

Arv. None in the \forid : You did mistake him,
Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it since I saw him.

But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of favour,
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice.

And burst of speaking, were as his : I am absolute,
'Twas very Cloten.

Arv. In this place we left them

:

I wish my brother make good time with him.
You say he is so fell.

Bel. Being scarce made up,
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension
Of roaring terrors ; for the efiect of judgment
Is oft the cause of fear : But sec, tliy brother.

Re-enter GuiDERlUS, with Cloten's head.

Gui. This Cloten was a fool : an empty purse.
There was no money in't : not Hercules
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none :

Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne
My head, as 1 do his.

Bel. What hast thou done ?

Gui. I am perfect, what : cut off one Cloten's head,
Snn to the queen, after his own report

;

V'Vho caird me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore,
With his own single hand he'd take us in,

Disulace our heads, where (thank the gods!) they
And set Uiem on Lud's. town. (grow,

Bel. We are all undone.

Gut. Wliy, worthy father, what have we to lose.

But, tliat he swore, to take onr lives ? The law
Protects not us: Then whv should we be tender,
'I'o let an arrogant piece of flesh threat ua;
Play judge, and executioner, all himself;
For we do fear the law ? What company
Discover you abroad ?

Bel, No single soul

Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason.

He must have some attendants. Though his huraoar
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that

From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not

Absolute madness could so far have rav'd.

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps.
It may be heard at court, that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and time
May make some stronger head : the which he hearing,

(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear
He'd fetch us in

;
yet is't not probable

To come alone, either he so undertaking.
Or they so suffering : then on good ground we fear

If we do fear this body hath a tail

Alore perilous than the head.
Arv. Let ordinance

Come as the gods foresay it : howso'er,
My brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness
Did make my way long forth.

Gui. With his own sword,
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en

His. head from him : I'll throw't into the creek
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea,

And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten

That's all I reck. [Exit.

Bel. I fear 'twill be reveng'd

:

Would, Polydore, thou hadst not doue't ! though
valour

Becomes thee well enough.
Arv. 'Would I had don't.

So the revenge alone pursued me !— Polydore,
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much.
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would, revenges
That possible strength might m^t, would seek us

And put us to our answer. [through,

Bel. Well, 'tis done :—
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock

;

You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him
To dinner presently.

Arv. Poor sick Fidele !

I'll willingly to him : To gain his colour,

I'd let a parish of such Clotens' blood.
And praise myself for charity. [Exit.

Bel. O thon goddess.
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st.

In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle

As zephyrs, blowing below the violet.

Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough,
Their royal blood euchafd, as the rnd'st wind.
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,

And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful,
That an invisible instinct should frame them
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught;
Civility not seen from other ; valour,

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange,

What Cloten's being here to us portends;
Or what his death will bring us.

Re-enter Guideriu.s.

Gui. Where's my brother ?

I have sent Cloten's clotpole down the stream.

In embassy to his mother : h.is body's hostage

For his return. {Solemn music.)

Bet. My ingenious instrument

!

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion

Hafh Ciidwal now to give it motion ! Hark !

Gui. Is Be at home 'f
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Bel. He went lieuce even now.
Gui. What does he mean? since death of my

dear'st mother.
It did not speak before. All solemn things

Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ?

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys,

Is Cadwal mad?

Re-enter Akviragvs, bearing Imogen, as dead, in
his arms.

Bel, Look, here he comes.
And brings the dire occasion in his arms,
Of what we blame him for !

Arv. The bird is dead.
That we have made so much on. I had rather
Have skipp'd from sixteeen years of age to sixty,

To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch,
Than have seen this.

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily !

My brother wears thee not the one half so well,
As when thou grew'st thyself.

Bel. O, melancholy

!

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find

The ooze, to shew what coast thy sluggish care
Might easiliest harbour in ?—Thou blessed thing !

Jove knows what man thou might'st have made?but I,

Thou died'st, a most rare boy, of melancholy !

—

How found you him ?

Arv.
_

Stark, as you see

;

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber.
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at ; his right cheek
Keposing on a cushion.

Qui. Where ?

Arv. O'the floor

;

His arms thus leagu'd : I thought, he slept ; and put
My clouted brogues from offmy feet, whose rudeness
Answer'd ray steps too loud.

Gui. Why, he but sleeps :

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted.
And worms will not come to thee.

Arv. With fairest flowers,
VVhile summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele,
I'll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander,
Out-sweeten'd not thy breath: the ruddock would,
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie

Without a monument I) bring thee all this
;

Vea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none,
To winter-ground thy corse.

Gui. Pryfhee, have done

;

And do not play in wench-like words with that
Which is so serious. Let us bury him.
And not protact with admiration what
Is now due debt.—To the grave.
Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ?

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother.
Arv. Be'tso;

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground.
As once our mother ; use like note, and words.
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

Gui. Cadwal,
I cannot sing : I'll weep, and word it with thet

:

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse
Than priests and fanes that lie.

Arv. We'll speak it then.

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for

Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys :

And, though he'came our enemy, remember
He Mas paid for that : Though mean and mighty,

rotting

Together, have one dust
;
yet reverence,

r'hat angel of the world, "> doth make distinction
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely;

And though you took his life, as being our foe.

Yet bury him as a prince.

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither.

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax,
When neither are alive.

Arv. If you'll go fetch him.
Well say our song the whilst.—Brother, begin.

[Exit Belarius.
Gui. Nay ,Cadwal, we must lay bis head to the east.

My father hath a reason for't.

Arv. 'Tistrue.
Gui. Come on then, and remove him.
Arv. So,—Begin

SONG.
Gui. Fear «o more the heat o'the sun,
Nor thefurious winter's rages ;

Thou thy ivordly tash hast done,
Home art gone, and ta'en thy ivages

:

Golden lads and girls all must
As chimney-stveepers, come to dust.

Arv. Fear no more the froivn o'the great,
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke

;

Care no more to clothe, and eat ;

To thee the reed is as the o:ik

:

The sceptre, learning, physic, must
Allfollow this, and come to dust.

Gui. Fear no more the light'ning flash,
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ;

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash

:

Arv. Thoze hast finish'djoy and moan

:

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

Gui. No exorciser harm thee !

Arv. Nor no witchcraft c/uirm thee

!

Gui. Ghost uidaidforbear thee '.

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee '.

Borth. Quiet consummation have ;

Andrenowned be thy grave!

Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten.

Gui. We have done our obsequies ; Come lay

him down. [more :

Bel. Here's a few flowers ; but about midnight.

The herbs, that have on them cold dew o'the night,

Are strewings titt'st for graves.— Upon their

faces :

—

You were as flowers, now wither'd : e\en so

'i'hese herb'lets shall, which we upon you strow.

—

Come on, away : apart upon your knees.

The ground, that gave them first, has them again :

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.

[Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Imo. (Atvaking.) Yes, sir, to Milford- Haven
;

Which is the way'?— [ther ?

I thank you.—By you bush '?—Pray, how far thi-

Ods pittikins I—can it be six miles yet?

—

I have gone all night :—'Faith, I'll lie down and

sleep.

But, soft! no bedfellow :—O, gods and goddesses I

{Seeing the body.)

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world

;

This bloody man the care on't.— I hope, I dream
;

For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper.

And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so;

'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing,

VV*hich the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good
faith,

I tremble still with fear : But if there be

Yet left in heaven'as small a drop of pity

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it I

The dream's here still : even when 1 wake, it is

VVithout uie, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt.

A headless man !—The g;irments of Posthunius

!

I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand :

His foot Mercurial: his INIartial thigh
;

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face—
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Murder in heaven ?—How?—'tis gone.—Pisauio,

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou,
Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloteo,

Hast nere cut off my lord.—To write, and read,

Be henceforth treacherous !—Damn'd Pisanio

Hath with his fofged letters,—damn'd Pisanio

—

From this most bravest vessel of the world
Struck the main top !— , O Posthumus ! alas,

Where is thy head ? where's that ? Ah me ! where's
that?

Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart,

And left this head on.—How siiould this be? Pisanio?

'Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregnant

!

The drug he gave nie, which, he said, was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murd'rous to the senses ? that confirms it home :

This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's I O !

—

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood.
That we the horrider may seem to those

Which chance to find us : 0, my lord, my lord

!

Enter Lucius, a Cafitain, and other Officers, and
a Soothsayer.

Gap. To them, the legions garrison'd in Gallia,
After your willj have cross'd the sea ; attending
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships :

They are here in readiness.

Imc. But what from Rome ?

Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confiners.

And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits.

That promise iroble service ; and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo,
Sienna's brother.

tfuc. When expect you them ?

Cap. .With the next benefit o'the wind.
Luc. This forwardness

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present numbers
Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to't.—Now, sir.

What have you dream'd, of late, oiithis war's pur-

pose
'

[vision

:

Sooth. Last night the very gods shew'a me a

(I fast, and pray'd, for their intelligence.) Thus :

—

I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd
From the spungy south to this part of the west,

There vanish'd in the sunbeams : which portends,

(Unless my sins abuse my divination,)

Success to the Roman host.

Luc. Dream often so.

And never false.—Soft, ho ! what trunk is here.

Without his top? The ruin speaks, that sometime
It was a worthy building.—How ! a page !

—

Or dead, or sleeping ou him ? But dead, rather:

For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.

—

Let's see the boy's face.

Cap. He is alive, my lord. [one,

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.—Young
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for it seems,

They crave to De demanded : Who is this.

Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he.

That, otherwise than noble nature did,

Hathalter'd that good picture ? What's thy interest

In this sad wreck ? How came it ' Who is it ?

What art thou ?

Imo. I am nothing : or if not,

Nothing to be were better. This Was my master,

A very valiant Britain, and a good.

That here by mountaineers lies slain :—Alas !

There are no more such masters : I may wander
From east to Occident, cry out for service.

Try many, all good, serve truly, never
Find such another master.

Luc. 'Lack, good youth !

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than
Thy master in bleeding ; say his name, good friend.

Imo. Richard du Champ. If 1 do lie, and do
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope
They'll pardon it Say you, sir? {Aside.)

Luc. Tliy name?
Imo. .Fidele.

Intc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same •

Thy name well fits thy faith
; thy feitli, thy name.

Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say,

Thou shall be so well master'd ; but be sure,

No less belovd. The Roman emperor's letters,

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner

Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me.
Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, aa't please the godi,

I'll hide my master from the flies, a.s deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew d

his grave.

And on it said a century of prayers.

Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh,

And. leaving so his service, follow you.

So please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youth

;

And rather father thee, than master thee.

—

My friends.

The boy haih taught us many duties : Let us

Find out the prettiest daiziea plot we can,

.And make him with our pikes and partisans

A grave : Come, arm hira,—Boy, he is preferr'd

By thee tb us ; and he shall be interr'd,

As soldiers can. Be cheerfiil ; wipe thine eyes

:

Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt

Scene III.

—

A Room in Cymbeline's Palace

Enter Cymeeline, Lords, «nt/ Pisanio.

Cy7n. Again ; and bring me word, how 'tis with her.

A fever with the absence of her son ;

A madness, of which her life's in danger:—Heavens
How deeply you at once do touch me 1 Imogen,
The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time.

When feartnl wars point at me, her son gone.

So needful for this present : It strikes me, past

The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow,

Who needs must know of her departure, and
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee

By a sharp torture.

Pis. Sir, niy life is yours,

I humble set it at your will : But, for my mistress,

I nothing know where she remains, why gone.
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your

highness.

Hold me your loyal servant
1 Lord. Good my liege,'"

The day that she was missing, he was here

:

I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform
All parts of his subjection loyally.

For Cloten,

—

There wants no diligence in seeking him,

And will, no doubt, be found.

Cym. The time's troublesome.-

We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy

[To Pisanio.)

Does yet depend.

I Lord. So please your majesly.

The Romai. legions, all from Gallia drawn.

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply

Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent

Cym. Now for the counsel ofmy son, and queen !—

lam aniaz'd with matter.

1 Lord. Good my liege.

Your preparation can affront no less

Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're

ready

:

The want is, but to put those powers in motion.

That long to move.

Cym. I thank yon : Let's withdraw;

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not

What can from Italy annoy us ; but

We grieve at chances here.—Away. [Exeunt.

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since

I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange :

Nor hear I from my mistresg, who did promise

To yield me often tidings ; Neitlier know I
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What is betid to Cloten ; but remain
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work :

Wherein I am false, I am liooest ; not true, to be true.

These prese'jt wars shall find I love my country.

Even to tl'c note o'the king, or Til fail in them.
All other dauhts, by time let them be clear'd

:

Fortune brirgs in some boats, that are not steer'd.

[Exil.

Scene IV.

—

Before, the Cave.

Etnfer Belarius, Guidehius, and Arviragus.

Gui. The noisic is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in lite, to lock it

From action and adventure ?

Gu{. Nay, what hope
Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans
Must or for Brifons slay us, or receive us

For barbarous and unnatural revolts

Daring their use, and slay us after.

Bel. Sons,
We'll iiigher to the mountains ; there secure us.

To the king's party there'is no going : newness
Of Cloten'a death (we being not known, not muster'd
Among the hands) may drive us, to a render
Where we have liv'd ; and so extort froia us
That which we've done, whose answer would be

dtath
Drawn on with torture.
" Bel.

_

This is, sir, a doubt,
In such a time, nothing becoming you,
Nat satisfying us.

An). It is not likely.

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh.

Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes
And ears so cloy'd importdctly as now.
That they will waste their time upon our note.

To know from whence we are.

Bel. O, I am known
Of many in the army : many years.

Though Cloten then^ but young, you see, not wore
him

From my remembrance. And, besides, the king
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves

;

Who find in my erile tlie vtant of breeding.

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless

To have the courtesy your cmdle promis'd,

But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and
The shrinking slaves of winter.

Gui. Than be so.

Better to cease to be. Pray sir, to the army

:

I and my brother are known; yourself,

So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown.

Cannot be question'd.

Arv. By tliis sun that shines

I'll thither : What thing is it, that I never
Did see man die? scarce ever look'don blood.

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ?

Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd
To look upon the holy sun, to have
The benefit of his blesa'd beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
Gui. By heavens, I'll go

:

If you will bless me, sir, and ^ve me leave,

I'll take the better care ; but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by
The hands of Romans !

Arv. So say I ; Amen.
Bel. No reason I, since on your lives you set

So slight a valuation, should reserve

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys :

If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and tliere I'll lie :

Lead, lead.—The time seems long; their b|ood

thinks scorn, (Aside.)

Till it fly out, and shew them princes born. [E.xeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—^ Field between the British and
Roman Camps.

Enter PosrauMUS, with a bloody handkerchief.

Post.Y&a, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wish'd
Thou sbonld'st be colour'd thus. You married ones.
If each of you would take this course, how many
Must murder wives much better than themselves.
For wrying but a little !—O, Pisanio !

Every good servant does not all commands

:

No bond, but to do just ones.—Gods ! if you
Shoidd have ta'en vengeance on my faults, T never
Had liv'd to put on this : so had you s.^ved
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack,
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love,
To have them fall no more : you some permit
To second ills with ills, each elder worse

;

And make them dread it to the doer's thrift.

But Imogen is your own : Do your best will.

And make me bless'd to obey : I am brought hither
Among the Italian gentry, aud to fight

Against my lady's kingdom : 'Tis enough,
That, Britain, 1 have kill'd thy mistress

;
peace .'

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens.
Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself
As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight

Against the part I come with ; so I'll die
For thee, O hnogen, even for whom my life

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril

Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make nien know
More valour in nie, than ray habits shew.
Gods, pi:t the strength o'the Leonati in me !

To shame the guis^ o'the world, I will begin
The fashion, less without, and more within. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Enter, at one side, Lucius, Iachimo, and the Ro-
man army; at the other side, the British
army: Leonatus Posthumus foliowing it, like

a poor soldier. Thetj inarch over, and f/o out.

Alarums. Then enter again in skirmish., Ia-

chimo a}id Posthumus; he vanqvisheth and
disarmeth Iachimo, and then leaves htm.

lack. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom
Takes off ray manhood : I have belied a lady.

The princess of this country, and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl,

A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me.
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, borne
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn.

If that thy gentrj', Britain, go before

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit.

The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; C'i-MBELINE

is taken ; then enter, to his rescue, Belarius,

G uiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the

ground

;

I

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but

The villany of our fears.

Gui. §• Arv. Stand, stand, and fight!

Enter Posthumus, and seconds the^ritons : They
rescue Cymbeline, and exeunt. Then, enter

Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen.

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and sav«

thyself:

For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such

As war were hood-wink'd.

lach. 'Tis their freSh supplies.

Luc. It is a day tnrn'd strangely: Or betimes

Let's re-enforce, or fly. [Exeunt

Scene \\\.—Another Part of the field.

Enter PosTHUMUS and a British Lord.

Lord. Cam'st thou fromwhere they made the standi
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Post. I did :

Though you, it aeems, come from the fliers.

Lord. I did.

Post. No blame be to yon, sir ; for all was lost,

But that the heavens fought : The king himself
Of his wings destitute, the army broken.
And but the backs of Britons seen, all ilyin^

Through a straight lane ; ths enemy fnll-hearted,
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work
I\Iore f/lentifnl than tools to do't, struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling

Merely through fesr; that the straight pass was
damni'd

With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living

To die with lengthen'd shame.
Lord. Where vras this lane ? [turf;

Post. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,

—

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv'd
iSo long a breeding, as his white beard came to.

In doing this for his country ;—athwart the lane.
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run
The country base, than to commit such slaughter

;

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than those •for preservation cas'd, or shame.)
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled.

Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men

:

To darhnessfleet, sou/s tluitfly backtvards!Stand;
Or we are Romans, and will fjive you that
Like beasts,which you shun beastly; andmay save.
But to look back in frown : stand, ^and!—These
Three thousand confident, in act as many, [three,

'For three performers are the file, when all

The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, stand.
Accommodated by the place, more charming,
With their own nobleness,(which could have turn'd

A distaff to a lance), gilded pale looks.

Part, shame, part, spirit renew'd ; that some turn'd

But by example, ( O, a sin in war, [coward
Damn'd in the first beginners .' ) 'gan to look

The way that they did, ajid to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o'the hunters. Then began
A stop i'the chaser, a retire ; anon,
A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly

Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles ; slaves.

The strides they victors made : And now our cowards
(liike fragments in hard voyages, ) became [open
The life o'the need ; having found the back-door
Of the unguarded hearts. Heavens, how they wound !

Some, slain before ; some, dying; some, their friends

O'er-borne i'the former wave : ten, chac'd by one,

\re now each one the slaughter-man of twenty :

Those, that would die or ere resist are grown
The mortal bugs o'the field.

Lord. This was strange chance :

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys !

Post. Nay, do not "wonder at it : You are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear.

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon't,

And vent it for a tnockery V Here is one :

Ttvo boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane.

Preserved the Britons, tvas the Romans' bane.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir.

Post. 'Lack, to what end ?

Who dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend:

For if he'll do» as he is made to do,

1 know, he'll quickly fly my friendship loo.

You have put me into rhyme.
Lord. FaTLnvell ; you are angry. [Exit.

Post. Still going !—This is a lord ! O noble

misery !

To be i'the field, and ask, what news, of me~!

To-day, hew many would have given their honours

I'o have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do't.

And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd.
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan

;

Nor feel him, where he struck? Being au ugly

monster,
'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds,

Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we

That draw his knives i'the war.—Well, I will find
For being now a favourer to the Roman, [him

:

No mere a Briton, I have resum'd again
The part I came in : Fight I will no more.
But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is
Here made by tiie Romans ; great the answer be
Britons must take -. For me, my ransom's death:
On either side I come to spend my breath

;

Which neithei here I'll keep, nor bear again,
But end it by some means for Imogen.

Enter Two British Captains, and Soldiers.

1 Cap. Great Jujnter be prais'd ! Lucius is

taken : 'Tis thought the old man and his sons were
angels.

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit.
That gave the affront with them.

1 Cap. So 'tis reported :

But none of them can be found.—Stand ! who is

Post. A Roman
; [there ?

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds
Had ansvver'd him.
2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog

!

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell |ser\ice

What crows have peck'd them here : He brags his

As if he were of note : bring him to the king.

Enter CYMBELnsE, attended; Belarius, Gui-
DERiTJS, Arviragus, Pisanio, and Roman
Captives. The captains present Posthumus to

Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler ;

after which, all go out.

Scene IV.

—

A Prison.

Mnter Posthumcs, and two Gaolers.

1 Gaol. Y^ou shall not now be stolen, you have
locks upon you

;

So graze, as you find pasture-

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. [Exeunt Gaolers.
Post. Most welcome, bondage 1 for thou art a way,

I think, to liberty : 'Yet <am I better

Than one that's sick o'the gout- since he had rather

Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd

Hy the sure physician, death ; who is the key
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! _thou art

fetter'd

]\lore than my shanlts, and -wrists ; You, good gods,

give me
The penitent instrument, to pick that boU,

Then, free for ever ! Is't enough, I am sorry ?

So children temporal fathers do appease ;

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent?

I cannot do it better than in gyves,

Desir'd, more than constrain'd : to satisfy,

if of my freedom 'tis the main part, take

No stricter render of me, than my all.

I know, you are more clement than vile men,
Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive Of din

On their abatement; tliat's not my desire'.

For Imogen's dear life, tak^e mine ; and though

'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life
;
you coin'd it

:

'Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp
Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake :

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great

powers.

If you will take this audit, take this life.

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen !

I'll speak to thte in silence. {He sleeps.)

Solemn Music. Enter as an apparition, Sicilius

Leonatus, father to Posthumus. an old man,
attired like a warrior ; leading in his hand an
ancient matron, his tvife, and mother to

Posthumus, with music before them. Then,

after other music, foUoiv the two young Leona-

ti, brothers to Posthumus, tvith tvour^ds, as they

died in the wars. They circle Posthumus
round, as he lies sleeping.

Sici. No more, thou thuuder-master, shew
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Thy spite on niurtal flies

:

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide.

That thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.

Hath my poor boy done aught but well.

Whose face I never saw ?

I died, whilst in the womb he stay'd

Attending Nature's law.

Whose father then (as men report,

Thou orphans' father art,]

Thou should'st have been, ana shielded him
From this earth-vexing smart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes;
That from rae was Posthumus ript,

Carne crying 'mongst his foes,

A thing of pity

!

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry

Moulded the stuff so fair,

That he deserv'd the praise o'the wt)rld

As great Sicilius' heir.

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britain where was he

That could stand up his parallel

;

Or fruitful object be
In eye of Imogen, that best

Could deem his dignity ?

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he niock'd,

To be eiil'd, and thrown
From Leonati' weat, and cast

From her his dearest one.
Sweet Imogen ?

Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo,
Slight thing of Italy,

To taiut his nobler heart and brain

With needless jealousy

;

And to become the geek and scorn

O'the other's villany ?

2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we caine,

Our parents, and us twain,
That, striking in our country's cause.

Fell bravely, and were slain
;

Our fealty, and Tenantius' right.

With honour to maintain.

1 Bro. Like bardiment Posthumus hath
To Cymbeline perform'd

;

Tlien Jupiter, thou King of gods,
Why hast thou thus adjourn'd

The graces for his merits due
;

Being all to dolours turn'd t

Sici. Thy crystal window ope : look out

;

No longer exercise,

Upon a valiant race, thy harsh
And potent injuries

:

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good,
Take off his miseries.

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help

!

Or we poor ghosts will cry
To the shining synod of the rest.

Against thy deity.

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal,
And from thy justice ily.

Jupiter descends in thunder and lig/itning, sitting

upon an eagle ; he throws a thunder-bolt. The
Ghosts fall on their knees.

Jup.^ No more, you petty spirits of region low.
Offend our hearing; hush!—How dare you,

ghosts,

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know,
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers :

Be not with mortal accidents opprest;
No care of yours it is

;
you know, 'tis ours.

Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift.

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content;
1 our low-laid son our godhead will uplift

:

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in

Our tempie was he married.—Rise, and fade !

—

He shall be lord of lady Imogen,
And happier much by his affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine

;

And so, away : no further with your din
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.

—

Mount, eagle, to my jjalace crystalline. [Ascends.
Sici. He came in thunder: his celestial breath

Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle
Stoop'd, as to foot us: his ascension is

More sweet than our bless'd fields: his royal bird
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak.
As when his god is pleas'd.

All. Thanks, Jupiter

!

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is enter'd
His radiant roof:—Away ! and, to be blest.

Let us with care perform his great behest.

{Ghosts vanish.)
Post.

( Waking.) Sleep, thou hast been a grand-
sire, and begot

A father to me : and thou hast created
A mother, and two brothers : But (O scorn !)

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born.
And so I am awake.—Poor wretches, that depend
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done;
Wake and find nothing.—But, alas, I swerve :

Many dream not to find, neither deserve,
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not why.
What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? O, rare
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment [one !

Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers.
As good as promise.
(Reads.) When as a lion's whelp shall, to himselj
unknown, without seeking find, andbe embraced
by a piece of lender air; and when from a
stately cedar shall be lopped branches, ivhich,
being dead many years, shall after revive, be
jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow;
then shall Posthumus end his miseries,Britain
be fortunate, andflourish in peace and plenty.

'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing:
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is

The action of my life is like it, which
111 keep, if but for sympathy.

Re-enter Gaolers.

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ?

Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago.

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready
for that, you are well cooked.

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spec-
tators, the dish pays the shot.

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the

comfort is, you shall be called to no more pajments,
fear no more tavern bills ; which are often the

sadness of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you
come in faint for waiit of meat, depart reeling with
too much drink ; sorry that you have paid too much
and sorry that you are paid too much; purse and
brain both empty : the brain the heavier for being
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of hea-
viness : O ! of this contradiction you shall now be
quit.—O the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor and
creditor but it; of what's past, is, and to come, the
discharge :—Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and
counters ; so the acquittance follows.

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the
tooth ach : But a man that were to sleep your sleep,

and a hangman to help him to bed, I think he would
change places with his officer : for, look you, sir,

you knovy not which way you shall go.

Post. Yes, indeed, do 1, fellow.

Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have
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not seen him so pictured : you must either be di-

rected by some that take upon them to know; or

take upon yourself that, which I am sure you do

not know ; or jump the after-enquiry on your own
peril : and how you shall speed in your journey's

end, I think you'll never return to tell one.

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but such as

wink, and will not use them.
Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man

would have the best use of eyes, to see the way
of blindness ! I am sure, hanging's the way of

winking.

Enter a Messager.

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; brink your pri-

soner to the king. [be made free.

Post. Thou b'ringest good news ;—1 am called to

Gaol. I'll be hangsd theu.

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; no

bolts for the dead. [Exeunt Posthumus and Mess.
Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and

beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet,
on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire to

live, for all he be a Roman : and there be some of

them too, that die against their wills ; so should I,

if I were one. I would we were all of one mind,

and one mind good ; O, there were desolation of
gaolers, and gallowses ! I speak against my pre.sent

profit; but my wish hath a preferment in't.

Scene V.

—

Cymheline's Tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Bel.4rius, Guiderius, Arvi-
RAGUS, PiSANio, Lords, Officers, andAttendants.
Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have

made
Preservers of ray throne. Woe is my heart,

That the poor aoldier, that so richly fought.

Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked
breast

Stepp'd before targe of proof, cannot be found :

He shall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him so.

Bel. -I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought

But beggary and poor looks.

Cym. No tidings of him ?

Pis. He hath been search'd among the dead and

But no trace of him. L^'^ing,

• Cym. To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward ; which I will add

To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain,

{
To Belarius, Guiderius, andArviragus.)

By whom, I grant, she lives : 'Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are :—report it.

Bel. Sir,

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen :

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest.

Unless I add, we are honest.

Cym. Bow your knees :

Arise, my knights o'the battle ; I create you

Companions to our person, and vAW fit you

With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter Cornelius and Ladies.

There's business in these faces :—Why so sadly

Greet you our victory V yon look like Romans,
And not o'the court of Britain.

Cor. Hail, great king !

To sour your happiness, I must report

The queen is dead.

,Cym. Whom worse than a physician

Would this report become ? But I consider.

By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death

Will seize the doctor too.—How ended she ?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life
;

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded

Most cruel to herself. What she coufess'd,

I will report, so please you : These her women
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks.

Were present when she finish'd.

Cym. Pr'ythee, say.

Cor. First, she confess'd she never iov'd you; only
Affected greatness got by you, not you :

Married your royalty, was wife to your place

;

Abhorr'd your person.

Cym. She alone knew thisf

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening. Proceed.
Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand ia

With such integrity, she did confess [love

Was as a scorpion to her sight ; Whose life,

But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta'en off by poison.

Cym. O most delicate, fiend

!

Who i.'*'t can read a woman ?—Is there more ? [luid

Cor. More, sire, and worse. She did confess, she
For you a moital mineral; which, being took.

Should by the minute feed on life, and, liug'ring.

By inches waste you : In which time she piirpos'd,

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to

O'ercouie you with her shew: yes, and in time,,

(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown.
But failing of her end by his strange absence.

Grew shameless-desperate ; open'd, in despite

Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented

The evils she hatch'd were not effected : so,

Despairing, died.

Cym. Heard you all this, her women .

Lady. We did so, please your highness.

Cytn. ,
Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for .she was beautiful

:

Mine ears, that heard her flatterj' ; nor my [heart.

That thought her like her seeming ; it had been

vicious.

To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter !

That it was folly in me, thou may'st say.

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend ail

!

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, andothnr
Rofnan prisoners, guarded: Posthumus behind,

and Lmogen.

Thou com'st not, Caii:s, now for tribute ; that

The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loss

Of many a bold one ; \vhose kinsmen have made suit

That their good .souls may be appeas'd with slanghf«T

Of you their captives, which oarself have granted .

So, tliink of your estate.

Luc. Consider, sir, the chjnce of war : the day
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with \xi.

We should not, when the blood was cool, have
threaten'd

Our prisoners with the sword. Bgt since the gods

Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ransom, let it come : sufficeth,

A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer :

Augustus lives to think on't : And so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton born,

Let him be ransom'd : never master had

A page so kind, so duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occasions, true,

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join [iiess

With my request, which, I'll make bold, your high-

Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm,

Though he have serv'd a Roman; save him, sir,

And spare no blood beside.

Cym. I liave surely seen him

His favour is familiar to me.

—

Boy, thou ha»t look'd thyself into my grace.

And art mine own.—I know not why, nor wherefore

To say, live, boy: ne'er thank thy master ;
live:

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it

;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner.

The noblest ta'en.

Imo. I humbly thank your highness

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad

;

And yet. I know, thou wilt.
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Tmo. ^i", no: alack,

There's other work in hand ; I see a thing

Bitter to me as death : your life, good master,

Most shuffle for itself

Luc. The boy disdains me,

He leaves me, scorns roe : Briefly die their joys,

That place them on the truth of girls and boys.

—

\Vliy stands he so perplex 'd :"

Cym. What would'st thou, boy?

I love thee more and more ; think more and more
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on ?

speak,

Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ?

Itno. He is a Roman; no more kin to me.
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your

Am something nearer. [vassal,

Cym. Wherefore ey'ot him so ?

Imu. I'll tell you, sir, in prvate, if j'ou please

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart.

And; lend my best attention. W^bat's thy name ?

Inio. Fidele, sir.

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page
;

I'll be thy master: Walk witii me ; speak freely.

{Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart.)

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death?
Arv, One sand another

Not more resembles : That sweet rosy lad.

Who died, and was Fidele:—What think you?
Gui. The same dead thing alive. [forbear

;

Bel. Peace, peace 1 see further ; he eyes us not

;

Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am sure

He would have spoke to us.

Qui. But we saw him dead.
Bel. Be silent ; lei'a see further

Pis. it is my mistress : {Aside.)

Since she is living, let the time run on,

To good, or bad. (Cymb. and Imo. come forward.)
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side

;

Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, {to lack.) step you
forth

;

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely

;

Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it.

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall [him.

Winnow the truth from falsehood.—On, speak to

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render

Of whom he had that ring.

Post. What's that to him? [Aside.)

Cym. That diamond upon yo:r finger, say.

How came it yours ?

lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that

Which, to be spoke, would torture thee.

Cym. How ! me ?

lach. f am glad to be constrain'd to utter that.

Torments me to conceal. By villany [which

I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel

:

VV'hom thou didst banish ; and ( which more may
grieve thee,

As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my
Cym. All that belongs to this. [lord '.'

lack. That paragon, thy daughter,

—

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits

Quail to remember,—Give me leave :— I faint.

Cy7n. My daughter! what of her ? Renew thy

strength

:

I had rather thou should'st live while nature will.

Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and speak.
lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock

That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs'd

The mansion where !) 'twas at a fe.Tst,(0 'would
Our viands had been poison'd I or, at least.

Those which I heav'd to head!) the good Posthuraus,
(What should I say ? he was too good to be
VVhere ill men were ; and was the best of all

Among'st the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly,
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

For beauty that made barren the svcell'd boast
Of hira that best could speak : for feature, laming
The shrine of Venos, or straight pight Minerva,

Postures Deyond brief nature; for couditioD,

A shop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for : besides, that hook of wiving.

Fairness which strikes the eye : -

Cym. I stand on fire :

Come to the matter.

lack. All too soon I shall.

Unless thou wonld'st grieve quickly.— This Pos-

(Most like a noble lord in love, and one [thumus,

That had a royal lover,) took his hint;

And, not dispraising whom we prais'd (therein

He was as calm as virtue] he began [made.

His mistress' picture ; wnich by his tongue being

And then a mind put in't, either our brags
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description

Prov'd us unspeaking sots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.

lack. Your daughter's chastity—There it begins !

He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams,
And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch !

Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this, which then he wore
Upon his honour'd. finger, to attain

In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adultery ; he, true knight,

No lesser of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring

;

And would so, had it been a carbuncle

Of Phoebus' wheel ; and might so safely, had it

Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain

Post I in this design : Well may you, sir.

Remember me at court, where I was taught

Of your chaste daughter the wide difference

'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench'd

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian braia

'Gan in your duller Britain operate

Most vilely ; for my avantage, excellent;

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd,

That I return'd with simular proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad.
By wounding his belief in her renown
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet

(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, some marks^
Of secret on her person, that he could not

But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd,

I having ta'en the forfeit. VVhereupon,

—

Methinics, I see hira now,

—

Post. Ay, so thou dost, {Coming forward.)
Italian fiend !—Ah me, most credulous fool,

Egr gious murderer, thief, any thing

That's due to all the villains past, in being,

j

To come !—O, give me cord, or knife, or poison.

Some upright justicer ! Thou king, send out

For torturers ingenious : it is I

That all the abhorred things o'tlie earth amend/
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus,
That kill'd thy daughter :—villain-like, I lie ;

That caus'd a lesser villain than myself,

A sacrilegious thief to do't :—the temple

Of virtue was she
;
yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set

The dogs o'the street to bay me : every villaiu

Be call'd, Posthumus Leonatus; and
Be villany le.ss than 'twas I—O Imogen !

My queen, my life, my wife I Imogen .'

Imogen, Imogen I

Imo. Peace, my lord : hear, hear

—

Post. Shall's have a play of this ? Thou scornful

pa?*"!

There lie thy part. {Slriling Iter : skf falls.)

Pis. O, gentlemen, help, help

Mine, and yonr mistress :—O, my lord Posthumus 1

Vou ne'er kill'd Imogen till now :—Help, help !

—

Mine honour'd lady !

Cym. Does the world go round ':.•

Post. How come these staggers on me ?

Pis. Wake, my mistress!

Cym. If this be .so, the gods do mean to strike me
To death with mortal joy
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Pis. How fares my mistress ?

Imo. O, get thee from my sight

;

Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence !

;
Breathe not where princes are.

C'/m. The tune of Imogen !

Pin. Lady,
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if

That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen.
Cym. New matter still?

Imo. it poison'd me.
Cor. O gods !

—

I left out one thing, which the queen confessed,

Which must approve thee honest : If Pisauio
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection

Which I gave him for cordial, she is serv'd

As I would serve a rat.

Ci/?n. What's this, Cornelius ?

Cor. The queen, sir, rery oft importun'd me
To temper poisons for her; still pretending
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose
Was of more danger, did compound for her
A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease
The present power of life ; but, in short time.

All offices of nature should again
Do their due functions.—Have you ta'en of it?

Iifio. Most like I did, for I was dead.
Bel. My boys.

There was our error.

Gui. This is sure, Fidele. [you ?

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. {Embracing him.)

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul,

Till the tree die

!

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child ?

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ?

Wilt thou not speak to me ?

Imo. Yoar blessing, sir. (Kneeling.)

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame

ye not
;

[to Guiderius and Arvirayns.)

You had a motive for it.

Cym. My tears, that fall.

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen,

Thy mother's dead.

Imo. T am sorry for't, my lord.

Cy7n. O, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was.

That we meet here so strangely : But her son

Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Pis. My lord.

Now fear is from me, I'll speak truth. Lord Cloten,

Upon my lady's missing, came to me [swore.

With his sword drawn ; foaui'd at the mouth, and

If I discover'd not which way she was gone.

It was my instant death : By accident,

I had a feigned letter of my master's

Then in ray pocket ; which directed him
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford

;

Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments.

Which he enforc'd from me, away he posts

With unchaste purpose, and with oaths to violate

My lady's honour: what became of him,

I further know not.

Gui. Let me end the story :

I slew him there.

Cym. Marry, the gods forefend !

I would dt thy good deeds should from ray lips

Pluck a hard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth,

Deny't again.

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it.

Cym. He was a prince.

Gui. A most uncivil one : The wrongs he did me.

Were nothing prince like ; for he did provoke me
With language, that would make me spurn the sea.

If it could so roar to me : I cut oft''s head
;

And am right glad, he is not standing here

To tell this tale of mine.
Cym. I am sorry for thee :

By thine own tongue thou art eondemn'd, and must
Endure our law : Thou art dead.

Imo. That headless man
I thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the offender.

And take him from our presence.

Bel. Stay, sir king

;

This man is better than the man he slew.

As well descended as thyself; and hath

More of thee merited, than a band of Clotena

Had ever scar for.—Let his arms alone
;

[To the guard.)
They were not born for bondage.

Cym. Why, old soldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for,

By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent
As good as we ?

Arv. In that he spake too far.

Cym. And thou shalt die for't.

Rel. We will die all three :

But I will prove, that two of us are as good
As I have given out him.—My sons, 1 mu.it.

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech.

Though, haply, well for you.

Arv, Your danger is

Ours.
Gui. And our good his.

Bel. Have at it then.

—

By leave ;—Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who
Was call'd Belarius.

Cym. What of him ? he is

A banish'd traitor.

Bel. He it is, that hath

Assum'd this age : indeed, a banish'd man;
I know not how, a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence

;

The whole world shall not save him.

Bel. Not too hot

:

Fnst pay me for the nursing of thy sons
;

And let it be confiscate all, so soon

As I have receiv'd it.

Cym. Nursing of my sons ?

Bel. I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee

;

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons;

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir.

These two young gentlemen, that call me father.

And think they are my sons, are none of mine ;

They are the issue of your loins, my liege.

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How ! my issue ?

Bel. So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan,
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd :

Y our pleasure was my mere oflVnce, my punishment
Itself, and all my treason; that I snfter'd,

VVas all the harm I did. These gentle princes

[For such, and so they are,) these twenty years

Have I train'd up : those arts tliey have, as I

Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as

Your highness knows. Their nurse. Euriphile,

Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children

Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to't;

Having receiv'd the punishment before,

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty

Excited me to treason : Their dear loss,

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd

Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir.

Here are your sons again : and I must lose

Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :

—

The benediction of these covering heavens

Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy

To inlay heaven with stars.

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st.

The service, that you three have done, is more
Unlike than this thou tell'st : I lost my children:

If these be they, I know not how to wish

A pair of worthier sons.

Bel. Be pleas'd a while.

—

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore,

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius

;

This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,
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Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd

In a most curious mantle, wrought by tlie hand
Of his queen- mother, which, for more probation,

I can with ease produce.

Cym. Guiderius had
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star

;

It was a mark of wonder.
Bel. This is he

;

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp :

It was wise nature's end in the donation.

To be his evidence now.
Cym. O, what, am I

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother
Rejcic'd deliverance more :—Bless'd may you be.

That, after this strange starting from your orbs,

You may reign in tliem now !—O Imogen,
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom.
Imo. No, my lord

;

I have got two worlds by't.—O, my gentle brothers,

Have we thus met? O never say hereafter.

But I am truest speaker : you call'd me brother,

When I was but your sister; I yoii brother.

When you were so indeed.

Cym. Did you e'er meet ?

Arv. Ay, my good lord. >

Gui. And at first meeting lov'd
;

Continued so, until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd.
Cym. O rare instinct! [ment

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridge-
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which [you ?

Distinction should be rich in.'—Where ? how liv'd

And when came you to serve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ?

Why fled you from the court ? and whither ? These,
And your three motives to the battle, with
I know not how u^uch more, should be demanded

;

And all the other by-dependencies.
From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place.

Will serve our long intergatories. See,
Posthumas anchors upon Imogen

;

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye
On him, her brothers, rsxf, her master ; hitting

Each object with a joy ; the counterchange
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground.
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.

—

Thou art my brother ; so we'll hold thee ever.

{To Belariua.)

Imo. You are my father ton ; and did relieve me,
To see this gracious season.

Cym. All o'erjoy'd.

Save these in bond's; let them be joyful too.

For they shall taste our comfort.

Imo. My good master,
I will yet do you service.

Luc. Happy be you

!

Cym. The forlora soldier, that so nobly fought.

He would have well becom'a this place, and grac'd
The thankings of a king.

Post. I am, sir.

The soldier, that did company these three

In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for

The purpose I then foUow'd :—That I was he.

Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might
Have made you finish.

lack. I am down again, [Kneeling.)
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee.
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech you,
Which I so often owe : but your ting first;

And here the bracelet of the truest princess.

That ever swore her faith.

Post. Kneel not to me

;

The power, that I have on you, is to spare you

;

The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live,
Aud deal with others better.

Cym. J>Jobly doom'd :

We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law :

Pardon's the word to all.

Arv. Yon holp ns, sir.

As you did mean indeed to be our brother

;

Joy'd are we, that you are. [Rome,
Post. Your servant, princes.—Good my lord of

Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, methought
Great Jupiter; upon his eagle back,
Appear'd to me, with other spritely .shews
Of mine own kindred ; when I wak'd, I found
This label on my bosom ; whose containing
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can
Make no collection of ft; let hmi shew
His skill in the construction.
Luc. PhilarmonuSj

—

Sooth. Here, my good lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.
Sooth. [Reads.) When as a lion's whelp., shall to

himself unknown, ivithout seeking find, and be
embraced by a piece of tender air; and when
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches,
which, being dead many years, shall after revive]
be jointed to the old'stock, and freshly grow;
then shall Posthmnus end his miseries, Britain
be fortunate, andflourish in peace and plenty.
Thou, Leonatiis, art the lion's whelp;
The fit and apt construction of thy name.
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much :

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,

[To Cymbeline.
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer
We term it mulier : which mulier, I divine,

Is this most constant wile ; who, even now.
Answering the letter of the oracle.

Unknown to you, uusonght, were clipp'd about
With this most tender air.

Cym. This hath some seeming.
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,

Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point
Thy two sons forth; who, by Belarius stolen.

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd.
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue
Promises Britain peace and plenty.

Cym. Well,
My peace we will begin:—And, Caius Lucius,
Although the victor, we submit to Caesar,

And to the Roman empire; promising
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen

;

Whom heavens, injustice, (both on her, and hers,)
Have laid most heavy hand.

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune
The harmony of this peace. The vision

Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this insstant

Is full accomplish'd ; For the Roman eagle.

From south to west on wing soaring aloft,

Lessen'd hersell, aud in the beams o'the sun

So vanish'd : which foreshevv'd our princelj' eagle.

The imperial Casar, should again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline,
W'liich shines here in the west.

Cym. Laud we the gods;
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils

From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace
To all our subjects. Set we forward ; Let
A Roman and a British ensign wave
Friendly together; so through Lud's town march;
And in the temple of great Jupiter

Ouc peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts.

—

Set on tJiere :—Never was a war did cease.

Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace.

[Exeunt.



TITUS ANDRONICUS.
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from them : for the colour of ibe style is wholly ditlerent from that of the other plays; and there is an attempt at

regular versitication and artificial closes, not always inelegaut, yet seldom pleasing. The barbarity of the spectacles,
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.
SATURNINUS, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and

afterwards declared Emperor himself.
BASSIANUS, Bj'other to Saturninus ; in love vnth

Lavinia.
TITUS ANDRONICUS, a noble Roman, General against

the Goths.
MARCUS ANDRONICUS, Tribune of the People; and

Brother to Titus.

LUCIUS.
QUINTUS,
MARTIUS,
BIUTIUS,
Young LUCIUS, a Boy, Son to Lucius.

Sons to Titus Andronicus.

FUBLIUS, So7i to Marcus the Tribune.
j?iMILlUS, a 7ioble Roman.
ALAKBUS, 1

CHIRON, > Sons to Tamora.
Dt-METRIUS, J

AARON, a Moor, beloved by Tamora.
A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown; Romans,
Goths and Romans.
TAMORA, Queen of the Goths.
LAVIMA, Daughter to Tilus Andronicus.
A Nurse, and a black Child.
Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Sol-

diers, and Attendants.

Scene,—Roine; and the Country near it.

ACT I.

Scene 1.

—

Rome. Before the Capitol.

The tojtib of the Andronici appearing; the Tri-

bunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate.

Enter, beloiv, Saturninus, and his Followers,
on one side ; and Bassianus and his Followers,
on the other ; with drum and colours.

Sat. Noble patriciaos, patrons of my right,

Defend the justice of my cau.se with arms
;

And, coGntrymen, my loving followers,

Plead my successive title with your swords :

I am his first-born son, that was the la.st

That wore the imperial diadem of Rome;
Then let my father's honours live in me.
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

; Bas. Romans,—friends, followers, favourers of

If ever Bassianus, Cassar's son, [my right,

—

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then this passage lo the Capitol,

And siiS'er not dishonour to approach
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, '

To justice, continence, and nobility :

But let desert in pure election shine
;

And, Romans, tight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Makcus Andronicus, aloft, ivith the
crown.

Mar. Princes,— that strive by factions, and by
friends.

Ambitiously for rule and empery,

—

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand

A special party, have, by common voice.

In election lor the Roman empery,
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius,

For many g6od and great deserts to Rome
;

A nobler man, a braver warrior.

Lives not this day within the city walls :

He by the senate is accited h.)me,

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths

;

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes.

Hath yok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms.
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arras

Our enemies' pride : Five times he hath return'd

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons
In coffius from the field

;

And now, at last, laden with hononr's spoils.

Returns tlie good Andronicus to Roaie,
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms.
Let us entr-t?at,—By honour of his name.
Whom, worthily, yoi; would have now succeed.
And in the Capitoland senate's right.

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

—

That you withdraw you, and abate 3'our strength
;

Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should,

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness.

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my
thoughts !

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy

In thy uprightness and integrity.

And so I love and honour thee and thine,

Thy noble brother Titus, and his sons.

And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all,

Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament.
That I will here dismiss my loving friends

;

And to my fortunes, and the people's favour,

Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. '

[Exeunt the Followers of Bassianus
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my

I thank yon all, and here dismiss you all ; [right

And to the love and favour of my country

Commit myself, my person, and the cause.

[Exeunt the Followers of Saturninus
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me.
As 1 am confident and kind to thee.

—

Open the gates and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor.

[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt
ivith Senators, Marcus ^'c.)

Scene II.— The same.

Enter a Captain, and others.

Cap. Romans, make way : The good Andronicus
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion.
Successful in the battles that he fights.

With honour and with fort(me is ret-irn'd.

From where he circumscribed with his sword.
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. ;

Flourish of trumpets, §fc. Enter MuTiUS and
Martius; after them, ttvo men bearing a coffin

covered with black ; then Quintus ana Lucius
After them, Titus Andronicus ; and then

Tamora, ivith Alarbus, Chiron, Demetrius
Aaron, and other Gotlis, prisoners; Soldiers

and People, folloiving. The bearers set doivn

the coffin, and I'lTus speaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning
weeds

!

Lo, as the bark, that hath discharg'd her fraught.

Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,

To re-salute his country with his tears
;

'Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.
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Thon great dtfender of this CapitoF,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !

—

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons.

Half of the number tliat kins Priam had.

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead

!

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love
;

These, that I bring nnto their latest home.
With burial amongst their ancestors

;

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword.
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own.
Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet.

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?

—

Make way to lay them by their brethren.

(The tomb is opened.)

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont,

And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars !

O sacred receptacle of my joys.

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility.

How many sons of mine hast thou in store.

That thou wilt never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths,
Ad manes fratrian sacrifice his flesh.

That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile,-

That so the shadows be not unappeas'd,
Befo.'-e this earthly prison of their bones

;

Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tit. I give him you; the noblest that survives.
The eldest son of this distressed queen.

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ; — Gracious con-
queror,

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed,
A mother's tears in passion for her son :

And,, if thy sons were ever dear to thee,
O, think my son to be as dear to me.
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs, and return.

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke
;

But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets.

For valiant doings in their country s cause ?

O ! if to fight for king and common-weal
Were piety in thine, it is in these.

Andronious, stain not thy tomb with blood :

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful

:

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge
;

Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-bom son.

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me.
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain.

Religiously they ask a sacrifice :

To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must.
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone.

Imc. Away with hira ! and make a fire straight;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood,
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consum'd.

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martins, and
Mutius, with Alarbus.

ram. O cruel, irreligious piety
;

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous?
Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.

Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive
To tremble under Titus' threatening look.

Then, madam, stand re^olv'd ; but hope withal,
The selfsame gods, that arm'd the queen ofTroy
With opportunity of sharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent.

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths,
(VVnen Goths were Goths, aud Tamora was queen,)
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter livcvcs, Quintus, Martius, «HrfMunus,
with their swords bloody.

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd
Our Roman rites: Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd,
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire.

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky.
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren,
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome.

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus

Make this his latest farewell to their soals.

{Trumpets sounded, and the coffins laid
in the tomb.)

In peace and honour rest yon here, my sons
;

Rome's readiest champions, repose you here.
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps )

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells.
Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep:

Enter Lavinia.

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons !

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ;

My noble lord and father, live in fame

!

Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears
I render, for my brethren's obsequies

;

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears ofjoy
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome :

O bless rae here with thy victorious hand.
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud.

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv'd
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !

—

Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father's days.
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise

!

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Saturninds, Bas
SIANUS, and others.

Mar. Long live lord Titus, ray beloved brother
Gracious triampher in the eyes of Rome I

Tit. Thankr gentle tribune, noble brother Mar-
cus, [wars.

Mar. And welcome, nephews , from successful

You that survive, and you tliat sleep in fame.
Fair lords, your lortunes are alike in all.

That in your country's service drew your swords :

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp.
That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness,
And triumphs over chance, in honour's bed.

—

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been,
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust,

This palliament of white and spotless hue

;

And name tliee icfelection for the empire.
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons

:

Be candidatus, then, and put it on,

And help to set a head on headless Rome.
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits,

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness

:

What! should I don this robe, and trouble yon ?

Be chosen with proclamations to-day

:

To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life,

And set abroad new business for you all ?

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years.

And led my country's strength successfully

;

And buried one and twenty valiant sons.

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms.
In right and service of their noble country

Give me a staff of honour for mine age,

But not a sceptre to control the world

:

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last.

Mar, Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery.
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou

tell?—
Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine.

Sat. Romans, do me right ;—
Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them no
Till Satuminus be Rome's emperor :

—

Andronicus, 'would thou were shipp'd to hell.

Rather than rob me of the people's hearts.

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to tliee !

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee

The people's hearti, and wean thera from themselves

Bas. Andronicus, I do not flutter thee.

But honour tliee, and will do, till I die
;

My faction, if tliou strengthen with tliy friends,

I will moet thankful be ; and thanks, to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed.

Tit. People of Rome, aud people's tribunes here
I ask your voices, and your suffrages

;

Tt
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Will vou bestow tnem iViendJy on Andronicus ?

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus,

And gratiilate his safe return to Rome,

'flie people will accept whom he admits.

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make,

That you create your emperor's eldest son,

Lord .Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope.

Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth.

And ripen justice in tliis common-weal

:

Then if you will elect by my advice,

Crown him, and say,—Long live our emperor!

Mar. With voices and applause of every sort.

Patricians, and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ;

And say,

—

Long live our emperor Saturnine!
{A long flourish.)

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done

To us in our election this day,

I give thee tlianks in part of thy deserts.

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness :

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance

Thy name, and honourable family,

Lavinia will 1 make my emperess,

Rome's royal mistress, mistress of ray heart.

And iu the «acred Pantheon her espouse :

Tell me, Andronicus, dotii this motion please thee ?

I'it. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match,

I hold me highly honour'd of your grace:

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine,

—

King and commander of our common-weal,
The wide world's emperor,—do I consecrate

My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners

;

Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord :

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,

Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life !

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,

Rome shall record ; and when I do forget

The least of these unspeakable deserts,

Romans, forget your i'ealty to me.

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor

:

(To Tamora.)

To him, that for your honour and yonr state.

Will use you nobly, and your foUovye.'S.

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue

That I would choose, were I to choose anew.

—

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance
;

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of

cheer.

Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome

:

Princely shjll be thy usage every way.

Rest on ray word, and let not discontent

Daunt all your hopes ; Madam, he comforts you.

Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.

—

Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility

Warrants these words in princely courtesy.

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia.—Romans, let ns go
;

Ransomless here, we set our prisoners tree :

Proclaim our honour.i, lords, with trump and drum.

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine.

{Seizing Lavinia.)

Tit. How, sir? Are yon in earnest then, ray lord t

Bas. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal.

To do myself this reason and this right.

(
The Emperor courts Tatnora in dumb shew.)

Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman justice :

This prince injustice seizeth but his own.

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Luciiis live.

Tit. Traitors, avaont ! Where is the emperor's

guard ?

Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpris'd.

Sat. Surpris'd! By whom?
Bas. By him that justly may

Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.
[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, with Lavinia.
Mul. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,

And with my sword I'll keep this door safe.

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martins.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back.

Mut. My lord, you pass not here.

Tit. "What, villain^ boy \

Barr'st me my way in Rome ? [Titus kills Mutius.)

Mut. Help, Lucius, nelp !

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. My lord, you are unjust; and, more than so.

In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine :

My sons would never so dishonour me :

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife.

That is another's lawful promised love. [Exit.

Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not.

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock :

I'll trust by leisure him that mocks me once

;

Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons.

Confederates all thus to dishonour me.
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of.

But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,

.\gree these deeds with that proud brag of thine.

That said'st, I begg'd the empire at thy hand.

Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words are

these ?

Sat. But go thy ways
;
go, give tliat changing piece

To him that flourish'd for her with hi.s sword :

A valiant .son-in-law thou shalt enjoy

;

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons,

'I'd ruifle in the commonwealth of Rome.
Tit. These words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of

Goths,—
That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs.
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome,

—

If thou be pleasd with this my sudden choice.

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, lor my bride,

And will create thee emperess of Rome.
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice ?

And here I swear by ail the Roman gods,

—

Sith priest and holy water are so near.

And tapers burn so bright, and every thing

In readiness for Hymeueus stands,

—

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome,
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place

I lead espous'd my bride along with me. [swear.

Turn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths,
She will a hand-maid be to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon:—Lords, ac-

company
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride.

Sent by the heavens fbr prince Saturnine,

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquer'd :

There shall we consummate our spousal rites.

[Exeunt Saturninus, and his Followers ; Ta-
m-ora, and her Sons ; Aaron, and Gotns.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride •

—

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alune,

Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ?

i?e-eM<tr Marcus, Lucius,QuiNTUs,«nrfMARTius.

Mar. O, Titus, see, O, see what thou hast done

!

In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine,—

;

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath dishonour'd all our family :

Unworthy brother, ajid unworthy sons !

Luc. But let us give him buria'l, as becomes;
Give Mutius burial with our brethren.

Tit. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb.

This monument five hundred years hath stood.

Which I have sumptuously re-edified :

Here none but solaiers, and Rome s servitors.

Repose in fame ; none beusely slain in-brawls :

—

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar. My lord, tliis is impiety in you :

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him;

He must be buried with his brethren. fpany

Qiiin. §' Mar. And shall, or him we will accoiu
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I

Tit. And shall? ^Vhat villain was it spoke that

word ?

Quin. He that would vonch't in any place but here.

Tit. VV'liat, would you biiry him in my despite ?

Mar. No, noble Titus : but entreat of thee

To pardon IVlntius, and to bury him.

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my cre.st,

Aud, with these boys, mine honour thou hast

wounded

:

My foes I do repute you every one :

Ho trouble me no more, but get you gone.
Mar. He is not with himself; let us withdraw.
Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried.

(Marcus and the sons of Titus Icneel.)

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.
Quiti. Father, and in that name doth nature speak.
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed.
Mar. Renowned Titns, more than half my soul,

—

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all,

—

Mar. Slider thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue's nest,

That died in honour and Lavinia's cause.
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury -Ajax ,: . ,

That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son
Did graciously plead for his funerals.

J-et not young Mutius then, that was thy joy.
Be baiT'd his entrance here-

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise :

—

The disraall'st day is tliis, that e'er I saw.
To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome !

—

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

(Mutius is put into the tomb.)
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy

friends,

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb I

—

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius:
He lives in fame, that died in virtue's cause.
Mar. My lord,—to step out of these dreary

dumps,

—

How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths
Is of a sudden thus advauc'J in Rome ?

Tit. \ know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is

;

Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell

:

Is she not then beholden to the man
That brought her for this high good turn so far?

Yes, and will nobly him remuuerate.

Flourish. Re-enter at one side, Saturnim'S,
attended; Tamora, Ciiikon, Demetrius, and
Aaron : At the other., BASSiANt;s, Lavinia, and
others.

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play'd your prize ;

God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride.

Ban. And yon of yours, my lord: I say no more.

Nor wish no less : and so I take my leave.

iSrt^. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power,
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape.

Has, Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own,
My true-betrothed love, aud now my wife ?

But let the laws of Rome determine all

:

Mean while I am possessed of that is mine.

Sat. 'Tis good, sir : You are very short with us
;

But, if we live, we'll be as shan) with you.

Bas. My lord, what 1 have done, as best I may.
Answer 1 must, and shall do witli my life.

Only this much I give your grace to know,

—

iBy all the duties which I owe to Rome,
This noble gentleman, lord Titus liere,

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd;
That, in the rescue of Lavinia,

With his own hand did slay his youngest son.

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath
To be controird in that he frankly gave :

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine;

That hath expre.'is'd himself, in all his deeds,

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome.
Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds

;

'Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me :

Rome and the righteous heavens he my judge.

How I have lov'd and hononr'd Saturnine .•

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
Were gracious iu tliose princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me speak indifferently of all;

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past.

Sat. \\ hat! madam! be dishonour'd openly,
And basely put it up without revenge ? [I'end,

Tarn. N ot so, my lord ; The gods of Rome fore

I should be author to dishonour you !

But, on my honour, dare I undertake
For good lord Titus' innocence in all,

Whose fury, not dissembled, sneaks his griefs :

Then, at my suit, look graciously on him;
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose.
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart.

—

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last.

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents :

You are but newly planted in your throne
;

Lest then the people, and patricians too.

Upon a just survey, take Titus' part,

.And so supplant us for ingratitude,

(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,)

Yield at entreats, and then let me alone: y Aside.
I'll find a day to massacre them all.

And raze their faction, and their family,

'I'he cruel father, and his traitorous sons.

To wi\om I sued for my dear son's life ;

And make them know, what 'tis to let a
queen [vain.-— 1

Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in^

Come, come, sweet emperor,—come, Androninus,

—

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart

That dies in tem|iest of thy angry frown.

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevail'd.

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord:

These words, these looks, iui'use new life in me.

Tarn. 'I'itns, I am incorporate to Rome,
A Roman now adopted hai)pily.

And must advise the emperor for his good.
Tills day all quarrels die, .\ndronicus ;

—

.\nd let it be mine honour, good my lord.

That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and yon,—
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass'd
My word and jiromise to the emperor
That you will be more mild and tractable.

—

.\nd tear not, lords,—and you, Lavinia ;

—

By my advice, all humbled on your knees,

You shall ask pardon of his majesty. [highness

Luc. VV'e do ; and vow to heaven, and to his

That, what we did, was mildly as we might,

Tend'ring our sister's honour, and our own.
Mar. That, on mine honour, here I do protest.

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.

—

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be
friends :

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ;

I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back.

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here.

And at my lovely Tamora's entreats,

I do remit these young men's heinous faults.

Stand up.

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a frieud ; and sure as death I swore,

I would not part a bachelor from the i)riesf.

Come, if the emperor's court can feast t\?o brides,

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends:

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty,

To huut the panther, and the hart with me.

With horn and hound, we'll give your grace tou-

jour.

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exvnnt.

ACT II.

[Scene I.

—

The same. Before the Palace.

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Now climbetli Tamora Olympus' top.

Safe out of fortune's shot ; and sits alolt.

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightniug's flash ;^

at*-



660 TITCJS ANDRONICUS. Act II.

Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach,

As when the golden sun salutes the morn,

And having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach.

And overlooks the highest-peering hills
;

So, Tamora.

—

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait.

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts.

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress.

And mount her pitch : whom thou in triumph long

Hast prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains
;

And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus.

Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts

!

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold,

To wait ui)on this new-made emperess.

To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen,

This goddess, this Semiramis ;—this queen.

This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine,

And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's.

Holla ! what storm is this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving.

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants

edge.

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd
;

And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be.

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all

;

And so in this to bear me down with braves.

'Tis not the ditlerence of a year, or two.

Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate :

1 am as able, and as fit, as thou,

To serve, and to deserve my mistress' love.

And that my sword upon thee shall approve,

And plead my passions for Lavinia's love.

Aar. Clubs, clubs ! these lovers will not keep the

peace.

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd.

Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side.

Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends ?

Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath.

Till you know better how to handle it

Chi. Mean while, sir, with the little skill I have

full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? ( They draiv.)

Aar. Why, how now, lords.

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw.

And maintain such a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge
;

1 would not for a million of gold,

The cause were known to them it most concerns :

Nor would your noble mother, for much more,

Be so dishonour'd in the court of Rome.
For shame, put up.

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheath'd

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal.

Thrust these reproachl il speeches down his throat.

That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here,

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full resolv'd,

—

Foul-spoken coward ! that thunder'st with thy tongue,

And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform.

Aar. Away, I say.

—

Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore.

This petty brabble will undo us all.

—

Why, lords,—and think you not how dangerous

It is to jut upon a prince's right?

What, is Lavinia then become so loose,

Or Bassianus so degenerate.

That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd.

Without controlment, justice, or revenge ?

Young lords, beware I—an should the empress know
This discord's ground, the music would not please.

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world
;

I love Lavinia more than all the world. [choice :

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope.

Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love ?

I tell yon, lords, you do but plot your deaths
By this device.

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths
Would I propose to achieve her whom I love

Aar. To achieve herl—How?
Dem, Why mak'st (hou it so strange

'

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd;
She is a woman, therefore may be won

;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd.

What, man ! more water glideth by the mill

Thau wots the miller of; and easy it is

Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know :

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother.

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge.
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. [Aside.]

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows
to court it

With words, fair looks, and liberality ?

What, hast thou not full often struck a doe.

And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose?
Aar. Why, then, it seems, some certain snatch or

Would serve your turns. [so

Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv'd.

Dem. Aaron^ thou hast hit it.

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too

;

Then should not \Ye be tir'd with this ado.
Why, hark ye, hark ye,—And are you such fools

To square for this ? Would it ofl'end you then

That both should speed ?

Chi. i'faith, not me.
Dem. Nor me

So I were one.

Aar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that you
jar.

'Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affect ; and so must you resolve :

That what you cannot, as you would, achieve.

You must perforce accomplish as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste

Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love.

A speedier course than longering languishment
Must we pursue, and I have found the path
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand

;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop

;

The forest walks are wide and spacious
;

And many unfrequented plots there are.

Pitted by kind for rape and villany :

Snigle you thither then this dainty doe.
And strike her home by force, if not by words :

This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.
Come, come, our empress, witn her sacred 'vit.

To villany and vengeance consecrate.
Will we acquaint with all that we intend

;

And she shall file our engines with advice.

That will not suffer yon to square yourselves.

But to your wishes' height advance you both.

The emperor's court is like the house of fame,.

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears :

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf and dull;

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your
turns

:

There serve your lust, shadow'd frgm heaven's eye.

And revel in Lavinia's treasury.

Chi, Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice.
Dem. Sitfas aut nefas, till I find the stream

To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Per Styga, per manes vehor. [Exeunt.

Scene l\.—A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen

at a distance. Horns, and cry of hounds
heard.

Enter Titus Andronicus, loith Hunters, §'c
Marcos, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey.

The fields are fiiigrant, and the woods are green :

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay.

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride.

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal.

That all the court may echo with the noise.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,
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To tend the emperor's person carefully :

I have been troubled in my sleep this night.

But dawning day new comfort hath iuspir'd.

Horns wind a^eal. Enter Saturninxjs, Tamora,
Bassianus, Lavinia , Chiron, Demetrics, and
A ttendants.

Tit. Many good-morrows to your majesty ;

—

Madam, to you as many and as good.

I promised your grace a hunter's peal.

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords.

Somewhat too early foT new-married ladies.

Mas. Liavinia, how say you ?

Lav. I say, no ;

I have been broad awake two hours and mOre.
Sat. Come on then ; imrse and chariots let us have,

And to our sport :—Madam, now shall ye see
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora.)
Mar. I have dogs, my lord.

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase.
And climb the highest promontory top.

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain.

Dem. [Aside.) Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse
nor hound.

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt.

Scene 111.-4 desert Part of tile Forest.

Enter Aaron, with a bag ofgold.
Aar. He that had wit, would think that I had none,

To bury so much gold under a tree.

And never after to inherit it.

Let him, that thicks of me so abjectly,

Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem
;

Which, cunningly effected, will beget
A very excellent piece of villany :

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest.

That have their alms out of the empress' chest.

[Hides the gold.)

Enter Tamora.
Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefoffe look'st thou

sad,

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ?

The birds chaunt melody on evtjry bush
;

The snake lies rolled m the cheerful sun
;

The green leaves quiver with th* cooling wind,

And make a checqner'd shadow on the ground :

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit,

And whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds,
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns.

As if a double hu\it were heard at once,

—

Let us sit dowD, and mark their yelling noise :

And— after conflict, such as was su;ppos'd

The wandering prince and TOido once enjoy'd,

When with a happy storm they were surpris'd,

And cnrtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave,

—

V'/e may, each wreathed in the other's arms.

Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber;

Whilst hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious
birds,

Be unto us, as is a nurse's song

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine :

What oignifies my deadly-standing eye.

My silence, and my cloudy melanthoiy ?

My fleece of "woolly hair that now uncurls.

Even as an adder, when she doth "unroll

To do some fetal execution ?

No, madam, these are no venereal signs

;

Vengeance is in my hBart, death in my hand,

Blood and revenge are h2inimering in my head.
Hark, Tamora,—the empress of my soul.

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in

thee,

—

This is the day of doom for Bassianns^
His Philomel must lose hesr tongne to-day :

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity,

And v/ash their h««ds in Bassianus' blood.

Seest thou this letter ? take it uo 1 pray thee,

And give the king this fatal plotted scroll :

—

Now question me no more, we are espied 4
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty.
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction.
Tam. Ah, mv sweet Moor, sweeter to me than

lile.

!

Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes ;

Be cross vyith him ; and I'll go fetch thy sons
To back tliy quacrels, whatsoe'er they be. [Exit.

Enter BASSIANUS awof Lavtnia.

Bas. Whom have we here? Rome's rojal em-
press,

UTifiirnish'd of her well beseeming troop ?
Or is it Dian, habited like her,
Who hath abandoned her holy groves.
To see the general hunting in this forest?
Lav. Saucy controller of our private steps,

Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had,
Thy temples should be planted presently
With horns, as was Actseon'a; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs.
Unmannerly intruder as thou art

!

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess,
'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning^
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are singled forth to try experiments :

Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day!
'Ti.s pity, they should take him for a stag,

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swai-th Cimmerian
Doth make your honour of his body's hue.
Spotted, detested, and abominable.
Why are you sequester'd from all your train ?

Dismounted frt)m your snow-white goodly steed
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot.

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,
If foul desire had ol conducted you ?

Lav. And. being intercepted in your sport,

Ureat reason that iny noble ord be rated
For sanciness.—I pray you, let us hence.
And let her 'joy her raven-colour"d love

;

This valley fits the purpose passing well.
Bas. The king, my brother, shall have note of

this.

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted

Good king ! to he so mightily abus'd
'

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter CmRON and Demetrius.

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gra-
cious inother,

Why does j-our highness look so pale and wan ?

Tam. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale ?

These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place,

A barren detested vale, you see, it is :

The trees, though summer, yet foilom and lean,

O'ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe.

Here never shines the sun; here nothing breeds,

Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven.

And when they shew'd me this abhorred pit,

They told me here, at dead time of the night,

.\ thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes.

Ten thousand "swelling toads, as many urchins.

Would make such fearful and confused cries.

As any mortal body, hearing it,

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly.

No sooner had they told this hellish tale.

But straight they told me, they would bind me here

Unto the body of a dismal yew
;

And leave me to this miserable death. .

And then they cali'd me, foul adulteress.

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms

That ever ear did hear to such eifect.

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come.

This vengeance on me had they executed.

Revenge it, as you love your motlier's life.

Or be ye not from henceforth calVd ray children.

Dem. This is a witness that I am thy son.

[Stubs Bussianue)
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Chi. And this for me, struck nome to shew ray

strength. {Stabbing him likewise.)

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis,—nay, barbarous Ta-
mora !

For no name fits thy nature but thy own !

Tarn. Give me thy poniard
;
you shall know, my

boys,

Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong.

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her;

First, thrash tiie corn, then after burn the straw :

This minion stood upon her chastity.

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,

And with that painted hope braves your niighti-

ness

:

And shall she carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch.

Drag hence her husband to some secret hole.

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust.

Tarn. But when you have the honey you desire,

Let not this wasp out-live, us both to sting.

Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that

sure.

—

Come mistress, now perforce we will eryoy

That nice-preserved honesty of yours.

Lav. O Tamora I thou bear'st a woman's face,

—

Tarn. I will not hear her speak ; away with her.

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a
word.

Dem. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory

To see her tears ; but be your heart to them.
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the

dam?
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee :

The milk thou suck'dst from her, did turn to marble;
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.

—

Vet every mother breeds not sons alike;

Do thou entreat her shew a woman pity.

{To Chiron.)

Chi. What! would'st thou have me prove my-
self a bastard ?

Lav. 'Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark:

Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now I)

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure
To have his priucely paws par'd all away.
Some say, that ravens foster forlorn children.

The whilst their own birds famish in their nests :

O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no.

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful.

Tom. I know not what it means ; away with her.

Lav. O, let me teach thee .' for my father's sake,

That gave thee life, when well he might have slain

thee,

Be not obdurate, upon thy deaf ears.

Tarn. Had'st thou in person ne'er ofifended me,
Even for his sake am I pitiless :

—

Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain,

To save your brother from the sacrifice

;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent:

Therefore away with her, and use her as you will

;

1'he worse to hec, the better lov'd of me.
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen.

And with thine own hands kill me in this place :

For 'tis not life, that I havebegg'd so long;
Poor I was slain, when Bassiauus died.

Tarn. What begg'st thou tlien ? fond woman, let

me go. [more.
Lav. 'Tis present death I beg; and one thing

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

O, keep me from their worse than killing Inst,

And tumble me into some loathsome pit

:

Where never man's eye may behold my body :

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.
Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee :

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee.

Dem. Away, for thou hast staid us here too long.

Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly
creature.

The blot and enemy to our general name i

Confusion fall—

Chi. Nay, then I'll stop your mouth :—Bring
thou her husband; {Dragging offLavinia.)

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.

[Exeunt.

Tam. Farewell, my sons: see, that you make
her sure :

Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed.

Till all the Andronici be made away.
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor,
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. {Exit.

Scene IV.

—

The same.

E7tfer Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus.
Aar. Come on, my lord ; the better foot before:

Straiglit will I bring you to the loathsome pit.

Where I espied the panther fast asleep.

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes.

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; wert not for

shame.
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile.

{Martins falls into the pit.)

Quin. What, art thou fallen? What subtle hole

is this,

WTiose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars;

Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood.

As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers ?

A very fatal place it seems to me :

—

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ?

Mart. O brother, with the dismallest object

That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament.

Aar. {Aside.) Now will I fetch the king to find

them here

;

That he thereby may give a likely guess.

How these were they that made away his brother.

[Exit.

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help ma
out

From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole?

Quin. I atn surprised with an uncouth fear

:

A chilling sweat o'er-ruus my trembling joints;

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see.

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den,

And see a fearful sight of blood and death.

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate
heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold
TTie thing, whereat it trembles by surmise

:

O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now
VVas I a child, to fear I know not what.

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here.

All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb.
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit.

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know 'tis he ?

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole,

Wnich, like a taper in some monument,
Uoth shine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks.
And shews the ragged entrails of this pit:

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus,
When he by night lay batli'd in maidt n blood.

brotlier, help me with thy fainting hand,

—

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,

—

Out of this fell devouring receptacle.

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee

out;

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good,
1 may be plack'd into the swallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave.

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy

help. [again,

Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loose

Till thou art here aloft, or I below :

Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee.

{Falls in.)

Enter Saturninus and Aaron.

Sat. Along with me :—I'll see what hole is here.
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A.Dd what he is, that now is leap'd into k.

—

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend
into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicas
;

Erought hither in a most unlucky hour,

1o find thy brother Bassiacus dead.
Sat. My brother dead i I know, thou dost but

jest

;

Ke and his lady both are at the lodge,

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase
;

'Ts not an hour since I left him there.

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive,

Bui, out alas ! here have we found him dead.

Enter Tamora, with Attendants ; TiTUS Andro-
Nicus, and Lucius.

Tarn. Where is ray lord the king ?
Sat. Here, Tamora ; though griev'd with killing

grief.

Tarn. Where is thy brother Bassianus ?

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my
wound

;

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.
Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, '

(Giving a letter.)

The complot of this timeless tragedy;
And wonder greatly that man's face can fold
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny.

Sat. [Reads.) An ifwe 7niss to tneet him hand-
somely,—

Sweet huntsman, Bassianus His, we mean,—
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him ;
Thou hnow'st our meaning : Look for thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder tree.

Which overshades the mouth of that same pit.
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus.
Do this, andpurchase us thy lasting friends.
O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ?

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree.

Look, sirs, if you can fjnd the huntsman out,
That should have murder'd Bassianus here.
Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

[Shelving it.)

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [to Tit.) fell curs of
bloody kind,

Have here bereft my brother of his life :

—

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison
;

There let them bide, until w^ have devis'd
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.
Tam. What, are they in this pit ? O wond'rous

thing

!

How easily murder is discovered !

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed.
That this fell fault of my accursed sons.
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them,

—

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you see, it is apparent.

—

Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ';"

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up.
Tit. I did, my lord : yet let me be their baii :

For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow,
They shall be ready at your highness' will.

To answer their suspicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them ; see, thou follow
me.

Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers:
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain

;

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death.
That end upon them should be executed.

Ta?n. Andronicus, I will entreat the king;
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough.

Tit. Gome, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with
them. [Exeunt severally.

Scene V.—The same.

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, toith Lavinia, ra-
vished; her hands cut offand her tongue cut out.

wn^'"' ^^' "°^^ ^° *^"' ^" '*^ ""y tongue can speak.
Who 'tnas that cut thy tongue, and ra\ish'd tliee.

Chi. VVrite down thy mind, bewray thy mean
ing so

;

And, if (by stumps will let thee, play the scribe.
Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can

scowl. [hands.
Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy
De^n. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to

wash
;

And so let's leave her to her silent walks.
Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go hang my-

self.

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the
cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron.

Enter Marcus.
Mar. Who's this,—my niece, that flies away so

fast ?

Cousin, a word ; where is your husband ?

—

If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake
me

!

If I do wake, some planet strike me down,
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands
Have lo, p'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bar
Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments.
Whose circling shadows kings have sought f

sleep in

;

And might not gain so great an happiness.
As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ?

—

Alas, a crimson river of^ warm blood.
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind.
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips.

Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, sure, some Tereus hath deflour'd thee

;

And, lest thou should'st detect him, cut thy tongue.
Ah I now thou turn'st away thy face for shame !

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,

—

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,

—

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face.
Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud.
Shall I speak for thee ? shall I say, 'tis so?
O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast,
That I might rail at him to ease my mind 1

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd.
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue.
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind :

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee

;

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal.
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off.

That could have better sew'd than Philomel.
O, had the monster seen those lily hands
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute.

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them
;

He would not then have touch'd them for his life

:

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony.
Which that sweet tongue hath made,
He would have dropp'd his knili;, and fell asleep.
As Cerberus at the 'I'hracian poet's feet.

Come, let us go. and make thy father blind :

For such a sight will blind a father's eye :

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads

;

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ?
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with tliee;

O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Rome. A Street.

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of Justice,
with Martius and Quintus, bound, passing on
to the place of execution ; Tnvs going before,
pleading.

Tit. Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay !

For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept;
For all uiy blood in Roine's great quarrel shed •

For all the frosty nights that I have watch'd
An(l for these bitter tears, which now you seQ
Filling the aged wrinkles in my clieeks

;
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I^e pitiful to my condemned sons.

Whose souls are not corrupted as tis thought

!

For two and twenty sons I never wept.

Because they died in honour's lofty bed.

For these, these tribunes, in the dust I write

[Throwing himselfon the ground.)

My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears.

Let my tears staunch the earth's dry appetite ;

My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and binsh.

[Exeunt Sen., Trib., §fc. ivith the prisoners.

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain.

That shall distil from these two ancient urns,

Than youthful April shall with all his showers:

In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still

;

In 'Winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow.

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face.

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood.

Enter Lucius with his sword drawn.

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men !

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death

;

And let me say, that never wept before.

My tears are now prevailing orators,

Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain
;

The tribunes hear you net, no man is by.

And you recount your sorrows to a stone.

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead

:

Grave tribunes, once more 1 entreat of you.

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you

speak.

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did hear.

They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark.

All Dootless to them, they'd not pity me.
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones

;

Who, though they cannot answer my distress,

Yet, in some sort, they're better than the tribunes,

Por that they will not intercept my tale :

WTien I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears and seem to weep with me ;

And, were they but attired in grave weeds,
Rome could afford no tribune like to these.

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than

stones

:

A stone is silent, and offendeth not

;

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to

death. [drawn?
But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their death :

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd
My everlasting doom of banishment.

Tit. O happy man ! they have befriended thee.

Why foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive.

That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ?

Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey,

But me and mine : How happy art thou then.

From these devonrers to be oanished?
But who comes with our brotlier Marcus here ?

Enter Makcus and Lavinia.

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep

;

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break

;

I bring consuming sorrow to tliine age.

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then.

Mar. This was thy daughter.

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is.

Luc. Ah me ! this object kills me !

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her :

—

Speak, ray Lavinia, what accursed hand
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight ?

What fool hath added water to the sea ?

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ?

My grief was at the height before thou cam'st.

And now, like Nil us, it disdainetli bounds.

—

Give me a sword, I'll chop off my hands too;
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain

;

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life
;

lu bootless prayer have tliey been held up.
And they have serv'd me to effectless use :

Now, all tlie service I require of them
Is, that the one will help to cut the other.

—

"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands

;

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain.

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyi'd

thee ?

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts,

That blabb'd them with sjich pleasing eloquence.

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage
;

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear

!

Luc. O, say thou for her, wlio hath done this

deed ?

Mar. O-, thus I found her, straying in the pari,

Seeking to hide herself; as doth the deer.

That hath receiv'd some unrecuring wound.
Tit. It was my deer; and he, that wounded her,

Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead

:

For now I stand as one upon a rock,

Environ'd with a wilderness of sea;
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Expecting ever when some envious surge

Will in his brinish bowels swaHow him.
This way to death my wretched sons are gone :

Here stands my other son, a banish'd man

;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes ;

But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn.

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul.

—

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight,

It would have madded me ; What shall I do
Now I behold thy lively body so ?

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears

;

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee :

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death.

Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this :

—

Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her !

WTien.I did name her brothers, then fresh tears

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither'd.

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd

her husband :

Perchance, because she knows them innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyftJ,

Because the law halh ta'eu revenge on them.

—

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed
;

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.

—

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips
;

Or make some signs how I may do thee ease

:

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain

;

Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks
How tney are stain'd ? Like meadows, yet not dry
With miry slime left on them by a flood?

And in the foantain shall we gaze so long,

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness,

And made a brine pit with our bitter tears ?

Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ?

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shews
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ?

What shall we do ? let us, that have oar tongue.
Plot some device of further misery,
To make us wonder'd at in time to cone.

Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears ; for, at your
grief.

See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps.
Mar. Patience, dear niece :—Good Titus, dry

tliine eyes.

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot,
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine,
For thou, poor man, hastdrown'd it with thine own.

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.
Tit. Mark, Matcns, mark ! I understand her

signs:

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say

That to her brother which I said to thee
;

His napkin, witli bis true tears all bewet.
Can do no service on her sorro\vful cheeks.

O, what a sympathy of woe is this ?

As far from help as limbo is from bliss

!

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titua Andronicus, my Ion', the emperor
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Sends thee this word,—That, if thou love thy sons.

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand.

And send it to the king : he for the same.

Will send thee hither both thy sons alive
;

And that shall be the ransom for their fault.

Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron

!

Did ever raven sing so like a lark.

That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ?

With all my heart, I'll send the emperor
My hand

:

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off ?

Luc. Stay, father : for that noble hand of thine.

That hath thrown down so many enemies,

Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn :

.
My youth can better spare my blood than you

;

And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended
Rome,

And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe.

Writing destruction on the enemies' castles?

O, none of botli but are of high desert

:

My hand bath been but idle ; let it serve
To ransom my two nephews from their death

:

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go
along,

For fear they die before their pardon come.
Mar. My hand shall go.

Lnic. By heaven, it shall not go.

Tit. Sirs, strive no more ; such wither'd herbs
as these

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.
Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son,

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's
care,

Now let me shew a brother's love to thee.

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand.

Inic. Then I'll go fetch an axe.

Mar. But I will use the axe.

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus.
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'll deceive them both

;

Ijeud me thy hand, and I will give thee mine,
Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest.

And never, whilst I live, deceive men so ;

—

But I'll deceive you in another sort.

And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass.

(Aside. He '-uts off Titus's hand.)

Enter Lucius «?*(/ Marcus.

Tit. Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, is

despatch'd.

—

Oood Aaron, give his majesty my hand :

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers : bid him bury it;

More hath it merited, that let it have.

As for my sons, say, I account of them
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price

;

Aud yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand.

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee :

Their heads, I mean.—O, now this villany {Aside.)
Doth fat me with tlie very thoughts of it

!

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit.

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven.
And bow this feeble niin to the eartji

:

If any power pities wretched tears.

To that I call :—What, wilt thou kneel with me ?

(To Lavinia.)
Do then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our

prayers

;

Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim,

Aud stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds.

When they do hug him »u their melting bosoms.

Mar. O brother, speak with possibilities,

And do not break into these deep extremes.
Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom .

Then be my passions bottomless with them.

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament.
Til. If there were reason for these miseries,

Then into limits could I bind my woes : [flow ?
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'er-

ir tiie winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad,
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swoln face ?

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ?

1 am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow !

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs;
Then must my earth with her continual tears
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd ;

For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes.
But like a drunkard must I vomit them.
Then give me leave : for losers will have leave
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues.

Enter a Messenger with two heads and a hand.

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor.
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ;

And here's thy hand, in scorn to tliee sent back;
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock'd :

That woe is me to think upon thy woes.
More than remembrance of my fatlier's death. [Exit.

Mar. Now let hot jEtna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

!

These miseries are more than may be borne !

To weep with f,hem that weep doth ease some deal.

But sorrow flouted at is double death. [wound
Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a

And yet detested life not shrink thereat!

That ever death should let life bear his name,
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe

!

(Lavinia kisses him.)

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless.

As frozen water to a starved snake.

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end?
Mar. Now farewell flattery : Die, Andronicus

;

Thou dost not slumber : see, tliy two sons' heads;
Thy warlike hand ; tby mangled daughter here ;

Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, f.

Even like a stony image, cold and numb.
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs;

Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight

The closing up of our most wretched eyes !

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! [hour.

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with tliis

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed

:

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy.
And would usurp upon my wat'ry eyes.

And make them blind with tributary tears;

Then which way shall I find revenge's cave.?

For these two heads do seem to speak to me

;

And threat me, I shall never come to bliss,

Till all these mischiefs be return'd again.

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come, let me see what task I have to do.

—

You heavy peojjle, circle me about;

That I may turn me to each one of you,

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made.—Come, brother, take a head

;

And in this hand the other will I bear :

Lavinia, thou ahaltbe employed in these things;

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay :

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there :

And, if you love me, as I think you do.

Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do.

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia.
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father;

The woeful'st man that e\er liv'd in Rome!
Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come again

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life.

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister;

(), 'would thou wcrt as thou 'toforH hast been !
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But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives.

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs

;

And make proud Saturninus and his empress

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power,

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Titus's House. A Banquet
set out.

Enter Trrus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young
Lucius, a boy.

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look, yon eat no more
Than will preserve just so much strength in us

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot;

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands,

And cannot passionate our ten-fold grief

With lolded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize npon my breast;

And when my heart, all mad with misery,

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh.

Then thus I thump it down.

—

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs !

{To Lavinia.)
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating,

j,

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still.

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans

;

Or get some little knife between thy teeth,

And just against thy heart make thou a hole
;

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall,

May run into that sink, and, soaking in.

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears.

Mar. Fy, brother, fy ! teach her not tnus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now .' has sorrow made thee dote
already ?

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I.

What violent hands can she lay on her life ?

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands;

—

To bid JEaeaa tell the tale twice o'er.

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ?

O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands;
Lest we remember still, that we have none.

—

Fy, fy, how franticly I square my talk I

As if we should forget we had no hands.

If IVIarcus did not name the word of hands !

—

Come, let's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this :

—

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says;

—

I can interpret all her martyr'd signs ;

—

She saj's, she drinks no other drink bat tears,

Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks:

—

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought;
In thy dumb action will 1 be as perfect,

As begging hermits in their holy prayers :

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven,
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign,

But T, of these, will wrest an alphabet.

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning.

Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep
laments :

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. '

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd,
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness.

Tit. Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of
tears,

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.

—

{Marcus strikes t/ie dish with a knife.)

What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife .

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly.

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill'st my
heart

;

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny :

A deed of death, done on the innocent.

Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone
;

1 see, thou art not for my company.
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and
mother ?

How would he hang his slender gilded wings.

And buz lamenting doings in the air?

Poor harmless fly

!

That with his pretty buzzing melody,
Came here to make us merry; and thou hast kill'd

him.
_

(fly.

Mar. Pardon me, sir ; 'twas a black ill-favour'a

Like to the empress' Moor ; therefore I kill'd him.

Tit. O, O, O !

Then pardon me for reprehending thee.

For thou hast done a charitable deed.

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him;
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor,
Come hither purposely to poison me.

—

There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora.

—

Ah, sirrah !

—

Yet I do think we are not brought so low,

But that, between ns, we can kill a fly.

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.
31ar. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on

him.
He takes false shadows for true substances.

Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me :

I'll to thy closet, and go read with thee
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old.

—

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young.
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle.

t
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same. Before Titus's House.

Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young
Lucius, Lavinia running after him.

Boy, Help, grandsire, help ! ray aunt Lavinia
Follows me every where, I know not why :

—

Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes !

Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
3Iar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine

aunt.

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did.

Mar. \Vhat means my niece Lavinia by these

signs ? [mean :

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius :—Somewhat doth she
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee :

Somewhither would she have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee,

Svveet poetry, and Tully's Orator.

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus?
Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I juess.

Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her

:

For I have heard my grandsire say full oft.

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;
And I have read, that Hecuba of IVoy
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear

;

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did.

And would not, but in furj', fright mv youth :

Which made me down to throw my books, and fly

;

Causeless, perhaps : But pardon me, sweet «ui-f :

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will most willingly attend your ladyship.

Mar. Lucius, 1 will.

{Lavinia turns over the books which Lucius
has let fall.)

Tit. How now, La\ inia ?—Marcus, what means
this?

Some book there is that she desires to see :

—

W^hich is it, girl, of these ?—Open them, boy.

—

But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd
;

Come, and take choice of all my library,

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.

—

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus?

Mar. I think, she means, that there was more
than one

Confederate in the fact ;—Ay, more there was :

—

Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge.

'Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosselh so?
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I

Boy. Grandsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphosis

;

My mother gave't me.
Mar, For love of her that's gone.

Perhaps she cnll'd it from among the rest.

Tit. Soft! see, how busily she turns the leaves !

Help her:

—

What would she find?—Lavinia, shall I read?
This is the tragic tale of Philomel,
And treats of TereiKs' treason, and his rape;
And rape, 1 fear, was root of thine annoy, [leaves.

Mar. See, brother, see ! note, how she quotes the

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris'd, sweet girl,

Ravisii'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was,
Porc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods?

—

See, see !

—

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt,

iO,
had we never, never hunted there !)

•attern'd by that the poet here describes,

By nature made for murders and for rapes.

Mar. O, why should nature build so foul a den.
Unless the gods delight in tragedies !

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl,—for here are none
but friends,

—

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed :

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst.

That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ?

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ;—brother, sit down
by me.

—

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Inspire me, that I may this treason find !

—

Mjf lord, look here ;—Look here, Lavinia:
Thjs sandy plot is plain

; guide, if thou canst,
This after me, when I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand at all.

{He writes his name with his staff, and guides
it with his feet and mouth.)

Curs'd be that heart, that fbrc'd us to this shift !

—

Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last.

What God will have discover'd for revenge :

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain,

That we may know the traitors, and the truth !

{She takes the staff in her m.outh, and guides
it with her stumps, and writes.)

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath

writ ?

Stuprum—Chiron—Demetrius.
Mar. What, what !—the lustful sons of Tamora

Performers of this heiiious, bloody deed?
Tit. Magne Dominator poii.

Tarn lentus audis scvlera! tarn lentus vides?
Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although I

know.
There is enough written upon this earth.

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts,

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel

;

And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope
;

And swear with me,—as with the woful feere.

And father, of that chaste dishononr'd dame.
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape,

—

That we will prosecute, by good advice,

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit. 'Tis sure enough, an you knew how;
But if yon hurt these bear-whelps, then beware :

The dam will wake; and, if she wind you once.

She's with the lion deeply still in league,

And lulls him whilst she playeth nn her hark,
\nd, when he sleeps, will she do what she list.

You're a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone;

And, con.e, I will go get a leaf of brass,

And with a gad of steel will write these words.
And lay it by : the angry northern wind
Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad.

And vvhere's your lesson then ?—Boy, what say

you?
Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man.

Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe

Foi these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome.
Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy father liath full oft

For this ungrateful country done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury

;

i

Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons
Presents, that I intend to send them both:
Come, come ; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thon not?
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms,

grandsire.

Tit. No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another
course.

Lavinia, come :—Marcus, look to my house
;

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court;
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited on.

{Exeunt Titus, Lavinia, and Boy.)
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan,

And not relent, or not compassion him ?

—

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy

;

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart,

Than foemen's marks upon his batter'd shield :

But yet so just, that he will not revenge :

—

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room iti the Palace.

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one
door; at another door, young Lucius, and an
Attendant, with a bundle of weapons, and
verses tvrit upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius

;

He hath some message to deliver to us.

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad
grandfather.

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may,
I greet your honours from Andronicus ;

—

And pray the Roman gods confound you both !

{Aside.)

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius : What's the

news ?

Boy. That you are both decipher'd, that's the news.
For villains mariv"d with rape. {Aside.) May it

please yon,

My grandsire, well-advis'd. hath sent by me
The goodliest weapons of his armoury.
To gratify your honourable youth.

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say.

And so I do, and with his gifts present

Your lordships, that, whenever j'ou have need,

You may be armed and appointed well

:

And so I leave you both, {Aside.) like bloody v il-

lains. [Exeunt Boy and Attendant.
Dem. What's here ? a scroll ; and written round

Let's see : [about ?

Integer vit<e, scelerisque purus

,

No7> eget Mauri jaculis, nee arcu.

Chi. O, 'tis a verse in Horace; I know it well:

I read it in the grammar long ago. (have it.

Aar. Ay, just!—a verse in Horace ;—right, you
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass I

^

Here's no sound jest! the old man hath

found their guilt;

And sends the weapons wrapp'd about with I

lines, [quick. }Aside.

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the
i

But were our witty empress well a foot.

She would applaud Andronicus' conceit.

But let her rest in her unrest awhile.

-

And now, young lords, was't not a happy star

Led us to Rome, strangers, and, more than so.

Captives, to be advanced to this height ?

It did me good, before the palace gate.

To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing.

Dem. But me more good, to see so a great lord

Basely insinuate, and send us gifts.

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ?

Did you not use his daughter very friendly ?

Dem. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames
At such a bay, bv turn to serve our lust.

Chi. A charitaljle wish, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say
amen.
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Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more.

Dein. Come, let us go ! and pray to all the gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given

u3 o'er. {Aside. Flourish.)

Dew.Why do the emperors trumpets flourish thus:*

Chi- Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son.

Dem. Soft ; who comes here ?

Enter a Nurse, with a blaclca-moor child in her

arms.

JS^tir. Good-morrow, lords

:

O, tell me. did you see Aaron the Moor.

Aar. VVell, more, or less, or ne'er a wit at all,

Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ?

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone !

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore

!

Aar. VVhy, what a catervvauUng dost thou keep?

What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ?

Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye,

Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace;

—

She is deiiver'd, lords, she is deliver'd.

Aar. To whom ?

Nur. I mean, she's brought to bed.

Aar. Well, God
Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her ?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then she's the devil's dam ; a joyful

issue. [sue

:

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful is-

Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad

Aiiicnijst the fairest breedt^rs of our clime.

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal.

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black so base a hue ?

Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure.

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ?

Aar. Done ! that which thou

Canst not undo.

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother.

Aar. Villain , I have done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone.

Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice I

Accnrs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend !

Chi. It shall uot live.

Aar. It shall not die.

Nur. Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so.

Aar. What, must it, nurse ? then let no man, but I,

Do execution on my flesh and blood.

Dem. rU broach tiie tadpole on my rapier's point

:

Nurse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it.

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up.

(Takes the childfrom the nurse, and draivs.)

Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother ?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky.

That shone so brightly when this boy was got.

He dies upon ray scimitar's sharp point.

That touches this my first-born son and heir !

T tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,

With all his threat'ning band of Typbon's brood,

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war.

Shall seize this prey out of bis father's hands.

What^ what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys !

Ye white-tim'u walls ! ye alehouse painted signs !

Coal-black is better than another hue :

In that it scorns to bear another hue.

For all the water in the ocean

Can never turn a swan's black legs to white,

Although she lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the emperess from me, I am of age

To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can.

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ?

Aar. My mistress is my mistress : this, myself:

The vigour, and the picture of my youth :

This, before all the world do I prefer
;

This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe.

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
Dem. By this our mother is for ever sham'd.

Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul escape.

Nur. The emperor, in his rage,wiJl doom her deatli

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignominy.

Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears.

Fy, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing
The close enacts and counsels of the heart

!

Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer

:

Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father;

As who should say. Old lad, I am thine own.
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed

Of that self-blood that first gave life to you
;

And, from that womb, where you iraprison'd were.
He is enfranchised and come to light

;

Nay, he's your brother by the surer side,

Although my seal be stamped in his face.

Nur. Aaron, what shall I stay unto the empress ?

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done,

And we will all subscribe to thy advice
;

Save thou the child, so we may all be safe.

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult

My son and I will have the wind of you

:

Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety.

{They sit on the ground^
Dem. How many women saw this child of his ?

Aar. Why, so, brave lords : When we all join

in league,

I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness,

The oceans swells not so as Aaron stornis.

—

But, say again, how many saw the child ?

Nur. Cornelia fhe midwife, and myself.

And no one else, but the dehver'd empress.

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself:

Two may keep counsel, when the third's away

:

Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said :—
{Stabbing her.)

Weke, weke !—so cries a pig prepared to the spit.

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron ? Wherefore
didst thou this ?

Aar. O lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy :

Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours?
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip ? no, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman.
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed

;

His child is like to herj fair as you are :

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold.

And tell them both the circumstance of all;

And how by this their child shall be advanc'd.

And be received for the emperor's heir,

And substituted in the place of mine.

To calm this tempest whirling in the court;

And let the emperor danMle him for his own.
Hark ye, lords

;
ye see that I have given herphysic-

{Pointing to the Nurse.)

And you must needs bestow her funeral

;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms :

This done, see that you take no longer days,

But send the midwile presently to me.

The midwife, and the nurse, well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle vvhat they pb.-.se.

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air

With secrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora,
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee.

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi. bearing off the Nttrse.

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies;

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms,

And secretly to greet the empress' friends.

—

Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I'll bear you hence

;

For it is you that puts us to our shifts :

I'll make you feed on berries and on roofs.

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat.

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

The same. A public Place.

Enter Titus, bearinn arrows, with letters at the

ends of them ; witn him Marcus, young Lucius,

and other Gentlemen, with bows.

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ;—Kinsmen, tliis is Uie

wav ;

—



Scene 4. TITCJS AxNDRONICUS. G69

Sir boy, now let me see your arcLery

:

Look ye draw home enough, aud 'tis there straight

:

Terras Astrcea reliquit

:

Bi yon reniember'd, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled.

Sirs, take yon to your tools. Vou, cousins, shall

Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets :

Happily you may find her in the sea ;

Yet there's as little justice as at land

:

No ; Publius and Semprouius, yoii must do it

;

Tis you must dig With mattock, and with spade,
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth

;

Then, when j'ou come to Pluto's region,

I pray you, deliver him this petition
;

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid
;

And that it comes from old Andronicus,
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.

—

Ah, Rome !— Well, well: I made thee miserable.
What time I threw the people's suttrages
On him that tlius doth tyrannize o'er me.

—

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all.

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd
;

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hense,
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy caS^
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ?

Pub. "Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,
By day and night to attend him carefully

;

And feed his humour kindly as we may.
Till time beget some careful remedy.
Mar. Kinsuif n, his sorrows are past remedy.

Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ?
What, have you met with her?
Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto sends yon word.

If you will have revenge from hell, you shall :

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ 'd.

Be thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else.

So that perforce you must needs stay a time.
Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays.

I'll dive into the burning lake below.
And pull her oufof Acheron by the heels.

—

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we
;

No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size :

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back

;

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than oar backs can
bear

:

And, sith there is no justice ic ^arth nor hell,

We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods.
To .send down justice for to wreak our wrongs :

Come, to this gear. You are an archer, Marcus.
{He gives them the nrroivs.)

AdJovem, that's for you :—Here, ad Apollinetn :—
Ad Martem, that's lor myself:

—

Here, boy, to Pallas :—Here, to Mercury :

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine,

—

You were as good to shoot against the wind.

—

To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid :

Omy word, I have written to effect

:

There's not a gotl left unsolicited.

Mar. Kinsmen,shoot all your shafts into the court;

We will afflict the emperor in his pride,

Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot.) O, well
said, Lucius

!

Good boy, in Virgo's lap
;
give it Pallas.

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon
;

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha ! Publius, Publius, whnt hast thou do:ie ?

See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns.

Mar. This was the sport, my lord : when Publius
shot,

The bull being gall'd gaves Tries such a knock.
That down fell both the Ram's iioms in the court.

And who should find them but the empress' \illain?

She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not choose
But ^ve them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it goes ; God give your lordship
joy!

Enter a Clown, tnth a basket, and two pigeons.

News, news from heaven ! Marcos, tlie post is

come.

—

Sirrah, what tidings ! have you any letters ?

Shall 1 have justice ? what says Jupiter?
(Jlo. Ho ! the gibbet-maker ? he says, that he

hath taken them down again, for the man must not
be hanged till the next week.

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee?
Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank

with him in all my life.

Tit. Why, villain, art thou not the carrier ?
Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else.
Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven

,

Clo. From heaven? alas, sir, I never came there :

God forbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven
in my young days. Why, I am going with my
pigeons to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of
brawl betwixt my uncle and one of the emperial's
men.
Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serv

for your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to
the emperor from you.

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the
emperor with a grace?

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I coald never say grace in

all my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado,
But give your pigeons to the emperor:
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands.
Hold, hold ;—mean while, here's money for thy

charges.

Give me a pen and ink.

—

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ?

Clo. Ay, sir.

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And
when you come to him, at tlie first approach, you
must kneel ; then kiss his foot ; then deliver up
your pigeons; and then look for your reward: I'll

be at nand, sir : see you do it bravely.
Clo. I warrant you, sir ; let me alone.

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let me see it.

Here. Marcus, fold it in the oration
;

For tnou hast made it hke an humble suppliant :

—

And when thou hast given it to the emperor,
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says.

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will.

Tit. Come, Marcus, let's go:—Publius, follow
me. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

The same. Before the Palace.

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius,
Lords, and others. Saturninus, with the ar-
rows in his hand, that Titus shot.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? Was
ever seen

An emperor of Rome thus overborne.

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent

Of legal justice, us'd in such contempt?
My lords, you know, as do tiie mightful gods.
However these disturbers of our peace
Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass'd,

B.it even with law, against the wilful sons

Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits.

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks.
His fits, his frenzy, aud his bitterness ?

And now he writes to heaven for his redress:

See, here's to Jove, and this to JNIercury
;

This to Apollo-; this to the god of war

:

Sweet scrolls to fiy about the streets of Rome !

What's this, but libelling against the senate.

And blazoning cur injustice every w'here ?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? ^^
As who should say, in Rome no justice wetOi
But, if I live, nis feigned ecstacies

Shall be no shelter to these outrages

:

But be and his shall know, that justice lives

In Saturninas' health : whom, if she nleep.
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He'll so awake, as she iu fury shall

Cut off the proudst conspirator that lives.

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,

Lord of my life, coiriruander of luy thoughts.

Calm thee, and bear the fault of Titus' age,

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons,

Whose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scarr'd his

heart

;

And rather comfort his distressed plight,

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best,

For these contempts.—Why, thus it shall become

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all

:

{Aside.)

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick,

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise,

Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.

—

Enter Clown.

Hjw now, good fellow ? would'st thou speak with iis ?

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial.

Tajn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor.

Clo. 'Tis he.—God, and saint Stephen, give you

good den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple

of pigeons here. [Saturninus reads the letter.)

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently.

Clo. How much money must I have *

Tarn. Come, sirrah you must be hang'd.

Clu. Hang'd I By'r lady, then I have brought np a

neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded.)

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs .f

Shall I endure this monstrous villany ?

I know from whence this same device proceeds
;

May this be borne ?—as if his traitorous sons,

That died by law for murder of our brother,

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully.

—

<Jo, drag the villain hither by the hair
;

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege.

—

t'or this proud mock, I'll be thy slaughter-man
;

Sly frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me great,

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me.

I^ter MmiAVS.

What news with thee, iEmilius ?

Mmil. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had
more cause !

The Goths have gather'd head ; and with a power
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil.

They hither march amain, under conduct

Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus;

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do

As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of th? Goths?
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head

As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with
storms.

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach ;

'Tis he the common people love so much
;

Myself hath often overheard them say,

When I have walked like a private man.
That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully.

And they have wish'd that Lucius were their em-
peror, [strong?

Tarn. Why should you fear? is not your city

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius

;

And will revolt from me, to succour him. [name.

Tom. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy

Is the sun dimm'd, that knats do fly in it ?

The eagle suffers little birds to sing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby
j

Knowing that with the shadow of his vrings.

He can at pleasure stint their melody :

Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Androuicus
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous,
Tlian baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep

;

When as the one is wounded with the bait.

The other rotted with delicious feed.

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.

Tam. If Tamora entreat hiw, then he will

:

For I can smooth, and fill his aged ear

Witli golden promises ; that were his beart

Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf.

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.—
Go thou before, be our ambassador : [To jEmil.)

Say, that the emperor requests a parley

01 warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus.

Sat. jEmilius, do this message honoi'rably :

And if he stand on hoDtagp for his safety,

Bid him demand what pledge will please him bea»

jEmil. Your bidding shall I do effectually.

[Exit Aimilius.

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus
;

And temper him, with all the art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths.

Ana now, sweet emperor, be blithe again.

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him.
\_l!lxeunt.

ACT. V.

Scene I.

—

Plains near Rome.

Enter Lhbius and Goths, with drum and colours.

Luc. j^proved warriors, and my faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor.

And how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness

Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs :

And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath.

Let him make treble satisfaction.

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great An.
dronicus.

Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort;

Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds,

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt.

Be bold in us: we'll follow where thou lead'st,^

Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day.

Led by their master to the flower'd fields,

—

And be aveug'd on cursed Tamora.
Got/is. And, as he saith, so say we all with him.

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.

But who comes liere, led by a lusty Goth ?

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, tvith his child in

his arms.

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I

stray 'd.

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery :

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye
Upon the wasted building, suddenly
I heard a child cry underneath a wall

:

I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard
The crying babe coutroll'd with this discourse :

Peace, tawny slave, half me, and half thy dam f

Did not thy hue beivruy ivhose brat thou art,

Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look.

Villain, thou mighfsl have been an emperor

:

But where the bull and cow are both milk-tvhit"..

They never do beget a coal-black calj.

Peace, villain, peace'.—even thus he rates the

babe,

—

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ;

Who, when he knows thou art the empress' babe.

Will hold tliee dearly for thy mother's sake.

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him
Surpris'd him suddenly; and brought him hither.

To use as you thiuk needful of the man.
Luc. O worthy Goth 1 this is the incarnate devil.

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand:
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye ;

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust.

—

Say, wall-ey'd slave, whither would'st thou convey

This growing image of thy fiend-like face?

Why dost not speak ? What ! deaf? No ; not a word ?

A halter, soldiers : hang him on this tree,

And by nis side his fruit of bastardy.

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.

—

First hang the child, that he may see it sprawl

;
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A sight to vex the father's soul withal.

Get me a ladder.

{A ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged
to ascend.)

Aar. Lucius, save the child
;

And bear it from me to the emperess.
If thou do this, I'll shew thee vyond'rons things,

That highly mpy advantage thee to hear :

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I'll speak no more ; but vengeance rot you all

!

Luc. Say ou ; and, it if please me which thou
speak'st,

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish'd.

Aar. An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, Lu-
cius,

'Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak:
For I must talk of murders, rapes, aud massacres,
Acts of black night, abominable deeds,
Coraplots of mischief, treason ; villanies

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform'd :

And this shall all be buried by my death,
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live.

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall live.

Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will begin.

Luc. Who should I swear by ? thou believ'st no

J hat granted, how canst thou believe an oath ?
Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not

:

\ et,—for I know thou art religious.

And hast a thing within thee, called conscience
;

And twenty popish tricks and ceremonies.
Which I have seen thee careful to observe,

—

Tlierefore I urge thy oatli : For that, I know.
An idiot hold his bauble for a god,
And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears

;

To that I'll urge him :—Therefore, thou shalt vow
By that same god, what god soe'er it be.
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence,

—

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up;^
Or else I will discover nought to thee.

Luc. E\ en by my god, I swear to thee, I will.

Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the em-
press.

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman !

Aar. Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity.
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon.
'Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus :

They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravish'd her.

And cut her hands ; and trimm'd her as thou saw'st.

Ltic. O detestable villain ! call'st thou that trim-

ming ? [and 'twas
Aar. Why, she was wash'd. and cut, and trimm'd

;

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it.

Luc. O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself!

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them;
That codding spirit had they from their mother,

As sure a card as ever won the set

;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me.
As true a dog as ever fought at head.

—

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth.

I traiu'd thy brethren to that guileful hole,

VVhere the dead corpse of Bassianus lay :

I wrote the letter that thy father found.

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd,

Confederate with the queen, and her two sons

;

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue,

W'herein 1 had no stroke of mischief in it ?

I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand

;

And when I had it, drew myself apart.

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter.

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall,

VV'hen, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads

:

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd s(*heartily,

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his
;

And when I told the empress of tliis sport.

She swounded almost at my pleasing tale,

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses.

Goth. What! canst thou say all this, and never
blush ?

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as tlie saying is.

Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ?
Aar. Ay, that 1 had not done a thou.sand more.

Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think.
Few come within the compass of my curse,)
Wherem I did not some notorious ill :

As kill a man, or else devise his death;
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it;
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself;
Set deadly enmity between two friends

;Make poor men's cattle break their necks
;

Set fire on bams and hay-stacks in the night.
And bid the owners quench them with their tears.
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves,
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors.
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot;
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees.
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters.
Let not your sorrow die, thourjh I am dead.
1 ut, I have done a thousand dreadful things.
As willingly as one would kill a fly ;

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed.
But that I cannot do ten thousand more.
Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die

So sweet a death as hanging presently.
' Aar. If there be devils, would 1 were a devil.
To live and burn in everlasting fire

;

So I might have your company in hell.

But to torment you with my bitter tongue

!

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, aud let him speak no
more.

Enter a Goth.

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome,
Desires to be admitted to your presence.
Luc. Let him come near.

—

Enter Mkiuxss.
Welcome, ilimilius, what's the news from Rome ?

j^mil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goth«,
The Roman emperor greets you all by me :

Aud, for he understands you are in arms,
He craves a parley at your father's house

;

Willing you to demand your hostages,
And they shall be immediately deliver'd.

1 Goth. What says our general ?

Luc. iEinilius, let the emperor give his pledges
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come.—March away. [Exeunt.

Scene II.—Rome. Before Titus's House.

Enter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrivs,
disguised.

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment,

I will encounter with Andronicus ;

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below.
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs.

Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps.

To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge
;

Tell him. Revenge is come to join with him,

And work confusion on his enemies. (They knock.)

Enter Titus, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation?

Is it your trick, to make me ope the door

;

That so my tad decrees may fly away.
And all my study be to no eft'ect ?

You are deceiv'd : for what I mean to do.

See here, in bloody lines I have set down

;

And what is written shall be executed.

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit. No, not a word : How can I grace my talk.

Wanting a hand to give it action ?

Thou ha.stthe odds of me, therefore no more.

Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou would'st tail

with me.

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough :

Witness this wretched stumu, these crimson lines

;

Witness these trenches, made by grief and care;

Witness tlie tiring dav, and heavy night;

Witness all sorrow, triat I know thee well

For our proud empress, mighty Tamora :
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Is not thy coming for ray other hand ?

Tarn. Know thon, sad man, 1 am notTamora
;

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend :

I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom.

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind.

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light

;

Confer with me of murder and of death :

There's not a hollow cave, nor liirking-place,

No vast obscurity, or misty vale,

Where bloody murder, or detested rape.

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the foul oftender quake.

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me.
To be a torment to mine enemies ? [me.

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands;

Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge,
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels

;

And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner.
And whirl along with thee about the globes.

Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away.
And find out murderei-s in their guilty caves :

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads,
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long

;

Even from Hyperion's rising in the east.

Until his very downfall in the sea.

And day by day I'll do this heavy task.

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tarn, These are my ministers, and come with me.
Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they

call'd?

Tarn. Rapine, and Murder; therefore called so,

'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men.
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress' sons they

are

!

And you the empress ! But we wordly men
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes.

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee :

And, if one arms embracement will cooteut thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by.

[Exit Titus, from above.
Tarn. This closing with him tits his lunacy :

Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-sick»fits.

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches.
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge

;

And, being credulous in tiiis mad thought,

I'll make him send for Lucius, his son

;

And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure,

I'll find some cunning practice out of hand,
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,
Or, at the least, make them his enemies.

See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme.

Enter Titus.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee :

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house;

—

Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too :

—

How like the empress and her sons you are !

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor;

—

Could not all hell atford you sucli a devil ?

For, well I wot, the empress never wags,
But in her company there- is a Moor;
And, would you represent our queen aright,

It were convenient you had such a devil

:

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do?
Tarn. What would'st thou have us do, Andro-

nicus ?

Detn. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him.

Chi. Shew me a villain, that hath done a rape,

And I am sent to be reveug'd on him.

Tarn. Shew me a thousand, that have done tliee

wrong.
And I will be revenged on Ihem all. [Rome ;

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of

And «heu tliou find'st a man that's like thyself.

Good Murder, stab liim ; he's a murderer.

—

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap.
To find another that is like to thee.

Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.

—

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court
There is a queen, attended by a Moor

;

Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion.

For up and down she doth resemble thee
;

I pray thee, do on them some violent death.
They have been violent to me and mine.

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall we do.

But would it please thee, good Andronicus,
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son,

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths,
And bid him come and banquet at thy house :

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast,

I will bring in the empress and her sons,

The emperor himself, and all thy foes ;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel.

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart.

W hat says Andronicus to this device ?

Tit. Marcus, my brother!—'tis sad Titus calls.

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentfe Marcus, to tny nephew Lucius

;

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths

;

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths;
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are :

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too

Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them.

This do thou for my love : and so let hfm.

As he regards his aged father's life.

Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. [Exit

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy business,

And take my ministers along with me.
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me

;

Or else I'll call my brother back again.

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.
Tarn. {To her Sons.) What say you, boys? will

you abide with him.
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor.
How I have goveni'dour determin'd jest?

Yield to this humour, smooth and speak him fair,

{Aside.)

And tarry with him, till I come again.

Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me mad ;

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices
;

A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam.
{Aside.

)

Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave i is here'.

Tarn. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit.

Tit. I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge,
farewell.

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we beemploy'd ;'

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine !

Enter Publius and others.

Pnh. What's your will ?

Tit. Know you these two ?

Pub. The empress' sons,

I take them, Chiron and Demetrius.

Tit. Fy, Publius, fy ! thou art too niuch deceiv'u ;

The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name :

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius

;

Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them.

Oft have you heard me wish for such an iinur.

And now I find it; therefore bind them sure.

And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry.

[Exit Titus.—Publius, §'c. lay hold on
Chirdh and Demetrius.

Chi. Villains, forb'ear ; we are the empress' sons.

Pub. And therefore do we what we are com-
manded.

—

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word :

Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast.
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Re-enter TiTUS Andronicus, tvilk Lavinia; she
bearing a basin, and he a knife.

Tit. Come, come, Laviuia; look, thy foes are

bound.

—

Sirs, stop their months, let them not speak to me

;

But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter.

—

villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! [mud
;

Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with

This goodly summer with your winter mix'd.

Yon kiird her husband ; and, for that vile fault.

Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death :

My hand cut of}', and made a merry j*st

:

[dear

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity,

Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd.

What would you say, if I should let you speak?
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.

This ene hand yet is left to cut your throats

;

Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold

The basin, that receives your guilty blood.

You know, your mother means to feast with me,
And calls herself. Revenge, and thinks me mad.

—

Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to dust.

And with your blood and it, I'll make a paste;
And of the paste a coffin I will rear.

And make two pasties of your shameful heads

;

And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam.
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase.

This is the feast that I have bid her to.

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on

;

For worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter.
And worse than Progne I will be reveng'd :

And now prepare your throats.—Lavinia, come,
[He cuts their throats.)

Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead.
Let me go grind their bones to powder small.

And with tliis hateful liquor temper it;

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd.
Come, ("ome, be every one officious

To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs' feast.

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook,
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes.

[Exeunt, bearing the dead bodies.

Scene III. — The same. A Pavilion, with
tables, §fc.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, ana Goths, ivith Aaron
prisoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since 'tis my father's mind.
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

] Goth. And ours, with thine, befall what fortune

will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous
Moor,

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil

;

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter hira.

Till he be brought unto the empress' face,

For testimony of her foul proceedings ;

And see the ambush of our friends be strong:

1 fear the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear.

And prouipt me, that ray tongue may utter forth

The venomous malice of^my swelling heart!

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow'd slave !

—

Sirs, help our uncle to convey hini in.

—

[Exeunt Goths, tinth Aaron. Flourish.
The trumpets shew the emperor is at hand.

Enter Saturnfnus and Tamora, icith Tribunes,
Senators, and others.

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than

one ?

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a snn ?

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the

parle

;

These quarrels must be quietly debated.
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end.
For peace, for love, tor league, and good to Home :

Please you, therefore, draw uigh, and take yonr
Sat. Marcus, we will. [places.

[Hautboys sound. The Company sit down at
table.)

Enter TiTVS, dressed like a cook, Lavinia, veiled,
young Lucius, and others. Titus places tht/

dishes on the table.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, dread
queen

;

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius

;

And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor,
'Twill fill your stomachs

;
please you, eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus?
Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well

To entertain your highness, and your empress.
Tarn. We are behokieu to you, good Andronicus,
Tit. An ifyour highness knew my heart, you were.

My lord the emperor, resolve me this

;

Was it well done of rash Virginius,
To slay his daughter with his own right hand.
Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, and deflour'd ?

Sat. It was, Andronicus.
Tit. Your reason, mighty lord ? [shame.
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her

And by her presence still renew his sorrows.

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual

;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant
For me, most wretched, to perform the like :-

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee

;

[He kills Lavinia.)
And with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die !

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and un-

kind ? [me blind.

Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made
I am as woful as Virginius was

;

And have a thousand times more cause than he
To do this outrage ;—and it is now done.

Sat. What, was she ravish'd ? tell, who did the

deed. [highness feed ?

Tit. Will't please yon eat? will't please your
Tarn, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter

thus ?

Tit. Not 1 ; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius

:

They ravish'd her, and cut away her tongue.

And they, 'twas they, that did ner all this wrong.
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to as presently.

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie
;

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed.

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.

'Tis true, 'tis true; witness my knife's sharp point.

{Killing Tamora.)
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed.

{Killing Titus.)

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father bleed ?
^

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

{Kills Saturninus. A great tumult. The peo-
ple in confusion disperse. Marcus, Lucius,
and their partisans ascend the steps before

Titus's house.)

Mar. You sad-fac'd men, people and .sons of

By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl [Rome,
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts,

O, let me teach you how to knit again

This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf,

These broken limbs again into one body.

Sen. Lest Rome 4ierself be bane unto herself

;

And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to,

Like a forlorn aud desperate cast-away.

Do shameful execution on herself

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age.

Grave witnesses of true experience.

Cannot induce you to attend niy words,

—

Speak, Rome's dear friend
;
{To Lucius) as erst our

ancestor,

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse,

To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear.

The story of that baleful burning night,

I
Ull
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When subtle Greeks surpris'd kiug Pnam's Troy
;

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.

—

My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel

;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief.

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utterance ; even i'the time

VVlien it should move you to attend me most.

Lending your kind commiseration :

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale
;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you.

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother

;

And they it were that ravished our sister :

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded;
Our father's tears despis'd ; and basely cozen'd

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out.

And sent her enemies unto the grave.

Lastly, myself unkindly banished,

The gates shut on me, and tum'd weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome's enemies;
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears,

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend :

And I am the turn'd-forth, be it known to yoti.

That I have preserv'd her welfare in my blood
;

And from her bosom took the enemy's point.

Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body.
Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I

;

My scars can witness, dumb although they are.

That my report is just, and full of truth.

But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much,
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ;

For when no friends are by, men praise themselves.

Mar. Now is my turn to speak : Behold this child.

{Pointing to the Child in the arms of an At-
tendant.)

Of this was Tamora deliver'd :

The issue of an irreligious Moor,
Chief architect and plotter of these woes;
The villain is alive in Titus' house,
Damn'd as he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience.

Or more than any living man coula bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what say yon,
Romans ?

Have we done aught amiss ? Shew us wherein.
And, from the place where you behold us now.
The poor remainder of Andronici
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down,
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains,

And make a mutual closuie ofour house.
Speak, Romans, speak ; and, ifyou say, we shall,

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will tall.

j^^mil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucius our emperor • for, well I know,
The common voice do cry, it shall be so.

Rom. [Several speak.) Lucius, all hail; Rome's
royal emperor

!

{Lucius, etc. descend.)
Mar. Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house

;

{To an Attendant.)
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor,
To be adjudg'd some direlul slaughtering death.
As punishment for his most wicked life.

Rom. {Several speak.) Lucius, all hail ; Rome's
gracious governor

!

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern so,

To heaJ Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe I

But, gentle people, give me aim a while,

—

For nature puts me to a heavy task
;

Stand all aloof;—but, uncle, draw you near,

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk :

—

O, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips,

{Kisses Titus.)

These sorrowful drops upon the blood-staiu'd face,

The last true duties of thy noble son !

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss,

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

O, were the sum of these that I should pay
Countless and infinite, jet would I pay them

!

Luc. Come hither^ boy ; come, come, and learn

of us

To melt in showers : Thy grandshire lov'd thee well

:

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee,

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow
;

Many a matter hath he told to thee.

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy;

In that respect then, like a loving child,

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring.

Because kind nature doth require it so :

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe:
Bid him farewell ; commit hini to the grave ;

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandsire, grandsire! even with all my
heart

Would I were dead, so yon did live again !

—

lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping
;

My tears will choke me, if I ope my moutli.

Enter Attendants, with Aaron.

1 Rom. You sad Andronici, have done with woes

;

Give sentence on this execrable wretch.

That hath been breeder of these dire events, [him;

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish

There let him stand, and rave and cry for food

:

If any one relieves or pities him.

For the oflence he dies. This is our doom :

Some stay, to see him fasten'd in tlie earth.

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury

dumb ?

1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers,

I should repent the evils I have done
;

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did,

Would I perform, if I might have my will

;

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very soul.

Lue. Some loving friends convey the emperor
hence.

And give him burial in his father's grave :

M»y father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith

Be closed in our household's monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful wtLds,
No mournful bell shall ring her burial

;

But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey

;

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity
;

And, being so, shall hare like want of pity.

See justice done on Taron, that damn'd Moor,
Prom whom our heavy haps had their beginning :

Then, afterwards, to order well the state
;

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Enter Gower.

Before the Palace of Antioch.
,

To sing a song of old was sang.
Prom ashes ancient Gower is come

;

Assuming man's infirmities.

To glad your ear and please your eyes.
It hath been sung at festivals.

On ember-eves, and holy ales ;

And lords and ladies of their lives
Have read it for restoratives :

'Purpose to make men glorious
;

Et quo antiqitius, eo melius.

If you, bom iu these latter times.

When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes,
And that to hear an old man sing,

May to your wishes pleasure bring,

J life would wish, and that I might
Waste it for yon, like taper-light.

—

This city then, Antioch the great
Built up for his chiefest seat;

The fairest in all Syria

;

il tell you what mine authors say ;)

This king unto him took a pheere,

Who died, and left^a female heir.

So buxom, blithe, and full of face.

As heaven had lent her all his grace

;

With whom the father liking took,

And her to incest did provoke :

Bad father ! to entice nis own
To evil, should be done by none.

By custom, what they did begin,

Was, with long use, account no sin

The beauty of ihis sinful dame
Made many princes thither frame,
To seek her as a bed-fellow

:

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow :

Which to prevent, he made a law,

(To keep her still, and men in awe,)
That whoso ask'd her for his wife.

His riddle told not, lost his life :

So for her many a wight did die.

As yon grim looks do testify.

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit.

Scene I.

—

Antioch. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antiochus, Pericles, and Attendants.

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large

receiv'd

The danger of the task you undertake.
Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a soul

Embolden'd with the glory of her praise.

Think death no hazard in this enterprise. {Music.)
Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride,

For the embracements even of Jove himself;
At whose conception (till Lucina reign'd,)

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence.

The senate-house of planets all did sit,

To knit in her their best perfections.

Enter the Daughter of Antiochiis,

Per. See, where she comes, apparell'd like the
spring,

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king
Of every virtue gives renown to men I

Her face, the book of praises, where is read
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence
Sorrow were ever ras'd, and testy wrath
Could never be her mild companion.
Ye gods that made me man, and sway in love.

That have inflam'd desire in my breast,

To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree.

Or die in the adventure, be my helps,

As I am son and servant to your will,

To compass such a boundless happiness

!

Ant. Prince Pericles,

—

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus.
Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides,

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd

;

For death-like dragons here aflVight thee hard :

Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view
A countless glory, which desert must gain

:

And which, without desert, because thine eye
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die.

You sometime famous princes, like thyself.

Drawn by report, advent'rous by desire, [pale,

T?ll thee with speechless tongues, and semblance
That, without covering, save yon field of stars.

They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars
;

And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist

For going on death's net, whom none resist.

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught
My frail mortality to know itself.

And by those fearful objects to prepare

This body, like to tliem, to what I must

:

For death remember'd, should be like a mirror,

Who tells us, life'.s but breatli ; to trust it, error

I'll make my will then; and, as sick men do,'

Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe,
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did

;

So I bequeath a httppy peace to you,

-\nd all good men, as every prince should do

;

My riches to the earth from whence they came

;

But my unspotted fire of love to you.

{To the Daughter of Antiochus.]
Thus ready for the way of life or death,

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus,
Scorning advice.

Ant. Read the conclusion then

;

Which read and not expounded, "tis decreed,
.\s these before thee thou thyself shall bleed.

Daugh. In all, save that, may'st .thon prove
prosperous

!

In all, save that, I wish thee happiness !

Per. l/ike a bold champion, I assume the lists.

Nor ask advice of any other thought

u u*
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But faitlifuluess, and courage. {He reads the riddle.)

I am no viper, yet 1 feed
On mother's flesh, which did trie breed:

I sought a htisband, in tvhich labour,

Ifound that kindness in a father.
He'sfather, son, a7id husband mild,

I mother, wife, and, yet his child
Hotv they may be, and yet in two,'

As you ivill live, resolve it you.

Sharp physic is the last ; but, O you powers

!

That give heaven countless eyes to view men's acts.

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually,

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?

Fair glass of light, I lov'd you, and could still,

{Takes hold of the liand of the Princess.)

Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill

:

But I must tell you,—now, my thoughts revolt

;

For he's no man on whom perfections wait.

That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate.

You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings ;

Who, fmger'd to make man his lawful music,

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to

hearken

;

But, being play'd upon before your time.

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime :

Good sooth, I care not for you.

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life,

For that's an article within our law.

As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expir'd
;

Either expound now, or receive your sentence.

Per. Gfreat king.

Few lo.ve to hear the sins fhey iove to act

;

'Twould 'braid yourself too near for me to tell it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do,

lie's more secure to keep it shut than shewn
;

For vice repeated, is like the wand'ring wind.
Blows dust in others' eyes to spread itself;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear.
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear

:

To stop (the air would hurt them. The blind mole
casts

Copp'd hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is

wrang'd
By man's oppression : and the poor worm doth die

for't.

Kings are earth's gods : in vice their law's their will

;

And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill?

It is enough you Know ; ami it is fit.

What being more known grows worse, to smother it.

All love the womb that their first beings bred.
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head.

Ani. Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found
the meaning ;

—

But I will gloze with him. {Aside.) Young piince

of Tyre,
Though by the tenour of our strict edict.

Your exposition misinterpreting,

We might proceed to cancel ot your days
;

Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree

As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise :

Forty days longer we do respite you
;

If by which time our secret be undone.
This mercy shews, we'll joy in such a son

:

And until then, your entertain shall be.

As doth befit our honour and your worth.

[Exeunt Antiochtis, hisDaughter, and Attendants.
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin !

When what is done is like an hypocrite.

The which is good in nothing but in sight.

If it be true that I interpret false.

Then were it certain, you were not so bad,
As with foul incest to abuse your soul

;

Where now you're both a father and a son,

By your untimely claspiugs with your child,

(Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father
;)

And she an eater of her mother's flesh,

By the defiling of her parent's bed
;

And both like serpents are, who though they feed
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. <

ADtioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men

Blush not in actions blacker than the night.
Will shun no course to keep them from the light.

One sin, I know, another doth provoke

;

Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke.
Poison and treason are the hands of sin.

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame

:

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear.

By flight I'll shun the danger, which I fear. [Exit.

Re-enter Antiochus.

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which
To have his head. [we mean
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy.
Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin

In such a loathed manner

:

And therefore instantly this prince must die
;

For by his fall my honour must keep high.

Who attends on us there ?

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. Doth your highness call?

Ant. Thaliard, you're of our chamber, and onr
mind

Partakes her private actions to your secresy

;

And for your faithfulness we will advance you.

Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold

;

We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him

;

It fits thee nut to ask the reason why.
Because we bid it. Say, is it done ?

Thai.' My lord,

'Tis done.

Enter a Messenger.

Ant. Enough;
Lest your breath cool yourself, telling your haste.

Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. [Exit.

Ant. As thoH

Wilt live, fly after : and as an arrow, shot

From a well-experienc'd archer, hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so ne'er return.

Unless thou say. Prince Pericles is dead.

T/%«/. Mylord,ifI
Can get him once within my pistol's length,

I'll make him sure : so farewell to your highness.

[Exit.

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead.

My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

Tyre. A Room in the Palace,

Enter Pericles, Helicanus, and other Lords.

Per. Let none disturb us : Why this change of
thoughts ?

The sad companion, dull-ey'd melancholy,

By me so us'd a guest is, not an hour.

In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night,

(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed
me quiet

!

fshun them
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine ejcs
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch,
Whose arm seems far too short to hit nu here

:

Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits.

Nor yet the other's distance comfort nif.

Then it is thus: the passions of the mind.

That have their first conception by mis-dread,

Have after-nourishment and life by care
;

And what was first but fear what might be done.

Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.

And so with me ;—the great Antiochus

(Gainst whom I am too little to contend.

Since he's so great, can make his will his act,)

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence;

Nor boots it me to say, 1 honour him.

If he suspect I may dishoiuiur him :

And what may make him blush in being knovnn.

He'll stop the course by which it might be known;
With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land.

And with the ostent of war will look so huge,

Amazemeut shall drive courage from the state

;

Our men be vauquish'd, ere they do resist,

And subjects punish'd, that ne'er thought oSience
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Which care of them, not pity of jayself,

(Who am no more but as the tops of trees,

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend
them,)

Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish,

And punish that before, that he would punish.

1 Lord. Joy and ail comfort in your sacred breast

!

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us,

Peaceful and comfortable

!

Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience
tongue.

They do abuse the king that flatter him

:

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin
;

The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark.

To which that breath gives heat and stronger

glowing
;

Whereas reproof, obedient and in order,

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.

When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace.
He flatters you, makes war upon your life :

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ;

[ cannot be much lower than my knees. [look

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o'er-

What shipping, and what lading's in our haven.
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] HelicaBUS,<

thou
Hast moved us . what seest thou in our looks ?

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord.

Per. If there be such a dart in princes' frowns.
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ?

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven,
from whence

They have their nourishment ?

Per. Thou know'st I have power
To take thy life.

Hel. {Kneeling.) I have ground the axe myself

;

Do you but strike the blow.
Per. Rise, pr'ythee, rise;

Sit down, sit down ; thoa art no flatterer

:

I thank thee for it ; and high heaven forbid.

That kiugs shoald let their ears hear their faults hid !

Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince,

Who by thy wisdom mak'st a pnnce thy servant.

What woald'st thou have me do ?

HeL With patience bear
Such griefs as you do lay upon yourseli.

Per. Thou speak'st lise a physician, Helicanus

;

Who minister'st a potion into me.
That thou wonld'st tremble to receive thyself.

Attend me then : I went to Antioch,
Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death,
( sought the purchase of a glorious beauty.

From whence an issue I might propagate.

Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys.

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder

;

The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest

;

Which by my knowle'dge found, the sinful father

Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'st
this,

Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss.

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled.

Under the covering of a careful night.

Who seem'd my good protector ; and being here.

Bethought me what was past, what might succeed.

I knew him tyrannous; and tyrants' fears

Decrease not, but grow faster than their years:

And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,)

That I should open to the listening air.

How many worthy princes' bloods were shed.

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,

—

To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land vvith arms.
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him

;

When all, for mine, if I may call't oftence.

Must fee! war's blow, who spares not innocence :

Which love to all (of which thyself art one.
Who now reprov'st me for it)

—

Hel. Alas, sir I

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from
my cheeks,

Mnsiofis iLto my mind, a thousand doubts

How I might stop this tempest, ere it came;
And finding little comfort to relieve them,
I thought it princely charity to grie\e them.

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given ma
leave to speak.

Freely I'll speak. Antiochns you fear,

And justly too, I think, you tear the tyrant,
Who either by public war, or private treason.
Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while.
Till that his rage and anger be forgot.

Or destinies do cut his thread of life.

Your rule direct to any ; if to me.
Day senes not light more faithful than I'll be.

Per. I do not doubt thy faith

;

But should he wrong my liberties in absence

—

Hel. W"e'll mingle bloods together in the earth.

From whence we had our being and our birth.

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to

Tharsus
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee ;

And by whose letters I'll dispose myself.
The care I had and have of subjects' good.
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it

I'll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath
;

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both:

But in our orbs we'll live so round and safe.

That time of both this truth shall ne'er con\ince.

Thou shew'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Tyre. An Ante-chamber in the

Palace.

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court.

Here must I kill king Pericles ; and if I do not, 1

am sure to be hanged at home : 'tis dangerous.—
Well, I perceive he was a wise fellow, and had
good discretion, that being bid to ask what he
would of the king, desired he might know none of
his secrets. Now do I see he had some reason for

it: for if a king bid a man be a villain, he is bound
by the indentare of his oath to be one,—Hush, here
come the lords of Tyre,

Enter Helicanus, EscAfJES, and other Lords.

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre-

Further to question of your king's departure.

His seal'd commission, left in trust with me.
Doth speak sufiiciently ; he's gone to travel.

Thai. How ! the king gone

!

{Aside..

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied.

Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves.

He would depart, I'll give some light unto you.

Being at Antioch

—

Thai. What from Antioch ? {Aside.

Hel. Royal Antiochns (on what cause I know not,

Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judg'd so

And doubting lest that he had err'd or sibn'd.

To shew his sorrow, would correct himself;

So puts himself into the shipman's toil,

With whom each minute threatens life or death.

Thai. Well, I perceive {Aside.

I shall not be hang'd now, although I would

;

But since he's gone, the king it sure mast please.

He 'scap'd the land, to perish on the seas.

—

But I'll present me. Peace to the lords of Tjtc !

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochns is welcome.
Thai. From him I come.

With message unto princely Pericles
;

But, since my landing, as I have understood

Your lord has took himself to unknown travels.

My message must return from whence it came.

Hel. We have no reason to desire it, since

Commended to our master, not to us :

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,

—

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre.
[Exeuiti.
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Scene IV.

—

Tharsus. A Room in the Governor's
House.

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here.

And by relating tales of other's griefs,

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ?

Dio. Th3* were to blow at fire, in hope to quench it;

For who digs hills because they do aspire,

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher.

O my distressed lord, even such our griefs
;

Here they're but felt, and seen with mistful eyes,

But like to groves, being topp'd, they higher rise.

Cle. O Dionyza,

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it.

Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ?

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes
Into the air : our eyes do weep, till lungs

Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder; that,

If heaven slumber, while their creatures want,

They may awake their helps to comfort them.

I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years.

And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears.

Dio. I'll do my best, sir.

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have government,
(A city, on whom plenty held full hand,)

For riches, strew'd herself even in the streets

;

Whose towers bore heads so high, they kiss'd the

clouds.

And strangers ne'er beheld, but wonder'd at;

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn'd.

Like one another's glass to trim them by

:

Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight,

And not so much to feed on, as delight

;

All poverty was scorn'd, and pride so great.

The name of help grew odious to repeat
Dio. O, 'tis too true. [change,

Cle. But see what heaven can do! By this our

These months, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air.

Were all too little to content and please,

Although they gave their creatures in abundance.

As houses are defil'd for want of use,

They are now starv'd for want of exercise :

Those palates, who not yet two summers yonnger,

Must have inventions to delight the taste.

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it

;

Those mothers, who, to nousle up their babes.

Thought nought too curious, are ready now.

To eat those little darlings, whom they lov'd.

So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife

Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life

:

Here .stands a lord, and there a lady weeping

;

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall,

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.

Is not this true ?

Dio, Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it.

Cle. O, let those cities, that of Plenty's cup
And her prosperities so largely taste.

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears

!

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. Where's the lord governor ?

Cle. Here.
Speak out thy sorrows, which thou bring'st in haste.

For comfort is too far for us to expect.

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring

shore,

A portly sail of ships make hitherward.

Cle. I thought as much.
One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir,

That may succeed as his inheritor
;

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation.

Taking advantage of our misery.

Hath stutPd these hollow vessels with their power.
To beat us down, the which are down already

;

And make a conquest of unhappy me,
Whereas no glory's got to overcome.
Lord. That's tl;e least fear; for, by the semblance

Of their white flags display'd, they bring us peace.

And come to us as favourers, not as foes.

Cle. Thou speakst like him's untutor'd to repeat.
Who makes the fairest shew, means most deceit.
But bring they what they will, what need we tear ?
The ground's the low'st, and we are half way there.
Go tell their general, we attend him here.

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes.
And what he craves.

Lord. I go, my lord. [Exit.

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist

If wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericles, with Attendants.

Per. Lord governor; for so we hear you are.

Let not our ships and number of our men
Be, like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes.

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,
And seen the desolation of your streets

:

Nor come we to add sorrrow to your tears.

But to relieve them of their heavy load ;

And these our ships yon happily may think

Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stufld within

With bloody views, expecting overthrow.
Are stor'd with corn, to make your needy bread.

And give them life, who are .hunger-starv'd, half

dead.
All. The gods of Greece protect you!

And we'll pray for you.

Per. Rise, I pray yon, rise;;

We do not look for reverence, but for love.

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men.

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify.

Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought.

Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves.

The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils.

Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne'er be seen,)

Your grace is welcome to our town and us.

Per. Which welcome vye'U accept ; feast here a
while.

Until our stars, that frown, lend us a smile. [Exeunt,

ACT II.

Enter Go^VER.

Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king

His child, I wis, to incest bring;

A better prince, and benign lord.

Prove awful both in deed and word.
Be quiet then, as men should be.

Till he hath pass'd necessity.

I'll shew you those in troubles reign,

Losing a mite, a mountain gain.

The good in conversation

(To whom I give my benison,)

Is still at Tharsus, where each man
Thinks all is writ he spoken can:

And, to remember what he does,

(Jild his statue glorious:

But tidings to the contrary

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ?

{Dumb shew.)

Enter at one door Pericles, talking with Cleon;
all the train with them. Enter at another door,

a Gentleman, with a letter to Pericles ; Pericles

shews the letter to Cleon : then gives the Mes-
senger a reward, and knights him. Exeunt
Pericles, Cleov, §"€. severally.

Gow. Good Helicane hath staid at home.
Not io eat honey, like a drone.

From others' labours ; forth he strive

To killen bad, keep good alive
;

And, to fulfil his prince' desire.

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre

:

How Thaliard came full bent with sin,

And hid intent, to murder him
;

And that in Tharsus was not best

Longer for him to make his rest

:

He knowing so, put forth to seas.

Where when men been, there's seldom ease

;
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For now tlie wind begins to blow
;

Thunder above, and deeps below.
Make such unquiet, that the ship
Should house him sate, is wreck'd and split;

And he. good priuce, having all lost.

By waves from coast to coast is tost

;

All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself;
Till fortune, tir'd with doing bad.
Threw him ashore, to give nim glad :

And here he comes : what shall be next,
Pardon old Cfower ; this long's the text. [Exit.

Scene I.

—

Pentapolis. An open Place by the Sea-
side.

Enter Pericles, wet.
Per. Yet cease your ire, ye angry stars of heaven ,'

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man
Is but a substance that must yield to you

;

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you

:

Alas, the sea hath cast me on tlie rocks,
Wash'd me from shore to shore, aud left me breath
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death :

Let it suflRce the greatness of your powers,
To have bereft a priuce of all his fortunes

;

And having thrown him from your wat'ry grave.
Here to Lave death in peace, is all he'll crave.

Enter three Fishermen.

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilche!
2 Fish. Ho ! come, and bring away the nets.

1 Fish. What Patch-breech, I say.'

3 Fish. What say you, master ?

1 Fish. Look how thou stirrest nowl come away,
or rU fetch thee with a wannion.
3 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor

lueu that were cast away before lis, even now.
1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to

hear what pitiful cries they made to us, to help
them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce help our-
selves.

3 Fish, Nay, master, said not I a.s much, when I

saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled? they
say, they are half fish, half flesh : a plague on them,
they ne'er come, but I look to be washed. Master,
I marvel how the fishes live iu the sea.

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-Iaud ; the great ones eat
up the little ones : I can compare our rich misers to

nothing so fitly as to a whale; "n plays aud tumbles,
driving the poor try before him, and at last devours
them all at a mouthful. Such whales have I heard
on a'the land, who never leave gaping, till they've
swallow'd the whole parish, church, steeple, bells,

and all.

Per. A pretty moral.
3 Fish, But, master, if I had been the sexton, I

would have been that day iu the belfry.

1 Fifh. Why, man ?

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed me
too : and when I had been in his belly, I would have
kept such a jangling of the bells, that he should
never have left, till he cast bells, steeple, church,

and parish, up again. But if the good king Simonides
were of my mind

—

Per. Simonides ?

3 Fish. We would purge the land of these drones,

that rob the bee of her honey.

Per. How from the finny subjec) of the sea

These fishers tell the infirmities of men ;

And from their watry empire recollect

All that may men approve, or men detect !

—

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen.

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what's that? if it be

a day fits you, scratch it out of the calendar, and no

body will look aftf r it.

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your coast

—

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea, to

cast tiiee in our way I

Per, A man, whom both the waters and the wind,
In thai vast tennis-court, hath made the ball

For thera to play upon, entreats you pity him
;

He asks of you, that never us'd to beg.

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg? here's them in

our country of Greece, gets more witli begging, tlian

we can do with working.
2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ?
Per. I never practis'd it.

2 Fish. Nay, then, thou wilt starve sure ; for here's
nothing to be got now-a-days, unless thou can'st fish

for't.

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know

;

But what I am, want teaches me to think on

;

A man shrunk up with cold : my veins are chill,
And have no more of life, than may suffice
To give my tongue that heat, to ask your help

;

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead.
For I am a man, prav see me buried.

1 Fish. Die, quotha ? Now gods forbid ! I have
a gown here; come, put in on; keep thee warm.
Now, afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou shalt
go home, and we'll have fle^h tor holidays, fish for

fasting-days, and moreo'er, puddings and flap-jacks
;

and thou shalt be welcome.
Per. I thank you, sir. [not beg.
2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could
Per. I, did but crave.

2 Fish. But crave ? Then I'll turn craver too, and
so I shall 'scape whipping.
Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then ?

2 Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your
beggars were whipped, I would wish no better office,

than to be beadle. But, master, I'll go draw up the
net. [Exeunt two of the Fishermen.

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their

labour

!

1 Fish. Hark you, sir ! do you know where you
Per. Not well. [are ?

1 Fish. Why, I'll tell yon : this is called Penta-
polis, and our king, the good king Simonides.
Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him ?

I Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves to be so called,
for 'his peaceable reign, aud good government.
Per. He is a happy king, since from his subjects

He gains the name of good, by his government.
How far is his court distant from this shore ?

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey ; and I'll

tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is

her birth-day ; and there are princes and knights

come from all parts of the world, to just and tourney
for her love.

Per. Did but my fortunes equal my desires,

I'd wish to make one there.

1 Fish, O, sir, things must be as they may ; and
what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for

—

his wife's soul.

Be-enter the two Fishermen, drawing up a net.

2 Fish. Help, master, help ! here's a fish hangs

in the net, like a poor man's right in the law; 'twill

hardly come out. Ha ! bots on't, 'tis come at last

and 'tis turned to a rusty armour. [see it

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses.

Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself:

And, though it was mine own, part of mine heri

tage.

Which my dead father did bequeath to me.

With this strict charge, (even as he left his life,)

Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a shield

'Tivixt me and death; (aud pointed to this brace :

For that it sav'd me, keep tt^; in Hire necessity.

Which gods protect theefrom ! it may defend thee

It kept where I kept, I so deariy lov'd it

;

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man.

Took it in rage, though calm'd, they give't again

I thank thee for't; my shipwreck's now no ill,

Since I have here my father's gift by will.

1 Fijih. What mean you, sn- ? [worth.

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of

For it was sometime target to a king

;
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I know it by this mark. He lov'd me dearly,

And for his sake, I wish the having of it

;

And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court.

Where with't I may appear a gentleman
;

And if that ever ray low fortunes better,

I'll pay your bounties ; till then, rest yonr debtor.

1 Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ?

Per. I'll shew the virtue I have borne in arms.

1 Fish. U'hy, do ye take it, and the gods give

thee good on't

!

2 Fish. Ay, but hark yon, my friend ; 'twas we
that made up this garment through the rough seams
of the waters : there are certain condolements, cer-

tain vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remem-
ber from whence you had it.

Per. Believe't, I \nll.

Now, by your furtherance, I am cloth'd in steel;

And spite of all the rupture of the sea.

This jewel holds his biding on my arm

;

Unto thy value will I mount myself
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.

—

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided
Of a pair of bases.

2 Fish. We'll sure provide : thou shalt have my
best gown to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee

to the court myself.

Per. Then honour be but a goal to ray will

;

This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A public loay, or platform,
leading to the lists. A pavilion by the side

of it, for the reception of the King, Princess,
Lords, §fc.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, and Attendants.

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ?

1 Lord. They are, my liege

;

And stay your coming to present themselves.

Sim. Return them, we are ready; and our

daughter,
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are.

Sits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat

For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [Exit a Lord.
Thai. It pleaseth you, my lather, to express

My commendations great, whose merit's less.

SiTn. "lis at it should be so ; for princes are

A model, which heaven makes like to itself:

As jevcels lose their glory, if neglected.

So princes their renown, if not respected.

'Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain

The labour of each knight, in his device. [form.

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, I'll per-

Entera Knight; he passes over the stage, and his

Squire jjresents his shield to the Princess.

Sim, Who is the first that doth prefer himself?

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father

;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is a black jEthiop, reaching at the sun

;

The word, Ltcx tua vita mihi.

Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of yon.
[The second Knight passes.)

Who is the second, that presents himself?

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is an arm'd knight, that's conquer'd by a lady :

The motto thus, in Spanish, P:u per dulcura que
per fuerqa. [The third Knight passes.)

Sim. And what's the third ?

Thai. The third of Antioch
;

And his device, a wreath of chivalry :

The word. Me pomptt provexit apex.
[Thefourth Knight passes.)

Sim. Wliat is the fourth ?

Thai. A burning torch, that's turned upside down ;

The word. Quod me alit, me cxtinguit.

Si?)i. Which .shews, that beauty hath his power
and will.

Which can as well inflame, as it can kill.

Thefifth Knight passes.)

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds ;

Holding out gold, that's by the touchstone tried :

The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides.

[The sixth Knight passes.)
Sim. And what's the sixth and last, which the

knight himself
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd ?

Tfiai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is

A wither'd branch, that's only green at top

;

The motto, Li hac spe vivo.

Sim. A pretty mora!

;

From the dejected state wherein he is,

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish.

1 Lord. He had need mean better than.his out-

ward .shew

Can any way speak in his just commend :

For, by his rusty outside, he appears [lance.

To have practis'd niore the whipstock, than the

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes
To an honour'd triumph, strangely furnished.

•^ Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust

Until this day, to scour it in the dust.

Sim. Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan
The outward habit by the inward man.
But stay, the knights are coming; we'll withdraw
Into the gallery. [Exeunt.

[Great shouts, and all cry, The mean knight.)

Scene III.

—

The same. A Hall of State. A
Banquet prepared.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, ana
Attendants.

Sim. Knights,
To say you are welcome, were superfluous.

To place upon the volume of your deeds.

As in a title-page, your worth in arras.

Were more than you expect, or more than's fit.

Since every worth in shew commends itself.

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast

:

You are my guests.

Thai. But you, my knight and guest ;

To whom this wreath of^victory I give.

And crown you king of this day's happiness.

Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit.

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours

;

And here, I hope, is none that envies it.

In framing artists, art hath thus decreed,
To make .some good, but others to exceed.
And you're her labour'd scholar. Come, queen

o'the feast,

(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place :

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace.

Knights. We are honour'd much by good Simo-
nides. (love,

Sitn. Your presence glads our days ; honour we
For who hates honour, hates the gods above.

Marsh. Sir, yond's your place.

Per. Some other is more tit.

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen,
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes.

Envy the great, nor do the low despise.

Per. You are right courteous knigh's.

Siiti. Sit, sit, sir; sit.

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts.

These cates resist me, she not thought upon.

Thai. By Juno, that is queen
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat

Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat.'

Sure he's a gallant gentleman.

Sim. He's but

A country gentleman

;

[done

;

He has done no more than other knights have
Broken a staff, or so ; so let it pass.

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass.

Per. Yon king's to me, like to my father's

picture.

Which tells me, in that glory once he was

;

Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne.

And he the sun, for them to reverence.

None, that beheld him, but, like lesser lights
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Did vail their crowns to his supremacy
;

Where now his son's a glow-worm in the night,

The witch hath tire in darkness, none in light

;

Whereby I see that Time's the king of men,
For he's their parent, and he is their grave.

And gives them what he will, not what they crave.

Si7>i. What, are you merry, knights ?

1 Knifjht. Who can be other, in this royal pre-

sence ? (brim,

Sim. Here, with a cup that's stor'd unto the

(As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips,)

We drink this health to you.

Knights. We thank your grace.

Sim, Yet pause a while
;

Y^on knight, methinks, doth sit too melancholy,
As if the entertainment in our court

Had not a shew might countervail his worth.
Note it not you, Thai.sa ?

Thai. What is it

To me, my father ?

Sim. O, attend, my daughter;
Princes, in this, should live like gods above.
Who freely give to every one that comes
To honour tliem : and princes, not doing so,

Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but kill'd

Are wonderd at.

Therefore to make's entrance more sweet, here say.
We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him.

Thai. Alas, my father, it behts not me
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold

;

He may my proffer take for an offence.

Since men take women' gifts for impudence.
Sim. How !

Do as I bid you, or you'll move me else.

Thai. Now, by the gods, he could not please me
better.

. {Aside.)
Sim. And further tell him, we desire to know.

Of whence he is, his name and parentage.
Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you.

Per. I thank him.

Thai. Wi.shing it so much blood unto your life.

Per. I thank both him and yon, and pledge him
freely.

Thai. And farther he desires to know of you.

Of whence you are, your name and parentage.

Per. A gentleman of Tyre—(my name, Pericles
;

My education being in arts and arms ;)

—

Who, looking for adventures in the world,

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men.
And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore.

T/iai. He,thanks your grace; names himself Peri-

A gentleman of Tj re, who only by [cies,

Misfortune of the seas has been bereft

Of ships and men, and cast upon this shore.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune.

And will awake him from his melancholy.

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles,

And waste the time, which looks for other revels.

Even in your armours, as you are address'd.

Will very well become a soldier's dance.

[ will not have excuse, with saying, this

Loud music is too harsh for ladies' heads;

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds.

{The Knights dance.)

So, this was well ask'd, 'twas so well perform'd.

Come, sir;

Here is a lady that wants breathing too :

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making ladies trip

;

And that their measures are as excellent. [lord.

Per. In those that practise them, they are, my
Sim. O, that's as much, as you would be denied

{The Knights and Ladies dance.)

Of your fair courtesy.—Unclasp, unclasp;
Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well,

But you the best. {To Pericles.) Pages and lights,

conduct [sir.

These knights unto their several lodgings : Y'cnrs,

We have given order to be next our own.
Per. I am at your grace's pleasure.

<S'//«. Princes, it is too late to talk of iove.

For that's the mark I know you level at

:

Therefore each one betake him to his rest

;

To-morrow, all for speeding do their best. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Tyre. A Boom in the Governor's
House.

Enter Heucajs'US and Escanes.
Hel. No, no, my Escanes ; know tliis of me,

—

Antiochus from incest liv'd not free
;

For which, the most high gods net minding longer
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store
Due to this heinous capital offence

;

Even in the height and pride of all his glory.

When he was seated, and his daughter with him.
In a chariot of inestimable value,

A fire from heaven came, and shrivell'd up
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk.
That all those eyes ador'd them, ere their fall,

Scorn now their hand should give them burial.

Esca. 'Twas very strange.

Hel. And yet bat JQst; for though
This king were great, his greatness was no guard
To bar heaven's shaft, but sin had his reward.
Esca. 'Tis very true.

Enter Three Lords.

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference.

Or council, has respect with him but he. [proof.

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without re-

3 Lord. And curs'd be he that will not second it.

1 Lord. Follow me then : Lord Helicane, a word.
Hel. With me ? and welcome : Happy day, my

lords. [top,

1 Lord. Know, that oar griefs are risen to the

And now at length they overflow their banks.

Hbl. Y"our griefs, for what? wrong not the prince

yon love. fcane

;

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself then, noble Heli-

But if the prince do live, let us salute him.
Or know what ground's made happy by his breath.

If in the world he live, we'll seelc him out;

If in his grave he rest, we'll find him there
;

And be resolv'd, he lives to govern us.

Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral.

And leaves us to our free election.

2 Lord. "Whose death's, indeed, the strongest

in our censure :

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head,
(Like goodly buildings left without a roof,)

Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self,

That best know'st how to rule, and how to reign.

We thus submit unto.—our sovereign.

All. Li\ e, noble Hehcane .'

Hel. Try honour's cause ; forbear your suffrages :

If that you love prince Pericles, forbear.

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas,

Where's hourly trouble, for a minute's ease.

A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat yon
To forbear choice i'the absence of your king;

If in which time expir'd, he not return,

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.

But if I cannot win you to this love.

Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects,

And in your search spend your adventurous worth
;

VVhom if you find, and win unto return,

Y'ou shall like diamonds sit about his crown.

1 Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield

;

And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us.

We with our travels will endeavour it. [hands
;

Hel. Theu you love us, Nve you, and we'll clasp

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands.

[Exeunt,

Scene V.

—

Pentapolis. A Boom in the Palace.

Enter Si.monides, readiua a letter; the Knights
meet him.

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simouides.

Sim. Knights from mv daughter this I let you
know
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That for this twelvemonth, she'll not undertake

A married life.

Her reason to herself is only known.

Which from herself by no means can I get.

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord ?

Sim. 'Faith, by no means; she hath so strictly

tied her
To her chamber, that it is impossible.

One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's livery

;

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd,
And on her virgin honour will not break it.

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we take

our leaves. [Exeunt.

Sim. So,

They're well despatch'd ; now to my daughter's

letter

:

She tells me here, she'll wed the stranger knight.

Or never more to view nor day nor light.

Mistress, 'tis well, your choice agrees with mine

;

I like that well :—nay, how absolute she's in't,

Not minding whether I dislike or no

!

Well, I commend her choice
;

And will no longer have it be delay'd.

Soft, here he comes :—J must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per. All fortune to tiie good Simonides

!

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden to you
For your sweet music this last night : my ears,

I do protest, were never better fed

With such delightful pleasing harmony.
Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend ;

Not my desert.

Sim. Sir, you are music's master.

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord.

Sim. Let me ask one thing. What do you think,

,My daughter ?
'

[sir, of

Per. As of a most virtuous princess.

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not?

Per. As a fair day in summer; wond'rous fair.

Sim. My daughter, sir, thinks very well of you

;

Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master.

And she'll your scholar be ; therefore look to it.

Per. Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster.

Sim. She thinks not so
;
peruse this writing else.

Per. What's here

!

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre?
'Tis the king's sublilty, to have my life. [Aside.)

O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord,

A stranger and distressed gentleman.

That never aim'd so high, to love your daughter.

But bent all offices to honour her. [art

Si?n. Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and thou

A villain.

Per. By the gods, I have not, sir.

Never did thought of mine levy oSence
;

Nor never did my actions yet commence
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure.

Sim. Traitor, thou liest.

Per. Traitor

!

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir.

Per, Even in his throat, (unless it be the king,)

That calls me traitor, I return the lie.

Sifn. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage.

(Aside.)

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts.

That never relish'd of a base descent.

I came unto your court, for honour's cause.

And not to be a rebel to her state •

And he that otherwise accounts of me.

This sword shall prove he's honour's enemy.

Sim. No!—
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it.

Enter ThaisA.

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair.

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe
To any syllable that made love to you ?

Thai, Why, sir, say if you had

W^ho takes offence at that would make nie glad '"

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ?

—

I am glad of it with all my heart. [Aside.) I 11 tame
I'll briug you in subjection.

—

[you

;

Will you, not having tuy consent, bestow
Your love and your affections on a stranger?

(Who, for aught I know to the contrary.

Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) [Aside.)

Hear therefore, mistress; frame your will to mine.—
And you, sir, hear you.—£itber be rul'd by me.
Or I will make you—man and wife.

Nay, come
;
your hands and lips must seal it too.

—

And being join'd, I'll thus your hopes destroy
;
—

And for a further grief,—God give you joy !

What, are you both pleas'd ?

Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir.

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it.

Sim. What, are you both agreed ?

Both. Yes, please your majesty.

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, I'll see you wed ;

Tlien, with what haste you can, get you to bed.

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Enter Gowee.

Gow. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout

;

No din but snores, the house about.

Made louder by the o'er-fed breast

Of this most pompous marriage feast.

The cat, with eyne of burning coal.

Now couches 'fore the mouse's hole

;

And crickets sing at th' oven's mouth.
As the blither for their drouth.

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed.
Where,, by the loss of maidenhead,
A bade is moulded ;—Be atttent,

And time that is so briefly spent.

With your fine fancies quaintly eche
;

What's dumb in shew, I'll plain with speech.

[Dumb shew.)

Enter Pericles and Simonides at one door, with
Attendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels,

and gives Pericles a letter. Pericles shews it

to Simonides ; the Lords kneel to the former.
T/ten enter Thaisa wiUi child, and Lychorida.
Simonides shews his daughter the letter; she
rejoices : she and Pericles take leave of her
Father, and depart. Then Simonides, §fc. re-

tire.

Gow. By many a dearu and painful perch,
Of Pericles the careful search
By the four opposing coignes.

Which the world together joins.

Is made with all due diligence.

That horse, and sail, and high expense.
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre
(Fame answering the most strong inquire,)

To the court of king Simonides
Are letters brought, the tenonr these :

Antiochus and his daughter's dead
;

The men of Tyrus, on the head
Of Helicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre, but he will none:
The mutiny there he hastes t'appease;

Says to them, if king Pericles

Come not, in iwice six moons, home,
He, obedient to their doom.
Will take the crown. The sum of this.

Brought hither to Pentapolis,

Y-ravished the regions round.

And every one with claps, 'gan sound,

Our heir apparent is a king ;

Who dream'd, who thought ofsuch a thing ?

Brief, he mnst hence depart to Tyre :

His queen with child makes her desire

(Which who shall cross ?) along to go ;

(Omit we all their dole and woe ;)

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes.
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And so to sea. Their vessel shakes
Oa Neptune's billow ; half the flood

Hath their keel cut ; but fortune's mood
Varies again ; the grizzled north
Disgorges such a tempest forth.

That, as a duck for live that dives.

So up and down the poor ship drives.

The lady shrieks, and, well-a-near!

Doth fall in travail with her fear:

And what ensues in this fell storm.
Shall, for itself, itself perform.
I nill relate, action may
Conveniently the rest convey:
Wliich might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold
This stage, the ship, upon whose deck
The sea-tost prince appears to speak. [Exit.

Scene I.

Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea.

Per. Thou God of this great vast, rebuke these
surges, [hast

Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that

Upon the winds command, bind them in brass.

Having call'd them from the deep ! O, still thy
deaf'ning,

Thy dreadful thunders
;
gently quench thy nimble.

Sulphureous flashes !—O how, Lyrhorida,
How does my queen?—Thou storm, thou, yeno-

mously
Wilt thou spit all thyself?—The seaman's whistle
Is as a whisper in the ears of death.
Unheard.—Lychorida!—Lucina, O
Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle

To those that cry by night, convey thy deity
Aboard our dancing boat ; make swilt the pangs
Of my queen's travails I—Now, Lychorida

—

Enter Lychorida, with an infant.

Lye. Here is a thing
Too youug for such a place, who, if it had
Conceit, would die as I am like to do.

Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen.
Per. How ! how, Lychorida,
Lye. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the storm.

Here's all that is left living of your queen,

—

A little daughter ; for the sake of it.

Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. O yon gods !

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,
' And snatch them straight away ? We, here below.
Recall not what we give, and therein may
Vie honour with yourselves.

Lye. Patience, good sir,

Even for this charge.

, Per. Now, mild may be thy life

!

For a more blnst'rous birth had never babe :

Quiet and gentle thy conditions !

For thou'rt the rudeliest welcom'd to this world.
That e'er was prince's child. Happy what follows !

Thou hast as cniding a nativity.

As tire, air, water, earth and heaven can make,
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first.

Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit.

With all thou canst find here.—Now the good gods
Throw their best eyes upon it

!

Enter tivo Sailors.

1 Sail. What courage, sir? God save yon.

Per. Courage enougli : I do not fear the flaw

;

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love

Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer,

I would, it would be quiet.

1 Sail. Slack the bolins there ; thou wilt not, wilt

thou ? Blow, and split thyself.

2 Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy
billow kiss the moon, I care not.

1 Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard ; the sea
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the
ship be cleared of the dead.

Per. That's your superstition.

1 Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it still

hath been observed ; and we are strong in earnest.

Therefore briefly yield her ; for she must overboard
straight. [queen!

Per. Be it as yon think meet.—Most wretched
Lye. Here she lies, sir.

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thon had, my dear;
No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have 1 time
To give thee hallow'd to tljy grave, but straight
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin'd, in the ooze;
Where, for a monument upon thy bones,
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale.
And humming water must o'erwhjelm thy corpse,
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida,
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper.
My casket and my jewels j and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin cotter : lay the babe
Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say
A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, woman.

[Exit Lychorida.
2 Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneafii the hatches,

caulk'd and bitumed ready.
Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is this ?

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus.
Per. Thither, gentle mariner.

Alter thy course for Tyre. When can'stthou reach it?

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease.

Per. O make for Tharsus.
Tliere will I visit Cleon, for the babe
Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there I'll leave it

At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner;
I'll bring the body presently. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's Houte.

Enter Cerimon, a Servant, andsome persons tvho

have been shipwrecked,
Cer. Philemon, ho!

Enter Philemon.

Phil. Doth my lord call ?

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men

:

It hath been a turbulent and stormy night.

Serv. I have been in many : but such a night as

Till now, I ne'er endur'd. (this,

Cer. Your master vtdll be dead ere you return

;

There's nothing can be mhiister'd to nature,

That can recover him. Give this to the 'pothecary.

And tell me how it works.
(
To Philejnoti.)

[Exeunt Philemon, Servant, and those who
had been shipwrecked.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Good morrow, sir.

2 Gent. Good morrow to your lordship.

Cer. Gentlemen,
Why do you stir so early ?

1 Gent. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea.

Shook as the earth die! quake
;

The very principals did seem to rend.

And all to topple
;
pure surprise and fear

Made me to quit the house. [early
;

3 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so

'Tis not our husbandry.

Cer. O, you say well.

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship,

having

Rich tire about you, should at these early hours

Shake ofl'the golden slumber of repose.

It is most strange,

Nature should be so conversant with pain.

Being thereto not compell'd.

Cer. I held it ever

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater

Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs

May the two latter darken and expend

;

But immortality attends the former.

Making a man a god. 'Tis known, I ever
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,

Have studied physic, through which secret art,

By turning o'er authorities, I have

(Together M-ith my practice,) made familiar

To me and to my aid, the blest infusions

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones

;

And I can speak of the disturbances

That nature works, and of her cures ; which gives me
A more content in course of true delight

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour,

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags,

To please the fool and death. [forth

2 Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus pour'd

Your charity, and hundreds call tiiemselves

Your creatures, who by you have been restor'd :

And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon
Such strong renown as time shall never

—

Enter two Servants, loith a chest.

Serv. So ; lift there.

Cer. What is that ?

Serv. Sir, even now
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest

;

'Tis of some wreck.
Cer. Set it down, let's look on it.

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir.

Cer. Whate'er it be,

'Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight;

If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with gold.

It is a good constraint of fortune, that

It belches upon us.

2 Gent. 'Tis so, ray lord.

Cer. How close 'tis caulk'd and bitnm'd !

—

Did the sea cast it up ?

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir,

As toss'd it upon shore.

Cer. Come, wrench it open
;

Soft, soft !—it smells most sweetly in my sense.

2 Gent. A delicate odour.

Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so.—up with it.

O you most potent gods ! What's here ? a corse !

1 Gent. Most strange !
[treasur'd

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm'd and en-

With bags of spices full ! A passport too !

Apollo, perfect me i'the characters !

( Unfolds a scroll.)

Here I give to understand, [Reads.)

i
If e'er this coffin drive a land,)

', king Pericles, have lost

This qtieen, worth all our mundane cost.

Whofinds her, give her buruing.

She tvas the daughter of a king

:

Besides this treasure for a fee,

The gods requite his charity !

If thou liv'st, Pericles, tliou hast a heart,

That even cracks for woe !—This chanc'd to-night.

2 Gent. Most likely, sir.

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night

;

For look, how fresh she looks !— They were too

rough.

That threw her in the sea. Mate fire within

;

Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet.

Death may usurp on nature many hours, .

Aud yet the fire of life kindle again

The overpressed spirits. 1 have heard

Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead,

By good appliance was recovered.

Enter a Servant, ivith boxes, napkins, andfire.
Well said, well said : the fire and the cloths.

—

The rough and woful music that we have.

Cause it to sound, 'beseech you. [block !

The vial once more;— How thou stirr'st, thou

The music there.—I pray you, give her air :—
Gentlemen,
This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth
Breathes our of her : she hath not been entranc'd

Above five hours, see, how she 'gins to blow
Into life's flower again !

1 Gent. The heavens, sir,

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up

Your fame for ever.

Cer. She is alive ; behold.
Her eye-lids, cases to those heavenly jewels
WTiicli Pericles hath lost.

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold
;

The diamonds of a most praised water
Appear, to make the world twice rich. O live.

And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature

Rare as you seem to be ! (She moves.)

Thai. O dear Diana,
W^here am I ? Where's my lord ? What world is

2 Gent. Is not this strange ? [this?

1 Gent. Most rare.

Cer. Hush, gentle neighbours;

Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her.

Get linen ; now this matter must be look'd to.

For her relapse is mortal. Come, come, come ;

And ./^culapius guide us

!

[Exeunt, carrying Thaisa away.

Scene III.

—

T/uirsus. A room in Clean's House.

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, Lychorida,
and Mabina.

Per. Most honour'd Cleon, I must needs be gone.

My twelve months are expir'd, and Tyrus stands

In a litigious peace. You, and your lady.

Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods

Make up the rest upon you !

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you
mortally.

Yet glance full wand'ringly on us.

Dion. O your sweet queen

!

That fjhe strict fates had pleas'd you had brought

her liither.

To have bless'd mine eyes !,

Per. We cannot but obey

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar

As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end
Must be as 'tis. My babe Marina ( whom,
For she was born at sea, I have nam'd so, ) here

I charge your charity withal, and leave her

The infant of your care ; beseeching you
To give her princely training, that sne may be
Manner'd as she is born.

Cle. Fear not, my lord :

Your grace, that fed my country with your corn,

(For which the people's prayers still fall upon you).

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection

Should therein make me vile, the common body.
By you reliev'd, would force me to my duty

;

But if to that my nature need a spur.

The gods revenge it upon me and mine.

To the end \»f generation !

Per. I believe you ;

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit.

Without your vows. Till she be married, madam,
By bright Diana, whom we honour all,

Unscissor'd shall this hair of mine remain.

Though I shew will in't. So 1 take, my leave.

Good madam, make me blessed in your care

In bringing up my child.

Dion. I have one Ciyself,

Who shall not be more dear to my respect.

Than yours, my lord.

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers.

Cle. We'll bring your grace even to the edge
o'the shore

;

Then give you up to the mask'd Neptune, and
The gentlest winds of heaven.

Per. I will embrace
Your offer. Come, dear'st madam.—O, no tears,

Lychorida, no tears

:

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace

^'ou may depend hereafter. Come, my lord.
• [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's
House.

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa.

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewel*,
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Lay with you in your coffer : which are now
At your comtnana. Know you the character ?

Tliai. It is my lord's.

That I was shipp'd at sea, I well remember.
Even on my yearning time : but whether there

Delivered or no, by the holy gods,

I cannot rightly say : But since king Pericles,

My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again,

A vestal livery will I take me to.

And never more have joy.

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak,
Diana's temple is not distant far,

Where yon may 'bide until your date expire.

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that's all

;

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small.

{Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter GowER.

Gower. Imagine Pericles at Tyre,
Welcom'd to his own desire.

His woful queen leave at Ephe.ss,

To Dian there a votaress.

Now to Marina bend your mind.
Whom our fast growing scene must find

At Thar^Hs, and by Cleon train'd

In music, letters ; who hath gain'd
Of education all the grace.
Which makes her both the heart and place
Of general wonder. But alack !

That monster envy, of the wrack
Of earned praise, Marina's life

Seeks to take off by treason's knife.

And in this kind hath our Cleon
One daughter, and a wench full grown,
Even ripe for marriage figlit ; this maid
Hight Philoten : and it is said

For certain in our story, she
Would ever with Marma be

;

Be't when she weav'd the sleided silk ^
With fingers long, small, white as milk ; W
Or when she would with sharp neeld wound '

The cambric, which .she made more sound
By hurting it ; or when to the lute

She svtay;, and made the night-bird mute,
That still records with moan ; or when
She would with rich and constant pen
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still

This Philoten contends in skill

With absolute Marina : so

With the dove of Paplios might the crow
Vie feathers white. Marina gets

All praises, which are paid as debts.

And not as given. This so darks
In Philoteo all graceful marks,'

That Clecvn's wife, with envy rare,

A present murderer does prepare
For good Marina, that her daughter
Might stand peerless by this slaughter.

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead,

JLychorida, our nurse, is dead

;

And cursed Dionyza hath
The pregnant instrument of wrath
Prest for this blovv. The unborn event
I do commend to your content:
Only I carry winged time
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme

;

Which never could I so convey,
tJnless your thoughts went on my way.

—

Dionyza does appear.
With Lecmine, a murderer. [Exit.

Scene I.

—

Tkarsus. An open Place, near the
Sea^shore.

Enter Dionyza and Leonine.
Dion. Thy oath remember; thou hast sworn to

do it:

"Tis hut a blow which never shall be known.

Thou canst not do a thing i'the world so soon,

To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience.

Which is but cold, iuflanie love in thy bosom,
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be
A soldier to thy purpose.

Leon. I'll do't; but yet she is a goodly creature.
Dion. The fitter then the gods should liave her.

Here
Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death.
Thou art resolv'd ?

Leon. I am resolv'd.

Enter Marina, with a basket offlowers.

Mar. No, no, I will rob Telhis of her weed.
To strew thy green with flowers ; the yellows, bines.

The purple violets, and marigolds.
Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave.
While summer days do last. Ah me .' poor maid.
Born in a tempest, when my mother died.

This world to me is like a lasting storm.
Whirring me from my friends.

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do you keep alone ?
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have
A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favour's chang'd
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, come

;

Give me your wreath of flowers, ere the sea mar it.

Walk forth with Leonine ; the air is quick there.

Piercing, and sharpens well tlie stomach. Come ;

—

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her.

Mar. No, I pray you
;

I'll not bereave you of your servant.

Dion. Come, come

;

I love the king your father, and yourself.

With more than foreign heart. We every day
Expect him here : when he shall come and find

Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted.

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage;
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta'ea
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you.
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve
That excellent complexion, which did steal

The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ;

I can go home alone.

Mar. Well, I will go

;

But yet I have no desire to it.

Dion. Come, come , I know 'tis good for yon.
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least;

Remember what I have said.

Leon. I warrant you, madam.
Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while

;

Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood ;<

What ! I must have a care of you.

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.

—

[Exit Dionyaa.
Is this wind westerly that blows ?

Leon. _ South-west.

Mar. When I was born, the wind was north.

Leon. Was't so ?

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear.

But cry'd, good seamen ! to the sailors, galling

His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes;
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea
'J'hat almost burst the deck, and from the ladder-

tackle

Wash'd off a canvass-ciimber : Ha ! says one,

Wi/t out! and, with a dropping industry,

They skip from stem to stern : the boatswain
whistles.

The master calls, and trebles their confusion.

Leon. And wlien was this ?

Mar. It was, when 1 was bom :

Never was waves nor wind more violent.

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily.

Mar. What mean you ?

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer

I grant it : Pray; but be not tedious.

For the gods are quick of ear and 1 am iiworn

To do my work with baste.
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Why will you kill me ?

Leon. To satisfy my lady.

Mar. Why would she have me kill'd?

Now, as I can remember, by my troth,

I never did her hurt in all my bfe

;

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn

To any living creature : believe me, la,

I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly :

I trod upon a worm against my will.

But I wept for it. How have I offended.

Wherein my death might yield her profit, or

My life imply her danger?
Leon. My commission

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it.

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, I hope.

You are well-favour'd, and your looks foreshew

You have a gentle heart. 1 saw you lately.

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought

:

Good sooth, it shew d well in you ; do so now :

Your lady seeks my life ; come you between,

And save poor me, the weaker.

Leon. I am sworn,

And will despatch.

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina is struggling.

1 Pirate. Hold, villain ! {Leonine runs away.)

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize !

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let's

have her aboard suddenly.
[Exeunt Pirates ivith Marina.

Scene IT.

—

The same.

Re-enter Leonine.

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great pi-

rate Valdes

;

And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go

:

There's uo hope siie'll return. I'll swear she's dead.

And thrown into the sea.—But III see further

;

Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her,

Not carry her abroad. If she remain,

Whom they have ravish'd, must by me be slain.
^

[Exit.

Scene \\l.—Mytilene. A Room in a Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

Pand. Boult.

Boult. Sir.

Pand. Search the market narrowly ; Mytilene is

full of gallants. We lost too much money this

mart, by being too wenchless.

Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures.

We have but poor three, and they can do no more
than they can do; and with continual action are

even as good as rotten.

Pand. Therefore let's have fresh ones, whate'er

we pay for them. If there be not a conscience to

be us'd in every trade, we shall never prosper.

Bawd. Thou say'st true ; 'tis not the brmging up

of poor bastards, as I think I have brought up
some eleven

—

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought them ^down
again. But shall I search the market ?

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a

strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so piti-

fully sodden.

Pand. Thou say'st true; they are too unwhole-
some, o'cooscience. The poor Transilvanian is dead,

that Iny with the little baggage.

Boult. Ay, she quickly poop'd him ; she made
him roast-meat for worms :—but I'll go search the

market. [Exit.

Pand. Three or four thousands chequins were as

pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give over.

Bawd. VVhy, to give over, 1 pray you ? is it a

shame to get when we are old ?

Pand. O, our credit comes not in like the com-
modity

; nor the commodity wages not with the
danger ; therefore, if in our youths we could pick
up some pretty estate, 'twere not amiss tolteep our
door hatch'd. Besides, the sore terms we stand

upon with the gods, will be strong with us for giv-

ing over.

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we.
Pand. As well as we ? ay, and better too ; we

oSend worse. Neither is our profession any trade

;

—it's no calling :—but here comes Boult.

Enter the Pirates and Boult, dragging in
Marina.

Boult. Come your ways. ( To Marina.)—My
masters, you say she's a virgin?

1 Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not.

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough for this

piece, you see : if you like her, so; if not, I have
lost my earnest.

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ?

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has
excellent good clothes ; there's no further necessity

of qualities can make her be refused.

Bawd. What's her price, Boult? [pieces.

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand
Pa7id. Well, follow me, ray masters; you shall

have your money presently. Wife, take her in

;

instruct her what she has to do, that she may not

be raw in her entertainment.

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates.

Baivd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; tlie

colour of her hair, complexion, height, age, with
warrant of her virginity ; and cry. He that ivill give

most, shall have her first. Such a maidenhead were
no cheap thing, if men were as they have been.

Get this done as I command you.

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit.

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow !

(He should have struck, not spoke
;
) or that the.se

pirates,

(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard
Thrown me to seek my mother!
Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one?
Mar. That I am pretty.

_
[you.

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in

Mar. I accuse them not.

^^wd. You are lit into my hands, where you are

like to live.

Mar. The more my fault

To 'scape his hands, where 1 was like to die.. .

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure.

Mar. No.
Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentle-

men of all fashions. You shall fare well
;
you shall

have the difference of all complexions. Whit ! do
you stop your ears ?

Mar. Are you a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not
a woman ?

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman.
Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think I s'-.U

have something to do with you. Come you are a
young foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I

would have you.

Mar, The gods defend me !

Bawd, if it please the gods to ilefend you by
men, then men mu.st comfort you, men must feed

you, men must stir you up.—Boult's returned.

Enter Boult.

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market ?

Boidt. I have cried her almost to the number of

her hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice.

Bawd. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou

find the inclination of the people, especially of the

younger sort?

Boult. 'Faith, they listened to me, as they would
have hearkened to their father's testament. There
was a Spaniard's rnoutli so watered, that he went
to bed to her very description.

Bated. We shall have him here to-morrow with

his best rnfi'on.

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you
know the French knight that cower i'the hams?
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Baivd. Who ? monsieur Veroles ?

Boult. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the pro-

claraation ; but he made a groan at it, and swore he
would see her to-morrow.
Bated. Well, well ; as for him, he brought his

disease hither : here he does but repair it. 1 know,
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns
in the sun.

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a tra-

veller, we should lodge them with this sign.

Bawd. Pray you, come hither awhile. You have
fortunes coming upon you. Mark, me

;
you must

seem to do that tearfully, which you commit wil-

lingly ; to despise profit, where you have most gain.

To weep that you five as you do, makes pity in your
lovers. Seldom, but that pity begets you a good
opinion, and that opinion a mere profit.

Mar. I understand you not.

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her
home : these blushes of hers must be quenched
with some present practice.

Baud. Thou say'st true, i'faith, so they must

:

for your bride goes to that with shame, which is

her way to go with warrant.

Boult. 'Faith, some do, and some do not. But,
mistress, if [ have bargain'd for the joint,

—

Baivd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit.

Boult. I may so.

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come, young one,
I like the manner of your garments well. (yet.

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed
Baicd, Boult, spend thou that in the town : re-

port wliat a sojourner we have
; you'll lose nothing

Dy custom. When nature framed this piece, she
meant thee a good turn: therefore say what a para-
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine

own rei ort.

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not

80 awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her
beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. I'll bring home
some to-wght.

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me.
Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep,

Untieit I still my virgin knot will keep.
Diana, aid my purpose !

Bau d. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray
yon, will you go with us ? [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Tharsus. A Room in aeon's House.

Enter Cleon and Dionyza.

Dion. Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone ?

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter.

The s>m and moon ne'er look'd upon !

Dion. I think

You'll turn a child again.

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world,
I'd give it to undo the deed. O lady.

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess

To exjual any single crown o'the earth,

I'the justice of compare ! O villeun Leonine,
Whom thou hast poison'd too

!

If thou hadst drunk to him, it had been a kindness
Becoming well thy feat : what canst thou say.

When noble Pericles shall demand his child ?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates,

To foster it, nor ever to preserve.

She died by night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it ?

Unless you play the impious innocent.

And for an honest attribute, cry out,

She died by foul play.
Cle. O, goto. Well, well,

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods
Do like this worst.

Dion. Be one of those, that think

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence.
And open this to Pericles. I do sliame
To think of what a noble strain you are,
A-nd of how cow'd a spirit.

Cle. To such proceeding
Who ever bnt his approbation added.

Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow
From honourable courses.
Dion. Be it so then

:

Vet none does know, but jou, how she came dead.
Nor none can know, Leonme being gone.
She did disdain my child, and stood between
Her and her fortunes : None would look on her.
But cast their gazes on Marina's face

;

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,
Not worth the time of day. It pierced me thorough

;And though you call my course unnatural.
You not your child well loving, yet I find.
It greets me, as an enterjirise of kindness,
Perform'd to your sole daughter.

Cle. Heavens forgive it

!

Dion. And as for Pericles,
What should he say ? We wept after her hearse.
And even yet we mourn : her monument
Is almost finish'd, and her epitaphs
In glittering golden characters express
A general praise to her, and care in us
At whose expense 'tis done.

Cle. Thou art like the harpy.
Which, to betray, doth wear an angel's face,
Seize with an eagle's talons.

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies

;

But yet I know you'll do as I advise. [Exeunt.

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina
at Tharsus.

Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues
make short;

Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for'tj

Making, (to take your imagination,)
From bourn to bourn, region to region.

By you being pardon'd, we commit no crime
To use one language, in each several clime.
Where our scenes seem to live. I do Ijeseech you,
To learn of me, who stand i'the gaps to teach you
The stages of our story. Pericles
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas,
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,)
To see his daughter, all his life's delight.

Old Escanes, whom Hebcauus late

Advanc'd in time to great and high estate.
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind.
Old Helicanus goes along behind. [brought
Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, have
This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought;
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,)

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.
Like motes and shadows see them move awhUe

;

Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile.

{Dumb shew.)

Enter at one door, Pericles ivith his Train;
Cleon and Dionyza at the other. Cleon shews
Pericles the tomb ofMarina; ivhereat ^'ericles
makes lamentation, puts on sackcloth, and in a
mighty passion departs. Then Cleon and
DiONYZA retire.

Goiv. See how belief may suffer by foul shew

!

This borrow'd passion stands for true old woe

;

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd,

With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o'er-

shower'd.

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears
Never to wash his face, nor cut iiis hairs

;

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He beai*

A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears.

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit

The epitaph is for Marina writ

By wicked Dionyza.
{Reads the inscription on Marina's monument.)

The fairest, sweet'st, and best, lies here,

Who ivither'd in her spriny of year.

She was of Tyrus, the king's daughter.

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter:
Marina was she call'd: and at her birth,
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Thetis, being proud, swallow'd some part o'the

earth

:

Therefore the earth fearing to be overflow'd.

Hath Thetis' birth-child on the heavens bestowed:

Wherefore she does, ( and swears she'll never
stint,)

Make raying battery upon shores offlint.
No visor does become black villany,

So well as soft and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead.

And bear his courses to be ordered
By lady fortune ; while our scenes display

His daughter's woe, and heavy well-a-day.

In her unholy service. Patience then.

And think you now are all in Mitylen. [ Exit.

Scene V.

—

Mitylene. A Street before the Brothel.

Enter, from the Brothel, two Gentlemen.

1 Ge7it. Did you ever hear the like ?

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a place as

this, she being once gone,

1 Ge7it. But to have divinity preached there ! did

yon ever dream of such a thing ?

2 Ge7it. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy-
houses : Shall we go hear the vestals sing ?

1 Gent. I'll do anv thing now that is virtuous ; but

I am out of the road of rutting, for ever. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

The same. A Room in the Brothel.

Enter Pander, Batod, and Boult.

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth

of her, she had ne'er come here.

Bawd. Fy, fy upon her ; she is able to freeze the

god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We
must either get her ravished, or be rid of her.

When she should do for clients her fitment, and do
me the kindness of our profession, she has me her

quirks, her reasons, her master-reasons, her prayers,

her knees ; that she would make a puritan of the

devil, if he should cheapen a ki.ss of her.

Boult. 'Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll dis-

furnish us of all our cavaliers, and make all our

swearers priests.
_

['ue

!

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for

Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid ont, but

by the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysi-

machus, disguised.

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the

peevish baggage would but give way to customers.

Enter Lvsimachus.

Lys. How now? How a dozen of virginities ?

Bawd. Now, the gods to bless your honour!

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good health.

.' s. Yon may so ; 'tis the better for you that

your resorters stand upon sound legs. How now,
wholesome iniquity ? Have you that a man may deal

withal, and defy the surgeon?

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would—but

there never came her like in Mitylene.

Lys. If she'd do the deeds of darkness, thou

wonld'st say.
^

(enough.

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say, well

Lys. Well ; call forth, call forth.

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red,

you shall see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed,

if she had but—
Lys. What, pr'ythee ?

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest.

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less

than it gives a good report to a number to be chaste.

Enter Marina.

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the

.'talk;—never plucked yet, I can assure you. Is

she not a fair creature ?

Lys. 'Faith, she would serve after a long voyage
at sea. Well, there's for you ;—leave us.i.

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave : a

word, and I'll have done presently.

Lys. I beseech you, do.

Bawd. First, 1 would have you note, this is an
honourable man. (To Mar. who?n she takes aside.)
Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily

note him.

Bawd. Next, he's the governor of this country,
and a man whom I am bound to.

Mar. If he govern this country, you are bound
to him indeed ; but how honourable he is in that, I

know not.

Bawd, 'Pray you, without any more virginal

fencing, will you use him kindly ? he will line your
apron with gold.

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will thank-
fully receive.

Lys. Have yon done ?

Bated. My lord, she's not paced yet; you must
take some paius to work her to your manage. Come,
we will leave his honour and her together.

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult.
Lys. Go thy ways.—Now, pretty one, how long

have you been at this trade ?

Mar. What trade, sir?

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall oflFend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please
you to name it.

Lys. How long have you been of this profession ?

Mar. Ever since I can remember.
Lys. Did you go to it so young? Were you a

gamester at five, or at seven ?

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one.

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims you
to be a creature of sale.

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such

resort, and will come into it ? I hear say, you are of

honourable parts, and are the governor of this place.

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto

you who I am ?

Mar. Who is my principal ?

Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets seeds

and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard

something ofmy power, and so stand aloof for more
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one,

my authority shall not see thee, or else, look friendly

upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place.

Come, come.
Mar. If you were born to honour, shew it now

;

If put upon you, make the judgment good
That thought you worthy of it.

Lys. How's this? how's this?—Some more ;—
be sage.

Mar. For me,
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune

Has plac'd me here within this loathsome stye,

Where, since I came, diseases have been sold

Dearer than physic,—O that the good gods
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place,

Though they did change me to the meanest bird

That flies i' the purer air

!

Lys. I did not tiunk

Thou could'st have spoke so well; ne'er dream'd
thou could'st.

Had I bri<ught hither a corrupted mind.
Thy speech had alter' il it. Hold, here's gold forthee",

Persever still in that clear way thou goest,

And the gods strengthen thee !

Mar. The gods preserve you !

Lys. For me, be you thoughten

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me
The very doors and windows savour vilely.

Farewell. Thou art a peace of virtue, and

I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.

—

Hold ; here's more gold for thee.

—

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, (me.

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear'st from

It shall be for thy good.

{As Lysimachus is putting up his purse,

Boult enters.)

Boult. I beseech your honour, one piece for me.
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Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper! Your

ho'ise.

But for this virgin that doth prop it op.
Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away !

[Exit.
Boult. How's this ? We must take another course

with you. li your peevish chastity, which is not
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under the
cope, shall undo a whole household, let me be geld-
ed like a spaniel. Come your ways.

Mar>. Whither would you have me ?

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken off,

or the common hangman shall execute it. Come
your way. We'll have no more gentlemen driven
away. Come your ways, I say.

Re-enter Baivd.

Bawd. How now ! What's the matter ?

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here
spoken holy words to the lord Lysiraachus.
Bawd. O abominable

!

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to

stink, afore the face of the gods.

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever !

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a
snow-ball ; saying his prayers too.

Bawd. Boult, take her away ; use her at thy
pleasure : crack the glass of her virginity, and make
the rest malleaHIe.

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground
than she is, she shall be ploughed.
Mar. Hark, hark, you gods

!

Bawd. She conjures : away with her. Would
she had never come within my doors ! Marry hang
you ! She's bom to undo us. Will you not go the
way of women-kind? Marry come up, my dish of

chastity with rosemary and bays

!

[Exit.

Boult. Come, mistress : come your way with me.
Mar, Whither would you have me ? [dear.

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so
Mar. Pr'ythee, tell me one thing first

Boult. Come now, your one thing.

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be?
Boult. Why^ I could wish him to be my master,

or ratlier nty mistress.

Mar. Neither of tliese are yet so bad as thou art.

Since they do better thee in their command.
Thou hold'st a place, for wliich the pained'st fiend

Of hell would not in reputation change :

Thmi'rt the damn'd door-keeper to every coystrel

That hither comes enquiring for his tib
;

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear

Is liable ; thy very fiiod is such
As hath been belch'd on by infected lungs.

Boult. What would you have me ? go to the wars,
would you? where a man may serve seven years
for the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in

the end to buy him a wooden one ?

Mar. Do any thing but tliis thou doest. Empty
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth

;

Serve by indenture to the common hcmgman

;

Any of these ways are better yet than this :

For that which thou professest, a baboon.
Could he but speak, would own a name too dear.

that the gods would safely from this place

Deliver me! Here, here is gold fur thee.

If that thy master would gain aught by me.
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance.
With other virtues, which 111 keep from boast

;

And I will undertake all these to teach.

I doubt not but this populous city will

Yield many scholars.

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of?

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again.

And prostitute me to the basest groom
That doth frequent your house.

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thee :

if I can place thee, I will.

Mar. But, amongst honest women ?

6«9

Boult. 'Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst
them. But since my master and mistress have
bought you, there's no going but by their consent;
therefore I will make them acquainted with your
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them
tractable enough. Come, I'll do for thee what I
can

; come your ways. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Enter Gower.
Goto. Marina thus the brothel 'scapes, and chances

Into an honest house, our story says.
She sings like one immortal, and she dances
As goddess-like to her admired lays

:

Deep clerks she dumbs ; and with her neeld com-
poses

Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry
;

That even her art sisters the natural roses

;

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry

:

That pupils lacks she none of noble race.
Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place;
And to her father turn our thought again.
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost

;

Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv'd
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd
God Neptune's annual feast to keep : from .whence
Lysimacnus our Tynan ship espies.
His banners sable, trimm'd with rich expense

;

And to him in his barge with fervour hies.
In your supposing once more put your sight;
Of heavy Pericles think this the bark :

Where, what is done in action, more, if might.
Shall be discover'd

;
plea.se you, sit and hark. [Exit.

Scene I.—Ow board Pericle.i' Skip, off Mitylene.
A close pavilion on deck, ivith a curtain before
it ; Pericles ivithin it, reclining on a couch. A
barge lyifig beside the Tyrian vessel.

Enter tivo Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian
vessel, the other to the barge : to </<em Helicanus.

Tyr. Sail. Where is the lord Helicanns? he can
resolve you. {To the Sailor ofMitylene.)

here he is.

—

Sir, there's a barge put oflF from Mitylene ;

And in it is Lysimachus the governor,
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ?

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen.
Tyr. Sail, Ho, gentlemen ! ray lord calls.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ?

Hel. Gentlemen,
There is some of worth would come aboard
To g^eet them fairly.

(
The Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend,

and go on board the barge.)

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords ; the
Tyrian Gentlemen, and the two Sailors.

Tyr. Sail. Sir,

This is the man that can, in aught you would.
Resolve you.

Lus. Hail, reverend sir ! The gods preserve you !

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am,
And die as I would do.

.Lys. You wish me well.

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triamphs.

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,

1 made to it, to know of whence you are.

Hel. First, sir, what is your place ?

Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before.

Hel. Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king

;

A man, who for this three months hath not spoken

To auy one, nor taken sustenance,

But to prorogue his grief

Lys. Upon what ground is his di-stemperature ?

Hel. Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat
;

xx'

fyon,

I pray
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But the main grief of all springs from the loss

Of a beloved daughter and a wife.

Jjvs. May we not see him, then ?

ttel. You may indeed, sir.

"But bootless is your sight : he will not speak
To any.

hys. Yet, let me obtain my wish.

Ilel. Behold him, sir : {Pericles disvovered.) this

was a goodly person,

Till the disaster, that, one mortal night.

Drove him to this.

Irys. Sir, \ing, all hail ! the gods preserve you !

Hail,

Hail, royal sir

!

Hel. It is iti vain ; fae will not speak to you.

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst

wager,
Would win some words of him.

Lys. 'Tis well bethought.
She, questionless, with her sweet harmony
And other choice attractions, would allure,

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts.

Which now are midway stopp'd :

She, all as happy as of all the fairest.

Is, with her fellow maidens, now within
The leafy shBlter, that abuts against

The island's side.

{He whispers one of the attendant Lords.)
[Exit Lord, in the barge of Lysimachus.

Hel. Sure, all's effectlffss; yet nothing we'll

omit [ness

That bears recovery's name. But, since your kind-
We have stretch'd thus far, let us beseech you

further.

That for our goldVe may provision have,
Wherein we are not destitute for want,
But weary for the staleness.

Lys. O, sir, a courtesy.
Which if we should deny, the most just God
For every graff would send a caterpillar.

And so inflict our province.—Yet once more
Iiet me entreat to Know at large the cause
Of your king's sorrow.

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it ;

—

But see, I am prevented.

Enter, from the barge, Lord, Marina, and a
young Lady.

Lys. O, here is

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one !

—

la't not a gooxlly presence?
Hel. A gallant lady.

Jjys. She's such, that were I well assur'd she
came

Of gentle kindi and noble stock, I'd wish
No better choice, and think me rarely wed.

—

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty
Expect even nere, where is a kingly patient

:

If that thy prosperous-artificial feat

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught.
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay
As thy desires can wish.

Mar. Sir, I will use
My utmost skill in his recovery.
Provided none but I and my companion
Be suffer'd to come near him.

Lys. Come, let us leave her.
And the gods make her prosperous

:

{Marina sings.)
Lys. Mark'd he your music ?
Mar. No, nor look'd on us.

iys. See, she will speak to him.
Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear :

—

Per. Hum ! ha !

Mar. I am a maid.
My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes.
But have been gaz'd on, comet-Lte : she speaks,
My lord, that, may be, hath endur'd a griet
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh 'd.

Though wayward fortune did malign my state.

My derivation was from ancestors

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings:'

But time hath rooted out ray parentage.

And to the world and awkward casualties

Bound lue in ^servitude.—I will desist

;

But there is something glows upon my cheek.
And whispers in mine ear, Go not till ke speak.

{Aside)
Per. My fortunes—parentage—good parentage

—

To equal mine I—was it not thus ? what say you '

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my pa-
rentage,

Yon would not do me violence.

Per. I do think so.

I j)ray you, turn your eyes again upon me.

—

Y ou are like something that—What country-wo-
Here of these shores ? [man?
Mar. No, nor of any shores :

Yet I was mortally brouglit forth, and am
No other than I sppear.

Per. 1 am great with vroe, and shall deliver

weeping.
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one
My daughter might have been: my queen's square

brows

;

Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight

;

As silver-voic'd ; "her eyes as jewel-like,
And cas'd as richly : in pace another Juno ;

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them
hungry, [live ^

The more •she gives them speech.—Where do you
Mar. Where I am but a stranger: from the deck

You may discern the place.

Per. Where were yon bred?
And how achiev'd you these endowments, which
You make more rich to owe ?

Mar. Should I tell ray history,

'Twould seem like lies disdain'd in the reporting.

Per. Pr'ythee speak

;

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look'st

Modest as justice, and thou seem'st a palace
For the crown'd truth to dwell in : I'll believe thee.
And make my senses credit thy relation.

To points that seem impossible : for thou look'st

Like one I lov'd indeed. What were thy friends ?

Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back,
(VVhich was when I perceiv d thee,) that thou cam'st
Prom good descending ?

Mar. So indeed I did.

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said'st
Thou hadst been toss'd from wrong to injury.

And that thou thought'st thy griefs might equal iiune,

If both were open'd ?

Mar. Some such thing indeed
I said, and said no more but what my thoughts
Did warrant me was likely.

Per. Tell thy story

;

If thine consider'd prove the thousandth port
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I

Have suffer'd like a girl : yet thou dost look
Like Patience, gazing on kings' graves, and smiling
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ?

How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most kind
virgin ?

Recount, I do beseech thee : come, sit by me.
Mar. My name, -sir, is Marina.
Per. O, I am mock'd,

And thou by some incensed god sent hither
To make tbie world laugh at me.
Mar. Patience, good sir,

Or here I'll "cease.

Per. Nay, I'll be patient

;

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle me.
To call thyself Marina.
Mar. The name Marina,

Was given me by one that had some power

;

My father, and a king.

Per. How I a king's daughter i

And call'd Marina ?

Mar. ^ You said you would believe me
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were you
[boru ?

But, not to be a troubler of your peace,
I will end here.

Per. But are you flesh and blood ?

Have yoii a working pulse ? and are no fairy ?

No motion ?—Well ; speak on. Where we
And wherefore call'd Marina ?

Mar. Call'd Maiiua,
For I was bom at sea.

Per. At sea ! thy mother?
Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king

;

Who died tire very minute I was born.
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft

Deliver'd weeping.
Per. O, stop there a little

!

This is the rarest dieam that e'er dull sleep
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be.

My daughter's buried. [Aside.) Well:—where
were you bred ?

I'll hear you more, to the bottom of your story.

And never interrupt yon. (give o'er.

Mar. You'll scarce believe me ; 'twere best I did
Per. I will believe you by tbe syllable

Ofwhat you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave :

—

How came you in these parts ? where were you
bred ? [me ;

'

Mar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife.
Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn,
A crew of pirates came and rescued me;
Brought me to Mytilene. But now, good sir.

Whither will you have me ? Why do you weep ?

It may be.

You think me an impostor : no, good faith
;

I am tlie daughter to king Pericles,

If good king Pericles be.

Ver. Ho, Helicanus

!

Hel. Calls my gracious lord ?

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor.

Most wise in general : Tell me, if thou canst,
,

What t'lis maid is, or what is like to be.

That thus hath made me weep ?

Hel. I know not ; but
Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene,

Speaks nobly of her.

Lys. She would never tell

Her parentage; being demanded that.

She would sit still aud weep.
Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour'dsir;

Give me a gash, put me to pit-sent pain

;

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me,
O'erbear the shares ofmy mortality, [hither.

And drown me with their sweetness.—O, come
Thou that beget'st him that did thee beget

;

Thou that wast boru at sea, buried at Tharsus, ',

And found at sea again !— Helicanus,

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud

As thunder threatens us : This is Marina.

—

What was thy mother's name ? tell me but that.

For truth can never be confirm'd enough.

Though doubts did ever sleep.

Mar. First, sir, I pray.

What is your title ?

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now
(As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect,)

My drown'd queen's name, thou ,art the heir of
kingdoms,

And another life to Pericles thy father.

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter, than

To say, my mother's name was Thaisa ?

Thaisa was my mother, who did end.

The minute I began. [child.

Per. Now, blessing on thee, rise ; thou art my
Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus,

I
Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been,

Jy savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all

;

When thou shalt kneel aud justify in knowledge,
She is thy very princess.—Who is this ?

Hel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mytilene,
Who, hearing of your melancholy state.

Did come to see you.
Per. I embrace you, sir.

Give me ray robes ; I am wild in my beholding.
heavens bless my girl ! But hark, what mugic ?

—

Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him
O'er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt.
How sure you are my daughter.—But what music ?

—

Hel. My lord, 1 hear none.
Per. None ?

The music of the spheres: list, my Marina.
Lys. It is not good to cross him : give him way.-
Per. Rarest sounds

!

Do ye not hear ?

Lys. Music ? my lord, I hear—
Per. Most heavenly music :

It nips me unto list'ning, and thick slumber
Hangs on mine eye-lids ; let me rest. {He sleeps.)

Lys. A pillow for his head

;

(
The curtain before the Pavilion ofPericles

is closed.)
So leave him all.—Well, my companion-friends.
If this but answer to my just belief,
1 11 well remember you.

[ Exeunt Lysimachus, Helicanus., Marina,
and attendant Lady.

Scene II.

—

The same.

Pericles on the deck asleep ; Diana appearing to

him as in a vision.

Dia. Mjf temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee
thither.

And do upon mine altar sacrifice.

There, when my maiden priests are met together

Before the people all,

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife:
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call

And give them repetition to tlie life.

Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe :

Do't and be happy, by my silver bow.
Awake, aud tpll thy dream. {Diana disappears.)
Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,

1 will obey thee !—Helicanus !

Enter Lysimachus, Helicanus, and Marina.

Hel. Sir.

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike

The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am
For other service first : toward Ephesus
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons I'll tell thee why.

—

{To Helicanus.)
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore,

Aud give you gold for such provision

As our intents will need ? [ashore,

Lys. With all my heart, sir ; and when you come
I have another suit.

Per. You shall prevail.

Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems
Y'ou have been noble towards her.

Lys. Sir, lend your arm.

Per. Come, my Marina. \Exeunf.

Enter Goyter, before the Temple ofDiandat
Ephesus.

Goiv. Now our sands are almost run
;

Rlore a little, and then done.

This, as my last boon, give me,

(For such kindness must relieve me,)

That you aptly will suppose

What pageantry, what feats, vyhat shews.

What minstresly, and pretty din.

The regent made in Mitylin,

To greet the king. So he has thriv'd.

That he is promis'd to be wiv'd

To fair Marina ; but in no wise,

, Till he hath done his sacrifice,

* As Dian bade-- whereto being'bound.

The iuterioi, pray you, all confound.
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In feather'd briefness saiis are filPd,

And wishes fall out as they're will'd.

At Ephesus, the temple see.

Oar king, and all his company.
That he can hither come so soon,

Is by your fancy's thankful boon. [Exit.

ScBNE III.—TAe Temple of Diana at Ephesus;
Thaisa standing near the Altar, as High-
Priestess ; a number of Virgins on each side ;

Ckrimon and other in/iabitants of Ephesus at-
tending.

Enter Pericles, with his Train; Lysimachus,
Helicanus, Marina, and a Lady.

Per. Hail, Dian ! perform thy just command,
I here confess myself the king of Tyre ;

Who, frighted from my country, did wed
The fair Thaisa, at Pentapolis.
At sea in child-bed died she, but brought forth
A maid-child call'd Marina ; who, O goddess.
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus
Was nurs'd with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years
He sought to murder : but her better stars
Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose shore
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us,
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she
Made known herself my daughter.

Thai. Voice and favour !

—

I on are, yon are—O, royal Pericles !

—

[She faints.)
Per. What means the woman ? she dies ! help,

gentlemen

!

Cer. Noble sir.

If you have told Diana's altar true.
This is your wife.

P^''- Reverend appearer, no

;

I threw her o'erboard vdth these very arms.
Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you.
^*''' 'Tis most certain.
Cer. Look to the lady ;—O, she's but o'erjoy'd.

Early, on blust'ring morn, this lady was
Thrown on this shore. I op'd the coffin, and
Pound there rich jewels; recover'd her, and plac'd
Here in Diana's temple. [her

^«'"- May we see them ?
Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my

honse.
Whither I invite you. Look ! Thaisa is

Reeover'd.
Thai. O, let me look •

If he be none of mine, ray sanctity
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear,

'

But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord.
Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak.
Like him you are : Did you not name a tempest,
A birth, and death ?

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa !

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead
And drown'd.
Per. Immortal Dian

!

\x^^^^' Now I know you better.

—

When we with tears parted Pentapolis,
The king, my father, gave you such a ring.

D rr<L- .• [Shews a ring.)
rer. I his, this . no more, you gods ! your pre-

sent kindness
Makes mv past miseries sport : You shall do well,
iTiat on the touching of her lips I may
Melt, and no more be seen, O come, be buriedA second time within these arms.

,
*^«'"-

^ My heart
l^aps to be gone into my mother's bosom.

(Kneels to Thaisa.)

Per. Look, who kneels here ; Flesh of thy flesh

Thaisa

;

Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina,

For she was yielded there.

Thai. Bless'd, and mine own

!

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen

!

Thai. I know you not.

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly

from Tyre,
I left behind an ancient substitute.

Can you remember what I call'd the man ?

I have nam'd him oft.

Thai. 'Twas Helicanns then.

Per. Still confirmation :

Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he.

Now do I long to hear how you were found

;

How possibly preserv'd ; and whom to thank

Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man.
Through whom the gods have shewn their power;

that can
From first to last resolve yon.

Per. Reverend sir,

The gods can have no mortal officer

More like a god than you. Will you deliver

How this dead queen re-lives ?

Cer. I will, my lord.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house,

Where shall be shewn you all was found with her;

How she came placed here within the temple ;

No needful thing omitted.
Per. Pure Diana!

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer

My night oblations to thee. Thaisa,

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter.

Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now,
This ornament that makes me look so dismal.

Will I, my lov'd Marina, clip to form
;

And what these fourteen years no razor touch'd.

To grace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify.

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit.

Sir, that my father's dead.
Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there,

my queen.
We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves
Will in that kingdom spend our following days :

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign.

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay.

To hear the rest untold.—Sir, lead the way.
[Exeunt.

Enter GowER.

Gow. In Antioch, and his daughter, you have
heard

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward
;

In Pericles, 1ms queen and daughter, seen

(Although aseail'd with fortune fierce and keen,. ^

Virtue preserv'd from fell destruction's blast,

Led on by heaven, and crown'd with ioy at last

In Heiieanus may you well descry
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty :

In reverend Cerimon there well appears.
The worth that learned charity aye wears.
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour'd

name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn

;

That him and his they in his palace bum.
I'he gods for murder seemed so content
To punish them ; although not done, but meant
So on your patience evermore attending.

New joy wait on you ! Here onr play has ending.

Exit Gower.
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The tragedy of Lear is deservedly celebrated among the dramas of Shakspeare. There is perhaps no play which

keeps the attention so strongly fixed; which so much agitates our passions, and interests our curiosity. The artful
involutions of distinct interests, the striking oppositions of contrary characters, the sudden changes of fortune, and
the quick succession of events, fill the mind with a oerpetual tumult of indignation, pity, and hope. There is no
scene which does not contribute to the aggravation or the distress or conduct to the action, and scarce a line which
does not conduce to the progress of the scene. So powerful is the current of the poet's imagination, that the mind,
which once ventures withiii it, is hurried irresistibly along.
On the seeming improbability of Lear's conduct, it may be observed, that he is represented according to histories

at that time vulgarly received as true. And, perhaps, if we turn our thoughts upon the barbarity and ignorance of
the age to which the story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely as while we estimate Lear's manners by our own.
Such preference of one daughter to another, or resignation of dominion on such conditions, would be yet credible,
if told of a petty prince of Guinea or Madagascar. Shakspeare, indeed, by the mention of his earls and dukes, has given
us the idea of times more civilized, and of life regulated by softer manners ; and the truth is, that though he so
nicely discriminates, and so minutely describes the characters of men, he commonly neglects and confounda the cha-
characters of ages, by mingling customs ancient and modern, English and foreign.
My learned friend, Mr. Warton, who has in The Adventurer very minutely criticised this play, remarks, that the

instances of cruelty are too savage and shocking, and that the intervention of Edmund destroys the simplicity of
the story. These objections may, I think, be answered, by repeating, that the cnielty of the daughters is an historical
fact, to which the poet has added little, having only drawn it into a series by dialogue and action. But I am not
able to apologise with equal plausibility for the extrusion of Gloster's eyes, which seems an act too horrid to beendured
in dramatic exhibition, and such as must always compel the mind to relieve its distress by incredulity. Yet let it

be remembered that our author well knew what would please the audience for which he wrote.
The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the action is abundantly recompensed by the addition of variety,

by the art with which he is made to co-operate with the chief design, and the opportunity which he gives the poet
of combining perfidy, and connecting the wicked son with the wicked daughters, to impress this important moral,
that villany is never at a stop, that crimes lead to crimes, and at last terminate in ruin.
But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shakspeare has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to perish in a just cause,

contrary to the natural ideas ofjustice, to the hope of the reader, and what is yet more strange, to the faith of chronicles.
Yet this conduct is justified by The Spectator,viho blames Tate for giving Cordelia success and happiness in his alteration,

and declares, that iu his opinion, the tragedy has lost half its beauty. Dennis has remarked, whether justly or not ,
that

,
to

secure the favourable reception of Cato, the town was poisoned with much false and abominable criticism and that en-
deavours had been used to discredit and decry poetical justice. A play in which the wicked prosper, and the virtuou*
miscarry, may doubtless be good, because it is a just representation of the common events of human life : but since

all reasonable beings naturally love justice, 1 cannot easily be persuaded, that the observation of justice makes a
play worse ; or that, if other excellencies are equal, the audience will not always rise better pleased from the iinal

triumph of persecuted virtue. In the present case, the public has decided. Cordelia, from the time of Tate, has
always retired with victory and felicity. And, if my sensations could add any thing to the general suffrage, I might
relate, I was many years ago so shocked by Cordelia's death, that I know not whether I ever endured to read again

the last scenes of the play, till I undertook to revise them as an editor. There is another controversy among the

critics concerning this play. It is disputed whether the predominant image in Lear's disordered mind be the loss

of his kingdom or the cruelty of his daughters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critic, has evinced, by induction of

particular passages, that the cruelty of his daughters is the primary source of his distress, and that the loss ot royalty

affects him only as a secondary and subordinate evil. He observes, with great justness, that Lear would move our

compassion but little, did we not rather consider the injured father than the degraded king. The story of this play, except

the episode of Edmund, which is derived, I think, from Sidney, is taken originally from Geoffry of Monmoath,
^"""J

Holinslied generally copied; but perhaps immediately from an old historical ballad. My reason for believing mat
the play was posterior to the ballad, rather then the ballad to the play, is, that the ballad has nothing of Shakspeare «

nocturnal tempest, which is too striking to have been omitted, and that it follows the chronicle; it has the rudi-

ments of the play, but none of its amplifications ; it first hinted Lear's madness, but did not array it in circumstances

The writer ofthe ballad added something to the history, which is a proof that he would have added "><«« *' "'°'''

had occurred to his mind; and more must have occurred if he had seen Shakspeare, Johnson.
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Scene,—Britain.

ACT I.

Scene I.—A Room ofState in King Lear's Palace.

Enter Kent, Gloster, «w(/ Edmund.

Kent. I thought, the king had more afFected the

duke of Albany, than Cornwall.

Glo. It did always seem so to us : but now, in

the division of the kingdom, it appears not which
ofthe dukes he values most; for equalities are so

weigh'd, that curiosity in neither can make ch«ice

of either's moiety.

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ?

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge :

I have so often blu.sh'd to acknowledge him, tnat

now I am brazed to it.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.

Gio. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where-
upon she grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed,

sir, a sou for her cradle, ere she had a husband for

her bed. Do you smell a fault ?

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue

of it being so proper.

Glo. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my
account : though this knave came somewhat saucily

into the world before he was sent for, vet was his

mother fair; there was good sport at his making,

and the whoreson must be acknowledged.—Do you

know this noble gentleman, Edmund ?

EUm. No, my lord.

Glo. My lord of Kent: remember him hereaflei

as my honourable friend.

Edm. My services to your lordship.

Kent. 1 must love you, and sue to know yen

better.

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving.

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he

sliall again.:—The kiag is coming.

'Trumpets sound within.)
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Enter Leak, Cornwall, Albanv, Goneril,
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the lords of Frauce and Burguntly,

Gloster.

Glo. I sfaall, luy liege. [Exeunt Glo. and Edm.
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker

purpose. [divided,

Give me the map there.— Know, that we have

Jn three, our kingaom ; and 'tis our fast intent

'J o shake all cares and business from our age ;

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburdeu'd crawl toward death.—Our son of Corn-

wall,

And you, our no less loving son of Albany,

We have this hour a constant will to publish

Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife

Maybe prevented now. The princes, France and
Burgundy,

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love.

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn.

And here are to be answer'd.—Tell me, my daugh-

ters,

(Since now we will divest us, both of rule.

Interest of territorv, cares of state,)

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most?
That we our largest bounty may extend
Where merit doth most challenge it.—Goneril,

Our eldest-bom, speak first.

Gon. Sir, I

Do \o\e you more than words can wield the matter,

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and hberty

;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare

;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour

:

As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found.

A love, that makes breath poor, and speech unable
;

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

Cor. What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be
silent. (Aside.)

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to

this,

With shadovvy forests and with champains rich'd

;

With plenteous rivers, and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady : To thine and Albany's issue

Be this perpetual.—What says our second daughter.

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
Reg. I am made of that self metal as my sister.

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find, she names my very deed of love

;

Only she comes too short,—that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys.

Which the most precious square of sense possesses
;

And tind, I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness' love.

Cor. Then poor Cordelia! (4sirfe.)

And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love's

More richer than my tongue.

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever,
Reraaiii this ample third of our fair kingdom

;

No less in space, validity, and pleasure.

Than that confirm'd on Goneril.—Now, our joy.

Although the last, not least ; to whose young love
The vines of-France, and milk of Burgundy,
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say, to draw
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak.

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing ?

Cor. Nothing. '

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again.
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less,

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech
a little,

L^st it may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good my lord.

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I
Return those duties back as are right tit.

Obey vou, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters hasbauds, if they say.

They love you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed.
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall

carry

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty :

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters.

To love my father all.

Lear. But goes this with thy heart?

Cor. Ay, good my lord

Lear. So young, and so uutender ?

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. [dower :

Lear. Let it be so.
—

"Thy truth then be thy

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun;

The ruysteries of Hecate, and the night

;

By all the operations of the orbs.

From whom we do exist, and cease to be; :

Here I disclaim all my paternal care.

Propinquity, and property of blood.

And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarons

Scythian,

Or he that makes his generation messes
To gorge liis appetite, shall to my bosom
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd.

As thou, my sometime daughter.

Kent. Good my liege,

—

Lear. Peace, Kent

!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath :

I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery.—Hence, and avoid my sight

!

{To Cordelia.)

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her I—Call France ;—Who
stirs ?

Call Burgundy.—Cornwall, and Albany,
With my two daughters' dowers digest this third

Liet pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power,
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects, [course.

That troop with majesty.— Ourself, by monthly
With reservation of an hundred knights.

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode [tain

Make with you bj due turns. Only we still re-

The name, and all the additions to a king

;

The sway,
Revenue, execution of the rest.

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm.
This coronet part between you. [Giving the crown.)
Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honour'd as my king,
Lov'd as my father, as my roaster foUow'd,
As my great patron thought on in my prayers,

—

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from
the shall.

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly.
When Lear is mad. What would'st thou do, old

man?
Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak.
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness ho-

nour's bound.
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom

;

-4nd, in thy best consideration, check
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment.
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound
Reverbs no hoUowness.
Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more.
Kent. My Hfe I never held but as a pawn

To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it.

Thy safety being the motive.

Lear. Out ofmy sight

!

Kent. See better, Lear; and let me still remain
The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now, by Apollo,

—

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king.

Thou swear'st thy gods in vain.

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant

!

{Laying his hand on his sivord.)

Alb. §f Corn. Dear sir, forbear.

Kent. Do;
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Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift

:

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
I'll tell thee, thou dost^wL
Lear. VHear me, recreant I

On thine allegiance hear me !

—

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd

pride,

To come betwixt our sentence and our power

;

(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,)

Ou:- potency made good, take tliy reward.
Five days we do allot thee, for provision
Tt) shield thee from diseases of the world

;

Aid, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back
Upm our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following,
Thy banish'd trunk he found in our dominions.
The moment is thy death : Away ! by Jupiter,
This shall not he revok'd. [appear,

Kent. Fare thee well, king : since thus thou wilt
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.

—

The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
{To Cordelia.)

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said !

—

And your large speeches may your deeds approve,

{To Regan and Ooneril.)
That good eflFects may spring from words of love.—

v

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu
;

He'll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit.

Reenter wloster ; with France, Burgundy,
and Attendants.

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, [lord.

We first address towards you, who with this king
Hath rivall'd for our daughter ; What, in the least,

Will you require in present dower with her.

Or cease your quest of love ?

Bur. Most royal majesty,
I crave no more tlian hath your highness ofier'd.

Nor will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to ns, we did hold her so

;

But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there she stands
;

If aught within that little, seeming substance,

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd.

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace.

She's there, and she is yours.

Bur. I know no answer.
Lear. Sir,

Will you, with those infirmities she owes,
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, [oath,

Dower'd with our rurse, and stranger'd with our
Take her, or leave her ';*

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir

;

Election makes not up on such conditions.

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power
that made me,

I tell you all her wealth.—For you, great king,

( To France.)
I would not from your love make such a stray.

To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you
To avert your liking a more worthier way.
Than on a wretch, whom nature is asham'd
Almost to acknowledge hers.

France. This is most strange !

That she, that even but now was your best object.

The argument of your praise, balm of your age.

Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time

Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle

So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence

Must be of such unnatural degree.
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection

Fall into. taint : which to believe of her,

Must be. a faith, that reason without miracle
Could never plant in me.

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty,
(If for I want that glib ana oily art.

To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend,
I'll do't before I speak,) that you make known

It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,

No unchaste action, or dishonoured step.
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour :

But even for want of that, for which I am richer;
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue,
That I am glad I have not, though not to have it.

Hath lost me in your liking.

Lear. Better thou
Had'st not been bom, than not to have pleas'd me

better.

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness iu nature,
Which often leaves the history unspoke.
That it intends to doV—My lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the lady? Love is not love.
When it is mingled with respects, that stand
Aloof from the entire point. Will yon have her?
She is herself a dowry.
Bur. Royal Lear,

Give but that portion which yourself prooos'd
And here I take Cordeha by the hand.
Duchess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing : 1 have sworn ; I am firm.

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father.

That you must lose a husband.

,
Cor. Peace he with Burgundy !

Since that respects of fortune are his love,

I shall not be his wife. [ing poor

;

Fra7ice. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, be-
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd ! ,

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon :

Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away.
Gods, gods I 'tis strange, that from their cold'st

neglect

My love should kindle to inflam'd respect.

—

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance.
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France :

Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy,
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.

—

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind

;

Thou losest here, a better where to find.

Lear. Thou hast her, France ; let her be thine

;

for we
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see
That face of hers again :—Therefore, be gone,
Without our grace, our love, our benizon.

—

(<ome, noble Burgundy.
[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn-

wall, Albany/. Gloster, ana Attendants.
France. Bid farewell to your sisters.

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes

Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ;

And, like a sister, am most loath to call

Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well oar father

:

To your professed bosoms I commit him

;

But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace

I would prefer him to a better place.

So farewell to you both.

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties.

Reg. Lei your study

Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd yon

At fortune's alms. You have obedience scantedy

And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides

;

Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.

Well may you prosper !

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.

[Exeunt France and Cordelia.

Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of what

most nearly appertains to us both. I think, our

father will hence to-night.

Reg. That's most certain, and with you; next

month with us.

Gon. You see how fall of changes his age is;

the observation we have made of it hath not been

little : he always loved our sister most; and with

what poor judgment he hath now cast her off, ap-

pears too grossly.

Reg. "1 is the infirmity of his age : yet he hath

ever but slenderly known himself.

G<m. The best and soundest of his time hath beeo

4
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but rash • then must we look to receive from Lis

aee not 'alone the imperfections of long-engrafted

condition, but, therewithal, the unruly waywardness,

that infirm and choleric years bring with them.

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have

from him, as this of Kent's banishment.

Gon. There is further compliment of leave-takmg

between France and him. Pray you, let us hit to-

gether : If our father carry authority with such dis-

positions as he bears, this last surrender of his will

but offend us.

Beg. We shall further think of it.

Gon. We must do something, and i' the heat.

[Exeunt.

Scene \l.—A Hall in the Earl ofGloster's Castle.

Enter Edmund, with a letter.

Edtn. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law

My services are bound : Wherefore should I

Stand in the plague of custom; and permit

The curiosity of nations to deprive me.

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines

Lag of a brother ? Why bastard? wherefore base ?

When my dimensions are as well compact.

My mind as generous, and my shape as true.

As honest madam's issue ? why brand they us

With base ? with baseness ? bastardy ? base, base ?

Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take

More composition and fierce quality.

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed.

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops.

Got 'tween a.ileep and wake ?—Well then,

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land
;

Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund,
As to the legitimate : Fine word,—legitimate !

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,

And my invention thrive^ Edmund the base

Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper :

—

Now, gods, stand up for bastards !

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Kent banish'd thus ! And France in choler

parted

!

And the king gone to night ! subscrib'd his power !

Cocfin'd to exhibition! All this done

Upon the gad !—Edmund ! how now ! what news ?

Edm. So please your lordship, none.

(Putting 7ip the letter.)

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that

letter ?

E'dm. I know no news, my lord.

Glo. What paper were you reading ?

Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Glo. No? what needed then that terrible de-

spatch of it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing

hath no such need to hide itself. liet's see : Come,
if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles.

Edm. I beseech yon, sir, pardon me : it is a letter

from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ; for

so much as I have perused, I find it nut tit for your
over-looking.

Glo. Give me the letter, sir.

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it.

The contents, as in part I understand them, are to

blame.

Glo. Let's see, let's see.

Edm. I hope, for ray brother's justification, he

wrote this but as an essay or taste ofmy virtue.

Glo.
(
Reads. ) This policy, and reverence of

age, makes the tvorld bitter to the best of our
times ; keeps ourfortunesfrom us, till our oldness
cannot relish them. I begin to find an idle and
fond bondage in the oppression of aged tyranny

;

who sways, not as if nath power, but as it is suf-

fered. Come to me, tltat of this I may speak more.
If our father tvould sleep till I waked him, you
should enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live
the beloved of your brother, Edgak. — Humph !—
Conspiracy I—Sleep till I tvaked him,—you should
enjoy half his revenue.—My son Edgar I Had he a

hand to write this ? a heart and bran to breed it in?

—When came this to you ? who brought it ?

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the

cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the casement

of my closet. .!||^

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's?

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst

swear if were his ; but, in respect of that, I would

fain think it were not.

Glo. It is his.

Ed?>i. It is his hand, my lord, but, I hope, his

heart is not in the contents.

Glo. Hath fie never heretofore sounded you in

this business ?

Edm. Never, my lord : But I have often he»rd

him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect «ge,

and fathers declining, the father should be as ward

to the son, and the son manage his revenue.

Glo. O villain, villain !—His very opinion in the

letter!— Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested,

brutish villain ! worse than brutish !—Go, sirrah,

seek him: I'll apprehend him:—Abominable vil-

lain !—Wnere is he ?

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall

please you to suspend your indignation against my
brother, till you can derive from liiin better testi-

mony of his intent, you shall run a certain course
;

where, if you violently proceed against him, mis-

taking his purpose, it would make a great gap in

your own honour, and shake in pieces the earth of

his obedience. I dare pawn down rny life for him,

that he hath writ this to feel ray affection to your

honour, and to no other pretence of danger.

Glo. Think you so ?

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place

you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by

an auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and

that without any further delay than this very evenbg.

Glo. He cannot be such a monster.

Edm. Nor is not, sure.

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely

loves him.—Heaven and earth ! — Edmund, seek

him out ; wind me icto him, I pray you : frame the

business after your own wisdom : I would unstate

myself, to be in a due resolution.

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the

business as I shall find means, and acquaint yuii

withal
Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon por-

tend no good to us : though the wisdom of nature

can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself

scourged by the sequent effects : love cools, friend-

ship falls off, brothers divide : in cities, mutinies
;

in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; and the

bond cracked between son and father. This villain

of mine comes under the prediction; there's son
against father : the king falls from bias of nature

;

there's father against child. We have seen the best

of our time : Machinations, hollowness, treachery,

and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to oui

graves!—Find out this villain, Edm..ud; it shall

lose thee nothing ; do it carefully : — And the noble
and true-hearted Kent banished ! his offence, ho
nesty !—Strange I strange ! [Exit
Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world I

that, when we are sick in fortune, ( often the surfeit

of our own behaviour, ) we make guilty of our dis

asters, the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we
were villains by necessity ; fools, by heavenly com
pulsion ; knaves, thieves, and treachers, by spherical

predominance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by
an enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and
all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : At>

admirable evasion of whore-master man, to lay hi

goatish disposition to the charge of a star I my fa

thers compounded with uiy mother under the dragon'
tail ; and my nativity was under ursa major ; so that

it fiHlows, I am rough and lecherous.—Tut, I should
have been that I am, had the maidcnliest star in the

firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar

—
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Enter Edgab.

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old

comedy : My cue is villsuious melancholy, with a

sigh like Tom o'Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do
portend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, niL

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious

contemplation are you in ?

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I

read this other day, what should follow these eclipses.

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that?

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of,

succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between
the child and the pEirent ; death, dearth, dissolutions

of ancient amities; divisions in state, menaces and
maledictions against king and nobles; needless diifi-

dences, banishment of friends, dissipation of cohorts,
nuptial breaches, and I know not what.
Edg. How long have you been a sectary astro-

nomical ? (last ?

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you ray father

Edg. Why, the night gone by.

Edm. Spak« you with him ?

Edg. Ay, two hours togetlier.

EdtH. Parted you in good terras ? Found yon no
displeasure in him. by word, or countenance r

Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink vonrself, wherein you may have
offended him : ana at my entreaty, forbear his pre-
sence, till some little time hath qualified the heat
of his displeasure ; which at tins instant so rageth
in him, that with the mischief of your person it

would scarcely allay.

Edg. Some villain hatli done me wrong.
Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a con-

tinent forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes
slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging,

i'rom whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord
speak : Pray you, go ; there's my key :—If you do
stir abroad, go armed.
Edg. Armed, brother ?

Edm. Brother, 1 advise you to the best
; go

armed ; I anj no honest man, if there be any good
meaning towards you : I have toW you what I have
seen and heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image
and horror of it: Pray.you, away.
Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ?

Edm. I do serve you in tliis business.

—

[Exit Edgar.
A crednlous father, and a brother noble.

Whose nature is so far fix)m d jing harms.
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy !—1 see the business.

—

Let me, ifiwt by biith, have lands by wit

:

All with me's meet, that ! can fashion fit [Exit.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the Duke of Albany's
Palace.

Enter GrONERiL and Steioard.

Gan. Did my father strike my gentleman for

chiding of his fool ?

Stew. Ay, madam. [hour

Gon. By day and night ! he wrongs me ; every
He flashes into one gross crime or other.

That sets us all at odds : I'll not endure it

:

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us

On every trifle :—When he returns from hunting,

I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick :

—

If you come slack of former services,

Yon shall do well ; the fault of it I'il answer.
Slew. He's coming, madam ; I hear him.

{Horns within.)

Gon. Pot on what weary negligence you please.

Yon and your fellows ; I'd nave it come to question

;

If he dislike it, let him to my sister,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one.

Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man.
That still would manage those authorities.

Thathe hath given away !—Now, by my life.

Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd

With checks, as flatteries,-^when they are seen

Remember what I have said. [abus'd.

Stetv. Very well, madam.
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among

you
;

.(so •

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellow s

I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall.

That I may speak :— I'll write straight to my sister,

To hold my very course : prepare for dinner.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A HaU in the same.

Enter Kent, disguised.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent

May carry through itself to that lull issue.

For which I raz'd my likeness.— Now, banish'd
Kent, (demn'd.

If thou cau'st serve where thou dost stand ton
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st,

Shall find thee full of labours.

Horns within. Enter Le.^r, knights, and Atten-
dants,

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner
; go, get

it ready. [Exit an Attendant.] How now, what art
Kent. A man, sir. (thou ?

Lear. What dost thou profess? what wonld'st
thou with us?

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to

serve him truly, that will put me in trust; to love
him that is honest; to converse with him that is wise,
and says little; to fear judgment ; to fight, when I

cannot choose ; and to eat no fish.

Lear. What art thou ?

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor
as the king.

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for

a king, thou art poor enough. What would'st thou ?

Kent. Service.

Lear. Who would'st thou serve ?

Kent. You.
Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ?

Kent. No, sir ; but you have tliat in your cono-
teuance, which I would fain call master.

Lear. Whafsthat?
Kent. Authority.

Lear. What services canst thou do ?

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar
a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain mes-
sage bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for,

I am qualified in ; and the best of me is diligence.

Lear. How old art thou ?

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for

singing; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing : I

have years on my back forty-eight.

Lear. Follow me ; thou shall serve me : If I like

thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee

yet.—Dinner, ho, dinner!—Where's my knave ? my
fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither :

Enter Steward.

You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter?

Stew. So please you,

—

[Exit.

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clot-

poll back. — Where's my fool, ho?— I think the

world's asleep.—How now ? where's that mongrel ?

Knight He'says, my lord, you daughter is not

well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, when
I calFd him ':"

Knight. Sir, he answer'd me in the roundest

manner, be would not.

Lear. He would not!

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is
;

but, to my judgment, your highness i.s not eutcr-

taiued with that ceremonious affection as you weie
wont ; there's a great abatement of kindness appears,

as well ill tlie general dependants, as in the duke
himself also, and your daughter.
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Lear. Ha ! say'st tliou so ?

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, ray lord, if I

be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I

thiuk }t)ur highness is wrong'd.

Lear. Thou but remember'st me of mine own
conception: I have perceived a most faint neglect

of late; which I have rather blamed as mine own
jealoas curiosity, than as a very pretence and pur-

Sose of unkindness: I will look further into't

—

lut where 's my fool ? I have not seen him this two

days.

"KnigAt. Since my young lady's going into France,

sir, tbe fool hath much pined away.

Lear. No more olthat; 1 have noted it well.

—

Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak with

her.—Go you, call hitlier my fool.

Re-enter Steward.

O, vou sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I,

(Sife?*;. My lady's father. (sir?

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave : you

whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur !

Stew. 1 am none of this, my lord; I beseech yon,

pardon me.
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ?

{Striking kirn.)

Stew. I'll not be struck, my lord.

Kent. Nor tripped neither; you base foot-ball

player. (Tripping up his heels.)

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and

I'll love thee.

Kent. Come sir, arise, away ; I'll teach you

differences ; away, away : If you will measure your

lubber's length again, tarry : but away : go to

;

Have you wisdom :" so. {Pushing the Steward out.)

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee

:

there's earnest of thy service. {Giving Kent money.)

Enter Fool.

Fool. Let me hire him too:—Here's my coxcomb.
{Giving Kent his cap.)

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ?

Fool. Sirrah ,
you were best take my coxcomb.

Kent. Why, fool ?

Fool. Why ? for taking one's part, that is out of

favour : Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind

sits, thou'lt catch cold shortly : There, take my cox-

comb : Why, this fellow has banish'd two of his

daughters, and did the third a blessmg against his

will; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my
coxcomb.—How now, nuncle ? 'Would I had two

coxcombs, and two daughters !

Lear. Why, my boy ?

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my
coxcombs myself: There's mine: oeg another of

thy daughters.

Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip.

. Fool. Truth's a dog that must to kennel ; he must

be whipp'd out, Vvhen Lady, the bracb, may stand

by the fire and stink.

Lear. A pestilent gall to me !

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech.

Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark it, nuncle :—

Have more than thou shewest.

Speak less than thou knowest,

Lend less than thou owest.

Ride more than thou goest.

Learn more than thou trowest,

Set less than thou t'lrowest

;

Leave thy drink and thy whore,

And keep in-a-door,

And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score.

Lear. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd

lawyer ;
you gave me nothing for't : Can you make

no use of nothing, nuncle ?

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made put

of uothing.

Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of his

land comes to ; he will not believe a fool. {To Kent.)
Lear. A bitter fool

!

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy

,

between a liitter fool and a sweet fool ?

Lear. No, lad ; teach me.

Fool. That lord, that counsell'd thee

To give away thy land.

Come place him here by me.
Or do thou for him stand :

The sweet and bitter fool

Will presently appear;
The one in motley here,

The other found out there.

Lear. Dost tliou call me fool, boy ?

Fool. All thy otlier titles thou hast given away
;

that thou wast born with.

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. '

.

Fool. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let

me ; if I had a monopoly oat, they would have part

on't : and ladies too, they will not let me have cJl fool

to myself; they'll be snatching.—Give me an egg,

nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns.
Lear. What two crowns shall they be ?

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'the middle,
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg.

When thou clovest thy crown i'the middle, and
gavest away both parts, thou borest thine ass on
thy back over the dirt : Thou had'st little wit in tliy

bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away.
If I speak like myself in this, let liim be whipp'd
that first finds it so.

Fools had ne'er less grace in a year ; {Singing.)

For wise men are grotvn foppish

;

And know not how their wits to wear.
Their manners are so apish.

Lear. When were you wont to be so full ofsongs,

sirrah ?

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou
madest thy daughters thy motlier : for when thou

gavest them the rod, and put'st down thine own
breeches,

T/ien they for sudden joy did weep, {Singing.)

AndIfor sorrow sung,

That suck a Icing should play bo-peep.

And go thefools among.
Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a shool-master that can
teach thy fool to lie ; I woujd fain learn to lie.

Lear. If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipped.
Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters

are : they'll have me whipp'd for speaking true,

thou'lt have me whipp'd for lying ; and, somet'mes,

I am whipp'd for holding my peace. I had rather

be any kind of thing, than a fool: and yet I would
not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o'both

sides, and left nothing in the middle : Here comes
one o'the parings.

Enter Gonekil.

Lear. How now, daughter? what makes that

frontlet on? Methinks, you are too much of late

i' the frown.

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou had'st

no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an
without a figure": I am better than thou art now:

1 am a fool, thou ait notiiing.—Yes, forsooth, I will

hold my tongue; so your face {To Gon.) bids me,
though you say uothing. Mum, mum.

He that keeps nor crust nor-crum.
Weary of all, shall want some.

—

That's a shealed peascod. {Pointing to Lear.)

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool,

But other of your insolent retinue,

Do hourly carp and qnarrel ; breaking forth

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir,

I had tlioiight, by makii'g this well known unto you,

To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful,

By what yourself too late have spoke and done.

That you protect this course, and put it on

By your allowance j which it you should, the fault'



Scene 4. KING LEAP. 699

Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep
;

Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,

Might in their working do you that offence.

Which else were shame, that then necessity

Will call discreet proceeding.

Fool. For you trow, uuncle,

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long,

That it had its head bit oft' by its young.

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling.

Lear. Are you our daughter ?

Gon. Come, sir, I would, you would make use of

that good wisdom whereof I know you are fraught;

and put away these dispositions, which of late trans-

form you from what you rightly are.

Fool. May not an ass know, when the cart draws
the horse ?—Whoop, Jug ! I love thee.

Lear. Does any here tnow me ?—Why, this is

not Lear : does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ?

Where are his eyes? Either his notion weakens, or

his discernings are lethargied.—Sleeping or waking ?

—Ha ! sure 'tis not so.—Who is it that can tell me
who I am ?—Lear's shadow ? I would learn that

;

for by the marks of sovereignty, knowledge, and
reason, I should be false persuaded I had daughters

—

Fool. Which they will make an obedient father.

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman?
Gon. Come, sir

;

This admiration is much o'the favour
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you
iTo understand my purposes aright

;

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise :

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires

;

Men 80 disorder'd, so debauch'd, and bold.
That this our court, infected with their manners,
Shews like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust

Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel.

Than a grac'd palace. The shame itself doth speak
For instant remedy : Be then desir'd

By her, that eUe will take the thing she begs,
A little to disquantity your train

;

And thp remainder, that shall still depend,
To be such men as may besort your age,
And know themselves and you.

Ltnr. Darkness and devils !

—

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.

—

Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee
;

Yet have I left a daughter. [rabble
Gon. You strike my people ; and you disorder'd

Make servants of their betters.

Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents.—O, sir, are

you come ? [horses.

Is it your will ? {to Alb.) Speak, sir.—Prepare my
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend.

More hideous, when thou shew'st thee in a child,

Than the sea-monster

!

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient.

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest : {To Goneril.)
My train are men of choice and rarest parts.

That all particulars of duty know
;

And in the most exact regard support
The worships of their name.—O most small fault.

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia shew !

\Vhich, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of nature
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love,

And added to the gall. O, Lear, Lear, Lear !

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in,

{Striking his head.)
And thy dear judgment out !—Go, go, my peoplt.

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant
Of what hath mov'd you.

Lear. It may be so, my lord.—Hear, nature, hear

;

Dear goddess, hear! Suspend thy purpose, if

Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful

!

Into her womb convey sterility !

Dry up in her the organs of increase
;

And from her derogate body never spring
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem,
Create her cliild of spleen ; that it may live,

And be a thwart disuatur'd torment to her !

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth

;

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks

;

Turn all her raotherpains, and benefits.

To laughter and contempt; that she may feel

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is

To have a thankless cliild !—Away, away ! [Exit.

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes
this?

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause

;

But let his disposition have that scope
That dotage gives it.

Re-enter Lear.

What, fifty of my followers, at a clap

!

Within a fortnight ?

Alb. What's the matter, sir ?

Lear. I'll tell thee ;—Life and death ! I an»

asham'd
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus

;

{To Goneril.)

That these hot tears, which break from me perforce.

Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and fogs

upon thee !

The untented woundings of a father's curse
Pierce every sense about thee !—Old fond eyes,

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out;

And cast you, with the waters that you lose.

To temper clay.—Ha ! is it come to this ?

Let it be so :—Yet have I left a daughter.
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable

;

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find.

That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think

I have cast oft' for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee.

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants.
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord ?

Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril,

To the great love I bear you,

—

Gon. Pray you, content.—What, Oswald, ho !

You, sir, more knave than fool, after your master.

{To the Fool.)
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take

the fool with thee.

A fox, when one has caught her.

And such a daughter.

Should sure to the slaughter.

If my cap would buy a halter

;

So the fool follows after. [Exit.

Gon. This man hath had good counsel :—A hun-

dred knights

!

'Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep
At point, a hundred knights. Yes, that on every

dream.
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike.

He may enguard his dotage with their powers.

And hold our lives in mercy.—Oswald, I say !

—

Alb. Well, you may fear too far.

Goti. Safer than trust

:

Let me still take away the harms I fear.

Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart

;

What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister;

If she sustain him and his hundred knights.

When I have shew'd the unfitness.—How now,
Oswald ?

Enter Steward.

What, have you writ that letter to my sister ?

Steiv. Ay, madam.
Gtm. Take you some company, and away to horse

:

Inform her full of my particular fear;

And thereto add such reasons of your o«ti.

As may compact it more. Get you gone

;

And hasten your return. [Exit Stew.] No, no, my
lord.

This milky gentleness, and course of yours,

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon.

You are much more attask'd for want of wisdom,
Tlian prais'd for harmful mildness.

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell;
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Striviag to better, oft we mar what's well.

Gon. Nay, then—
Alb. Well, well : the event. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Court before the same.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Lear, Go you before to Gloster with these let-

ters : acquaint my daughter no further with any

thing you know, than co?nes from her demand out

of the letter : If year diligence be not speedy, I

shall be there before you.

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have deli-

vered your letter. [Exit.

Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, were't

not in danger of kibes?
Lear. Ay, boy.

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry ; thy wit shall

not go slip-shod,

Lear. Ha, ha, ha !

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee

kindly : for though she's as like this as a crab is like

an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.

Lear. Why, what can'st thou tell, my boy ?

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does
to a crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands

i'the middle of his face ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side his

nose ; that wnat a man cannot smell out, he may
spy into.

Lear. I did her wrong

:

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither: but I can tell why a snail

has a house.

Lear. Why?
Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it

away to his daughters, and leave his horns without

a case.

Lear. I will forget my nature.—So kind a fa-

ther !—Be my horses ready ?

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The rea-

son why the seven stars are no more than seven,

is a pretty reason,

Lear. Because they are not eight ?

Fool. Yes, indeed : Thou would'st make a good
fool.

Lear. To take it again, perforce!—Monster
ingratitude

!

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have
thee beaten for being old before thy time.

Lear. How's that ?

Fool. Thou should'st not have been old, before

thoa hadst been wise.

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet
heaven

!

Keep me in temper: I would not be mad!

Enter Gentletnan.

How now ! Are the horses ready ?

Gent. Ready, ray lord.

Lear. Come, boy.

Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my
departure.

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut

shorter. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Court tvitktn the Castle of the Earl
of Gloster.

Enter Edmund and Curan, meeting.

Edm. Save thee, Curan.
Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your father

;

and given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall,
and Regan his duchess, will be here with him to-
night.

Edm. How comes that ?

Cur. Nay, I know not: V'ou have heard of the

news abroad ; I mean the whispered ones, foi

they are yet but ear-kissing arguments ?

Edm. Not I ; 'Pray you-, what^are they?
Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward,

'twixt tlie duke of Cornwall and Albany?
Edm. Not a word.
Cur, You may then, in time. Fare you well,

sir. [Exit..

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better
Best

!

This weaves itself perforce into my- business

!

My father hath set guard to take my brother;
And I have one thing, of a queazy question,

Which I must act :—Briefness, and fortune,work I—
Brother, a word ;—descend :—Brother, I say

;

, Enter Edgar.

My father watches :—O sir, fly this place :

Intelligence is given where you are hid
;

You have now the good advantage of the night:

—

Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Corn-
wall?

He's coming hither ; now, i'the night, i'the haste.
And Regan with him : Have you nothing said
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany?
Advise yourself.

Edg. I am sure on't, not a word,
Edm. I hear iny father coming,—Pardon me :

—

In cunning I must draw my sword upon you:

—

Draw: Seem to defend yourself: Now quit you
well.

Yield ; come before my father :—Light, ho, here !

—

Fly, brother :—Torches ! 'torches !--tSo, farewell.

—

[Exit Edgar.
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

( Wounds his arm)
Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen drunk-

ards
Do more than this in sport.—Father ! father !

Stop, stop ! No help ?

Enter Gloster and Servants, with Torches.

Glo. Now, Edmund, vvhere's the villain ?

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword
out,

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon'
To stand his auspicious mistress :

—

Glo. But where is he ?

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed.

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ?

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means
he could

—

'

Glo. Pursue him, ho!—Go after.— [Exit Serv.]

By no means,—what ?

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lord-

ship ;

But that I told him, the revenging gods
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend;|
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father ;—Sir, in fine

Seeing how loathly opposite 1 stood
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion,

With his prepared sword, he charges iiome

My unpro>ided body, lanc'd mine arm :

But when he saw my best alarnm'd spirits,

Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter,

Or whether gasted by the noise I made.
Full suddenly he fled.

Glo. Let him fly far

:

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught

;

And found—Despatch.—The noble dnke my master.

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night;

By his authority I will proclaim it.

That he, which finds him, shall deserve our thanks.

Bringing the murderous coward to the stake

;

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent,

And found him piglit to do it, with curst speech

I threaten'd to discover him : He replied.

Thou v.npossessing bastard* dost thou think
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If I would stand against thee, wmild the reposed

Ofany trust, virtue, or worth, in thee

Make thy words faith'df No, what I should deny,
(As this I would ; ay- though thou didst produce
My very character,) I'd turn it all

To thy suggestion, plot, and damnedpractice :

And thoti must make a dullard of the world,

If they not thought the profits ofmy death
"Were very pregnant andpotential spurs
To make thee seek it.

Glo. Sbroiig and fasten'd villain !

Would he deny his letter ?—I never got him.

(
Trumpets within.)

Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he
comes

:

All ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not 'scape

;

The duke must graut me that : besides, his picture

I will send lar and near, that all the kingdom
May liave due note of him ; and of my land,)

Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means
To make thee capable.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.

Corm. How now, my noble friend ? since I came
hither, [news.

(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange
Regan. If it be true, all vengeance comes too

short, (lord ?

Which cEin pursue the offender. How dost, my
Olo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is

crack'd i

Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your
life?

He, whom my father nam'd ? Your Edgar?
Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid

!

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous
That tend upon my father? [knights

Glo. I know not, madam

:

It is too bad, too bad.

—

Edm. Yes, madam, he was.
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill af-

fected
;

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death.
To ha\ e the waste and spoil of his revenues.
I have this present evening from my sister

Been well inform'd of them ; and with such can-
tions.

That, if they come to sojourn at my honse,
I'll not be there.

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.

—

Edmund, I hear that you have shewn your father
A child-like office.

Edm. Twas mydaty, sir.

Glo. He did bewray his practice ; and receiv'd
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.
Com. Is he pursued ?

Glo. Ay, mv good lord, he is.

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose,
How in my strength you please.— For you, Ed-

mund,
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So much commend itself, you shall be ours
;

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need;
Yon we first seize on.

Edm. I shall serve yon, sir,

Truly, however else.

Glo. For him I thank your grace.

Com. You know not why we came to visit you,

—

Reg. Thus out of season; threading dark-eyd
night.

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize,
Wherein we must have use of your advice :

—

Our father he hath writ, so Latli our si.')ter,

Of differences, which I best thought it fit

To answer from our home ; the several messengers
Prom hence attend despatch. Our good old friend.
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow
Your needful counsel to our business.
Which craves the instant use.

Glo. I serve you, madam :

Y'our graces are right welcome. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Before Gloster's Castle.

Enter Kent ajid Steward, severally.

Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend: Art of the

Kent. Ay. [house ?

Stew. Where may we set our horses ?

Kent, rthe mire.

Stetv. Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me.
Kent. I love thee not.

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee.

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would
make thee care for me.
Stew. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know

thee not.

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.

Slew. What dost thou know me for ?

Kent. A knave ; a rascal, an eater of broken meats;

a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hun-
dred-pound, filthy worsted-stockinf^ knave ; a lilyli-

ver'd, action-taking knave ;a whoreson, glass-gazing,

snperserviceable, £nical rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting

slave ; one that would'st be a bawd, in way of good
service, and art nothing but the composition of a
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the son and heir

of a mongrel bitch : one whom I will beat into cla-

morous whining, if thou deniest the least syllable of
thy addition.

Steiv. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou,

thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee,

nor knows thee ?

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to

deny thou know'st me ? Is it two days ago, since I

tripp'd np thy heels, and beat thee, before the king ?

Draw, you rogue ; for, though it he night, the moon
shines; I'll make a sop o'the moonshine of you:
Draw, you whorson cuUionly barber-monger, draw.

(Drawing his sword.)
Stew. Away; I have nothing to do with thee.

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with letters

against the king ; and take vanity the puppets part,

against the royalty of her father: Draw, you rogue,
or I'll so carbonado your shanks :—draw, you rascal;

come your ways.
Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! help

!

Kent. Strike, yon slave ; stand, rogue, stand ;

yon neat slave, strike. (Beatitig him.)
Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! murder I

Enter Edmund, Cornavall, Reg.\n, Gloster,
and Servants.

Edm. How DOW ? What's the matter ? Part.

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please
;

come, I'll flesh you ; come on, young master.

Glo. Weapons ! arras ! What's the matter here ?

Corn. Keep peace, upon yonr lives

;

He dies, that strikes again : What is the matter?
Reg. The messengers from our sister and the

king.

Corn. What is your difterence ? speak.
Steiv. I am scarce in breath, my lord.

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd yonr va-
lour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in

thee ; a tailor made thee.

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make
a man ?

Kent. Av, a tailor, sir : a stone-cotter, or a
paintil^, could not have made him so ill, though they
had been but two hours at the trade.

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have
spar'd.

At suit of his grey beard,

—

Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessarv let-

ter !—My lord, if you will give me leave, l' will
tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the
wall of a Jakes with him.—Spare my grey beard,
you wagtail

!

Corn. Peace, sirrah !
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You beastly tnave, know you no reverence ?

Kent. Yes, sir; but anger has a privilege.

Com. Why art thou angry ?

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a

sword, [these,

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain

Which are too intrinse funloose : smooth every
passion

That in the natures of their lord rebels
;

Being oil to fire, snow to their colder moods

;

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks

With every gale and vary of their masters.

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.

—

A plague upon your epileptic visage I

Smile you my speeches, as 1 were a fool ?

Goose, if I had yon upon Sarum plain,

I'd drive ve cackling home to Canielot.

Corn. What; art thou mad, old fellow?

Glo. How fell you out ?

Say that.

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,

Than I and such a knave. ^
Corn. Why dost thou call him •knave ? What's

his oifence ?

Kent. His countenance likes me not.

Corn, No more, perchance, does mine, or his,

or hers.

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain
;

I have seen better faces in my time,

Than stands on any shoulder that I see

Before me at this instant.

Corn. This is some fellow.

Who, having been prais'd for bluntuess, doth aft'ect

A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb.

Quite froui his nature : He cannot flatter, he !

—

An honest mind and plain,—he must speak truth

:

An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain.

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plain-

ness

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends.

Than twenty silly ducking observants.

That stretch their duties nicely.

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity.

Under the allowance of your grand aspect,

Whose influence, like the v/reath of radiant fire

On flickering Phoebus' front,

—

Com. What meau'st by this ?

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis-

commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer

:

he that beguiled you in a plain accent, was a plain

knave ; which, for my part, 1 will not be, though

I should win your displeasure to entreat me to it.

Com. What was the offence you gave him ?

Stew. Never any

:

It pleas'd the king his master, very late.

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction

;

When he, coniunct, and flattering his displeasure,

Tripp'd-me benind ; being down, insulted, rail'd.

And put upon him such a deal of man,
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king

For him attempting who was self-subdu'd

;

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit,

Drew on me here.

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards,

But Ajax is their fool.

Com. Fetch forth the stocks, ho !

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart,

We'll teach you

—

iHr
Kent. Sir, I am too old to lear^^

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king
;

On whose employment I was sent to you :

Yon shall do small respect, shew too bold malice

Against the grace and person of my master.

Stocking his messenger.

Com. Fetch forth the stocks !

As I've life and honour, there shall he sit till noon.

fteg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all

night too.

Kent. Why madam, if I were your father's dog.

You should not use me so,

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will.

{Slocks brought out.)
Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour

Our sister speaks of :—rCome, bring away the stocks.

Glo. Let rae beseech your grace not to do so :

His fault is much, and the good king his master
Will check him for't: your purpos'd low correction

Is such, as basest and contemned'st wretches.

For pilferings and most common trespasses,

Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill,

That he's so slightly valued in his messenger,
Should have him thus restrain'd.

Corn. I'll answer that.

Reg. My sister may rect ive it much more worse.
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted.

For following her aflairs.—Put in his legs.

—

[Kent is jmt in the stocks.)

Come, my good lord ; away.
[Exeunt Regan and Cormvall.

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke's

pleasure.

Whose disposition, all the wovld well knows.
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd : I'll entreat for

thee.

Kent. Pray, do not, sir : I have watch'd, and
travell'd hard

;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle.

A good roan's fortune may grow out at heels :

Give you good-morrow \

Glo. The duke's to blame in this; 'twill be ill

taken. [Exit.

Kent Good king, that must approve the com-
mon saw

!

Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st

To the warm sun!

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe,

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter !—Nothing almost sees miracles,

But misery ;—I know, 'tis from Cordelia
;

Who hath most fortunately been inform'd

Of my obscured course ; and shall find time

From this enormous state,—seeking to give

Losses their remedies:—All weary and o'er-

watch'd,

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold

This shameful lodging.

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn tny

wheel

!

{tie sleeps.)

Scene III.

—

A Part of the Heath.

Enter Edgar,

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd
;

And, by the Jiappy hollow of a tree,

Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place.

That guard, and most unusual vigilance.

Does not attend my taking. While I may 'scape,

I will preserve myself: and am bethought
To take the basest and most poorest shap".

That ever penury, in contempt of man.
Brought near to beast: my face I'll grime with

filth;

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots.

And with presented nak duess out-face

The winds, and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,

Strike in their numb d and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary

;

And with this horrible object, from low farms.

Poor pelting villages, siieep-cotes and mills.

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers.

Enforce their charity.—Poor Turlygood ! poor '1 om !

That's something yet ;—Edgar I notJ)ing am. [Exit

Scene IN.—Before Glosfer's Castle.

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. 'Tis strange, that they should so depart

from home.
And not send back my messenger.
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Gent. As I learn'd,

T\^^ night before there was no purpose in them

Of this remove.
Kent. Hail to thee, noble ma.ster !

Lear. Haw!
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ?

Kent. No, my lord.

Pool. Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters !

Horses are tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by
the neck; monkies by the loins, and men by the

legs : when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he wears

wooden neithex-stocks. [mistook,

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place

To set thee here ?

Kent. It is both he and she.

Your son and daughter.

Lear. No.
Kejit. Yes.
Lear. No, I say.

Kent. I say, yea.

Lear. No, no ; they would not.

Kent. Yes, they have.

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.

Lear. They durst not do't

;

[murder,

They could not, would not do't ; His worse thaa
To do upon respect such violent outrage :

Resolve me, with all modest haste, wliich way
Thou niight'st deserve, or they impose, this usage

Coming from us.

Kent. My lord, when at their homf*

I did commend your higlmess' letters to them, *

Eire I was risen from the place that shew'd
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post,

Stew'd m hia haste, half breathless, panting forth

From Goneril his mistress, salutations
;

Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission,

Which presently they read : on whose contents.

They suramon'd up their meiny, straight took horse

;

Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leisure of their answer
;
gave me cold looks :

And meeting here the other messenger.
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine,

i
Being the very fellow that of late

)isplay'd so saucily against your highness,)

Having more man than wit about me, drew
;

He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries :

Your son and daughter found this trespass worth
The shame which here it soffe'^.

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese

fly that way.
Fathers, that wear rags,

'Do make their children blind
;

But fathers, that bear bags.

Shall see their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne'er turns the key to the poor.

—

But for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours

for thy daughters, as then canst tell in a year.

Lear. O, how this mother swells up toward my
heart I

Hysterica passio !—down, thou climbing sorrow,

Thy element's below ! Where is this daughter ?

Kent. With the earl, sir, here within.

Lear. Follow me not

:

Stay here. [Exit.

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you
speak of?

Kent. None.
How chance the king comes with so small a train ?

Fool. An thou hadst been set i'the stocks for

that question, thou hadst well deserved it.

Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach
thee there's no labouring in the winter. All, that

follow their noses, are led by Ihei^ eyes, but blind

men ; and there's not a nose among twenty, but can
smell him that's stinking. Let go thy hold, when
a great wheel runs down a hill, lest it break thy
neck with followng it ; but the great one that gues

up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise

man gives thee better counsel, give me mine again;

I would have none but knaves follow it, since a fool

gives it.

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain.

And follows hut for form.

Will pack, when it begins to rain.

And leave thee in the storm.

But I will tarry ; the fool will stay.

And let the wise man fly

:

Tlie knave turns fool, that. runs away;
The fool no knave, perdy.

Kent. W^here learn'd you this, fool ?

Fool. Not i'the stocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear with Gloster.

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are, sick ?

th^y are weary ?

They have travell'd hard to-night ? Mere fetches

;

The images of revolt and flying off!

Fetch me a better answer.
Glo. My dear lord.

You know the fiery quality of the duke
;

How unremoveahle and fix'd he is

In his own course.

Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion !

Fiery ! what quality ? Why, Gloster, Gloster,

I'd speak witli the duke of Cornwall, and his wife

Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them
so. [man '?

Lear. Inform'd them i E^t thou understand me,
Glo. Ay, my good lord.

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the

dear father

Wonld with his daughter speak, commands her
service

:

[blood !

—

Are they inform'd of this? My breath and
Fiery? the fiery duke ?—Tell the hot duke, tiiat—

No, but not yet :—may be, he is not well

;

Infirmity doth still neglect all office.

Whereto our healtli is bound ; we are not our-

selves, (mind

Wl»en nature, being oppress'd, commands the

To suffer with tlie body : I'll forbear

:

And am fallen out with ray more headier will.

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit

For the sound man.—Death on ray state I where-
fore [Looking on Kent.)

Should he sit here ? This act persuades me.

That this remotion of the duke and her

Is practice only. Give me my servant forth

:

Go, tell the duke and bis wife, I'd speak with them.

Now, presently ; bid them come forth and hear me,
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum,

"rill it cry—Sleep to death,

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. [Exit.

Lear. me, my heart, my rising heart !—but,

down.
Fool. Cry to it, nnncle, as the cockney did to

the eels, when she put them i'the paste ahve ; she

rapp'd 'em o'the coxcombs with a stick, and cry'd,

Down, wantons, doivn : 'Twas her brother, that, in

pure kindness to his horse, buttered his hay.

I^ter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, ttiid

Servants.

Lear. Good morrow to yon both.

Com. Hail to your grace !

[Kent is set at liberty.)

Reg. I am glad to see your highness.

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what
reason

I have to think so : if thou should'st uot be glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,

Sepulch'riug an adultress.—O, are you free ?

{To Kent.)

Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan,

Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied

Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here,—
{Points to his heart.)
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I can scarce speak to thee ; thoiilt not believe.

Of" how deprav'd a quality.—O Regan !

Reg. 1 pray j'oii, sir, take patience ; I have hope,

Yon less know how to value her desert.

Than she to scant her duty.

Lear. Say, how is that ?

Ren. [ cannot think, ray sister in the least

Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance,

She have restrain'd the riots of your followers,

'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,

As clears her from all blame.

Jjear. My curses on her !

Rey. O, sir, you are old

;

Nature in yon stands on the very verge

Of her confine : you should be rul'd, and led

By some discretion, that discerns your state

Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you.

That to our sister you do make return
;

Say, you have wrong'd her, sir.

hear. Ask her forgiveness ?

lya you but mark how this becomes the house :

Dear dmighter, J confess that I am old:

Age is unnecessary: on my knees Ibeg, (Kneeling.)

Iviat you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.

Reg. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly

Return you to my sister. [tricks :

Lear. Never, Regan :

She hath abated me of half my train
;

Lnok'd black npon me ; struck me with her tongue,

P.Iost serpent- like, upoij^he very heart.

—

All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones,

Vou taking airs, with lameness !

Corn. Fy, fy, fy

!

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding

flames

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty.

Yon fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun,

To fall and blast her pride !

Reg. O the blest gods'.

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood's on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my
curse

;

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give

Thee o'er to harshness; her eyes are fierce, but

thine

Do comfort, and not burn : 'Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train.

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt

Against my coming in: thou better kmw'st
The offices of nature, bond of childhood.

Effects of conrtesy dues of gratitude;

Thy half o'the kingdom hast thou not forgot,

VVherein I thee endow'd.

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

( Trumpets loithin.)

Lear. Who put ray man i'lhe stocks?

Corn, What trumpet's that?

Enter Steward.

Reg. I know't, my sister's : this approves her
letter,

That she would soon be here.—Is your lady come?
Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrovv'd pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows:

—

Out, ^-arlet, from my sight!

Corn. What means your grace ?

Lear. Who stock'd my servant 1 Regan, I have
good hope [heavens-.

Thou didst not know oft—Who comes here ? O,

Enter Goneril.

If yon do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old.

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my
part!

—

Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ?

—

{To Goneril.)

O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ?

Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have I
offended ?

All's not offence, but indiscretion finds.

And dotage terras so.

Lear. O, sides, you are too tough !

Will you yet hold ?—How came my man i'the stocks ?
Corn. I set him there, sir: but his own disorders

Deserv'd much less advancement.
Lear. Yoa\ did you?
Reg. I pray you, fiither, being weak, seem so.

If, till the expiration of your month,
You will return and sojourn with my sister.

Dismissing half your train, come then to me
;

I am now from home, and out of that provision.
Which shall be needful for your entertainment,

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men dismiss'd?
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose
To wage against the enmity o'the air

;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

—

Necessity's sharp pinch !—Return with her?
Why, the hot-blooded France, tliat dowerless took
Our youngest bom, I could as well be brought
To knee his throne, and, smiire-like, pension beg
To keep base life a-foot :—Return with her ?

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter
To this detested groom. {Looking on the Steward.)

Gon. At your choice, sir.

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad:
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell

;

We'll no more meet, no more see one another :--

Btjt^et thou art my flesh, tny blood, my daugiter

,

Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh,

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil,

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle.

In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide t'lre;

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it:

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot.

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove :

Mend when thou canst ; be better, at thy leis ire :

1 can be patient ; I can stay with Regan,
I, and my hundred knights.

Reg. Not altogether so, sir;

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided
For your fit welcome : Give ear, sir, to my si iter,

For those that mingle reason with your passio.i,

Must be content to think you old, and so

—

But she knows what she does.

Lear. Is this well spoken now ?

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers ?

Is it not well? What should you need of mure?
Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and dange
Speak 'gainst so great a number ? How, in one house
Sliould many people, under two commands,
Hold amity ? 'tis hard ; almost impossible.

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive atten-

dance
From those that she calls servants, or from minp ?

Reg. Why not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd to

slack you.

We could control them : If you will come to me'
For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you
"'o bring but five-and twenty; to no more
Will I give place, or notice.

Lear. I gave you all

—

Reg. And in good time you gave if.

Lear. Made you my guardians, mv depositaries

;

But kept a reservation to be follow'd

With such a number : What, must I come to you
With five-and-twenty, Regan ? said you so ?

Reg. And speak it again, my lord : no more
with me.

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well-

favour'd.

When others are more wicked ; not being the worst.

Stands in some rank of praise:—I'll go wi li thee:

{To Gotieril!)

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty.

And thou art twice her love.

Gon, Hear rae, my lord

;

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five,

ffi
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To follow in a house, where twice so many
Have a command to tend you ?

Reg. What need one?
Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars

Are in the poorest thing superfluous :

Allow not nature more than nature needs,

Man's life is cheap as beast's : thou art a lady
;

If only to go warm were gorgeous,

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st,

Which scarcely keeps thee warm.—But, for true

need,

—

Yon heavens, give me that patience, patience I need

!

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man.
As full of grief, as age ; wretched in both I

It it be you, that stir tliese daughters' hearts

Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger !

O, let not women's weapons, water-drops.

Stain my man's cheeks !—No, you unnatural hags,

I will have such revenges on you both,

That all the world shall— F will do such things,

—

What they are, yet I know not; but they shall be

The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep

;

No, I'll not weep :

—

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws.

Or ere I'll weep :—O, fool, 1 shall go mad !

[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Ke?if, and Fool.

Corn. Let us withdraw, "twill be a storm.

{Storm heard at a distance.)

Reg. This house

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot

Be well bestow'd.

Gon. 'Tis his o\vn blame ; he hath put

Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly.

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly.

But not one follower.

Gon. So am I purpos'd.

Where is my lord of Gloster ?

Re-enter Gloster.

Com. Follow'd the old man forth :—he is retnm'd.

Glo. The king is in high rage.

Corn. Whither is he going ?

Glo.. He calls to horse; but will I know not

wliither. [self.

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads him-

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay.

Glo. Alack , the night comes on, and the bleak winds

Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about

There's scarce a bush.

Reg. O, sir, to wi'fiil men,

The injuries, that they themselves procure.

Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors

;

He is attended with a desperate train

;

And what they may incense him to, being apt

To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear.
_

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild

night

;

My Regan counsels well : come out o'the storm.

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Heath.

A storm is heard, ivith thunder and lightning.*

Enter Kent and a Gentleman, meeting.

Kent. Who's here, beside foul weather ^

Gent. One minded like the veather, most un-

quietly.

Kent. I know you ; where's the king?
Gent. Contending with the fretful element

:

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea.

Or swell the curved waters 'bove the main,

That things might change, or cease ; tears his white

hair;

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage.

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of:

Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn

The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would
conch.

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he rnns,
And bids what will take all.

^e7it. But who is with him ?
yent. None but the fool ; who labours to outjest

His heart-struck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know yon fAnd dare, upon the warrant of my art,
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division,

•

Although as yet the face of it be cover'd
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall

;

Who have (as who have not, that their great stars
Thron'd and set high ?j servants who seem no less

;

Which are to France the spies and speculations
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen.
Either in snufls and packings of the dukes ;

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper.
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings;—
But, true it is, from France there comes a power
Into this scatter'd kingdom

; who already,
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet
In some of our best ports, and are at point
To shew their open banner.—Now to you :

If on my credit you dare build so far
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find
Some that will thank you, making just report
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow
The king hath cause to 'plain,

I am a gentleman of Wood and breeding

;

And, from some knowledge and assurance, oiTer
This ofiice to you.

Gent. I will talk further with yon.
Kent. No, do not.

For confirmation that I am much more
Than my out-wall, open this purse, and take
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia,
(As fear not but you shall,) shew her this ring;
And she will tell yon who your fellow is.

That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm

!

I will go seek the king. [say ?
Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more to
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all

y^*^; [pain
That when we have found the king, (in which your
That way ; 111 this ;) he that first lights on him,
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally.)

Scene II.—Another part of the Heath. Storm
continues.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage !

blow !

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown 'd the

cocks

!

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires.

Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts,

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'the world!
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once.
That make ingrateful man !

Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is

better than this rain-water out o'door. Good nnncle,

in, and ask thy daughter's blessing ; here's a night

pities neither wise men nor fools.

Lear. Rumble thy belly-full ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain!

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters:

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness,

I never gave you kingdom, call'd yon children.

You owe me no subscription; why then let fall

Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave,

A |.oor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man:

—

But yet I call you servile ministers

That have with two pernicious da'-^hters join'd

Your high-engender'd battles 'gainst a head

So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul

!

I Y y
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Fool. Hf, that has a house to put his head in, has

a good head- piece.

TAe cod-piece that ivill house,

Before tJie head has any,
The head and he shall louse

!

—

•

So beggars marry many.

The man that makes his toe

What he his heart should make.
Shall ofa corn cry woe,
And turn his sleep to wake.

—for there was never yet fair woman, but she made
mouth in a glass.

Enter Kent.

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, I

will say nothiner.

Kent. Who's there ?

Fool. Marrv', here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that's

a wise man, and a fool.
_

[night,

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here ? things, that love

Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies

Gallow the very wanderers of tte dark.

And make them keep their caves : Since I was man.

Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder.

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never

Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry

The affliction, uor tiie fear.

Lear. Let the great gods.

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads.

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch.

That hast within thee undivulged crimes,

Unw!)ipp'd ofjustice : hide thee, thou bloody hand ;

Thoii perjur'd, and thou simular man of virtue,

That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake,

That under covert and convenient seeming

flast practis'd on man's life :—Close pent-up guilts.

Rive yonr concealing continents, and cry

These dreadful summoners grace.—I am a man.

More sinn'd against, than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed

!

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel;

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest

;

Repose you there : while I to this hard house,

(iVIore hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd
;

Which even but now, demanding after you.

Denied me to come in,) return, and force

Their scanted courtesy.

Lear. My wits begin to turn.

—

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy? Art cold?

1 am cold myself—Where is this straw, my fellow?

The art of our necessities is strange, [hovel.

That can make vile things precious. Corae, your

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in ray heart

That's sorry yet for thee.

Fool. He that has a little tini/ wit,—
With heigh, ho, the ivindand the rain,—

Must make content with hisfortunes fit

;

For the rain it raineth every day.

Lear. True, my good boy.—Come, bring us to

this hovel. [Exeunt Lear and Kent.

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.

—

I'll speak a prophecy ere I go :

When priests are more in word than matter
;

When brewers mar their malt with water;

When nobles are their tailors' tutors
;

No heretics burn'd, but wenches' suitors:

When every case in law is right;

No squire in debt/ nor no poor knight

;

When slanders do not live in tongues ;

Nor cntpurses come not to throngs ;

When usurers tell their gold i'the field ;

And bawds and wliores do churches build ;

—

Then shall the realm of Albion

Come to great confusion.

Then comes the time, who lives to see't.

That going shall be us'd wth feet.

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before

his time. [Exit.

Scene III.—.1 Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Gloster and Edmund.

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this un-
natural dealing : When I desired their leave that I

I might pity him, they took from me the use of mine
;
own house ; charged me, on pain of their perpetual

I

displeasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for

i

him, nor any way sustain him.

Edm. Most savage and unnatural

!

I
Glo. Go to ; say j'ou nothing : There is division

; between the dukes ; and a worse matter than that

:

I I have received a letter this night;
—

'tis dangerous
I to be spoken;—I have locked the letter in my clo-

I

set : these injuries the king now bears will be re-

! venged athorae ; athere is part of a power already
footed : we must incline to the king, I will seek
him, and privily relieve him : go you, and maintain
talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him
perceived : If he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to

bed. If I die for it, as no less is threatened me,
the king, my old master, must be relieved. There
is some strange thing toward, Edmund

;
pray you,

be careful. [Exit.

Edm. This courtesy forbid (liee, ghall the duke
Instantly know ; and of that letter tpo :

—

This seems a fair deserving, and piust draw me
That which my father loses ; no less than all

:

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

Apart of the Heath, tvitha Hovel.

Enter Leah, Kpnt, a7id Fool.

Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord

enter

:

The tyranny of the open night's too rough

For nature to endure. {Storm still.

Lear. Let me alone.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Wilt break my heart ?

Kent. I'd rather break mine own : Good my lord,

enter. [tious storm

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this couten-

Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee
;

But where the greater malady is fix'd,

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear:

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea,

Thou'dst meet the bear i'the mouth. When the
mind's free,

The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind
Doth from ray senses take all feeling else.

Save what beats there.—Filial ingratitude !

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand.
For lifting food to't?—But I will punish home :

—

No, I will weep no more.—In such a night

To shut me out!—Pour on ; I will endure :

—

In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril

!

Your olfl kind father, whose frank heart gave all.

—

O, that way madness lies; let me shun tb^t;

No more of that,

—

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

,Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own
ease

;

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more—But I'll go in :

In, boy
;
go first—

(

To the Fool.) You houseless

poverty,

—

Nay, get fuee in. I'll pray, and then I'll sleep.

{Fool goes in.)

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe're you are.

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm.

How shall your hou.seless heads, and unfed sides.

Your loop'd and window'd raj^gedness, defend you

From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta'en

Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp;
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel

;

That thou may'st shake the superflux to them,

And shew the heavens more just.

Edg. (Within.) Fathom and half, fathom ana
half! Poor Tom!

{The Fool runs out from the hovel.)
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Fool. Come not in here, nancle, here's a spirit.

Help nie, help rae !

Kent. Give me thy hand.—Who's there ?

Pool. A spirit, a spirit; he says hisrnarae's poor
Tom. [i'the straw ?

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there

Come forth.

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman.

Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me !

—

Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.

—

Humph! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ?

And art thou come to this ?

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through

flame, through ford Mid whirlpool, over bog and
quagmire ; that hath Isid kaives under his pillow,

and halters iu his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge
;

made him proud of nearf, io ride on a bay trotting-

horse over four-inched bridges, to course his owti

shadow for a traitor :—Bless thy five wits ! Tom's
a-cold.—O, do de, do de, do de.—Bless thee from
whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking! Do poor
Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes :

There could I have him now,—and there,—and
there,r-and there again, and there.

[Storm continue^.)
Lear. W hat, ha^•e Lis daughters brought him to

this pass ?

—

[all ?

Could'st thou save nothing? Did'st thoa give them
Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had

been all shamed. [air

Lear. Now, all the plagues, that in the pendulous
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters !

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd
nature

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.

—

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ?

Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot
Thosf pelican daughters,

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock's-hill ;

—

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo

!

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and
madmen.
Edg. Take heed o'ihe foul fiend : Obey thy pa-

rents; keep thy word justly, swear not; commit
not with man's sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet
heart on proud array : Tom's a-cold.

Lear. What hasl thou been ?

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind
;

that curled my hair; wore gloves in my cap, ser\'ed

the lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of
darkness with her ; swore as many oaths as [ spake
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven :

one that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked
to do it : Wine loved I deeply : dice dearly ; and in

woman, ont-paramoured the Turk : False of heai-t,

light of ear, bloody of hand ; Hog in sloth, fox in

stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in

prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor the rustling

of silks, betray thy poor heart to women : Keep thy
foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy
pen from lenders' bo()ks, and defy the foul fiend.

—

Still tlirough the hawthorn blows tlie cold wind :

Says suum mun, ha no nonny, dolj.hiu my boy, my
boy, sessa ; let him trot by.

(Storm still continues.)
Lear. Whv, thon were better in thy grave, tlian

to answer wifh thy uncovered body this extremity
of the skies —Is man no more than this? Consider
him well : Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast
no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume :

—

Ha ! here's three of us are sophisticated ! Thon art
the thing itself: imaccommodated man is no more
but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art

—

Off, off, you leadings :—Come ; unbutton here.

—

{Tearing off his clothes.)

Fool Pr'ythee, nnncle, be contented ; this is a
naughty night to swim in.—Now a little fire in a wild
field were like an old lecher's heart; a small spark,
all the rest of his body cold.—Look, here comes a
walking fire.

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he
begins at curfew, and walks till tlie first cock ; he
gives the web and the pin, squints the eye, and
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and
hurts the poor crt-ature of earth.

Saint Witholdfooted thrice the wold;
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold

;

Bid her alight,
And her troth plight,

And-aroint thee, ivitch, aroint thee!
Kent. How fares your grace ?

Enter Gloster, with a Torch.

Lear. AVhat's he ?

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ?
Gin. What are you there V Your names ?
Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the

toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and tlie water;
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend
rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old
rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of
the standing pool ; who is whipped from tything to
tything, and stocked, punished, and imprisoned

;

who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to
his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear,

—

But mice, and rats, and such small deer.
Have been Tom's food for seven long year.

Beware my follower:— Peace, Smolkin
; peace,

thou fiend

!

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ?
Edg. The prince of darkness is ^ gentleman

;

Modo he's called, and jVlahu. [vile,

Qlo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so
That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.
Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer

To obey in all your daughters' hard commands :

Though their mjunction be to bar my doors.
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ;Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out.
And bring you where both fire and food is ready.
Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher";-

What is the cause of thunder?
Kent. Good my lord, take his offer;

Go into the house. [Theban :

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned
What is your study ?

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord.

His wits begin to unsettle.

Glo. Can'st thou blame him?
His daughters seek bis •de'ath:— Ah, that good

Kent !

—

He said it would be thus :—Poor banish'd man !

Thou say'st the king grows mad; I'll teil thee,
friend,

I am almost mad myself: I had a son,
Now outlaw'd from my blood ; he sought my life.

But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend,

—

No father his son dearer : true to teU thee,

(Storm continues.)
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a nielit'a

this

!

•
^

I do beseech yourgraoe,

—

Lear. O, cry you mercy.
Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom's a-cold. [wamu
Glo. In, fellow, there, io the hove J : keep thee
Lear. Come, let's in all.

Kent. This way, my lord.
Lear. With him

;

I will keep still with my philosopher.
Kent. Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take tiie

fellow.

V y
•
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Glo. Take him yoii on.

Kent. Sirrah, come on
;
go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.

Qlo, No words, no words :

Hnsh.
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came,

His word was still,—Fie, foh, andfitm,

I smell the blood ofa British man. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Cornwall and Edmund.

Corn, I will have my revenge, ere I depart his

house.

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that

nature thus gives way to loyalty, something lears me
to think of.

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your

brother's evil disposition made him seek his death

;

but a provoking merit, set a-work by a reproveable

badness in himself.

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must

repent to be just! This is the letter he spoke of,

wliich approves him an intelligent party to the

advantages of France. O heavens ' that this treason

were not, or not I the detector!

Corn. Go with me to tlie duchess.

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you
have mighty business in hand.

Corn. True, or false, it hath made thee earl of

Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may
be ready for our apprehension.

Edm. [Aside.) If I find him comforting the king,

it will stuft' his suspicion more fully.— I will perse-

vere in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be
sore between that and my blood.

Corn. 1 will lay trust upon thee ; and thon shalt

find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

A Chamber in a Farm-House,
adjoining the Castle.

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar.

Glo. Here is better than the open air ; take it

thankfully : I will piece out the comfort with what
addition I can : I will not be long from you.

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to

his impatience :—The gods reward your kindness I

[E.xit Gloster:

Edg. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me, Nero is

an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent,

and beware the foul fiend.

Foot. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a mad-
man be a gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Lear. A king, a king !

Fool. No ; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman
to his son : for he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son

a gentleman before him.

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits

come hizzing in upon them :

—

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Fool. He's mad, that trusts in the fameness of a

wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's
oath.

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them
straight :

—

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ;

—

[To Edgar.)
Thoc, sapient sir, sit here. {To the Fool.)—Now,

you she-foxes I

—

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares !

—

Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ?

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me :—
Fool. Her boat hath a leak,

And she must not speak
Why she dares not come over to thee,

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly

fol- two white herrings. Croak not, black angel ; I

have no food for thee.

Kent. How do you, sir ? Stand yon not so ainaz'd :

Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ?

Lear. I'll see their trial first : — Bring in the

evidence :

—

Thon robed man of justice, take thy place ;

—

(To Edoar.)

And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, (To the Fool.)

Buncli by his side :—You are of the commission,

Sit you too. {To Kent.)

Edq. Let us deal justly.

Steepest, or walcesf thou.jolly shepherd?
Thy sheep be in the corn ;

Andfor one blast ofthy minikin mouth,

Thy sheep shall take no harm.
Pur ! the cat is grey.

Lear. Arraign her first; 'tis Goneril. I here take

my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked

the poor king her father.

Fool. Come hither, mistress; Is your name
Goneril?
Lear. She cantiot deny it.

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took yon for a joint-stool.

Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd looks

proclaim
What store her heart is made of.—Stop her there !

Arms, arms, sword, fire I—Corruption in the place !

False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ?

Edg. Bless thy five wits !

Kent. O pity !—Sir, where is the patience now.

That you so oft have boasted to retain ?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much,

Tliey'll mar my counterfeiting- {Aside.)

Lear. The little dogs and all,

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see they bark at me,

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them :—A vaunt,

you curs

!

Be thy mouth or black or white.

Tooth that poisons, if it bite
;

Mastif, grey-hound, mongrel grim.

Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ;

Or botbail tike, or trundle-ail

;

Tom will make them weed and wail

:

For, with throwing thus my head.

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and
fairs, and market towns ;—Poor Tom, thy horn is dry

.

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan, see|what

breeds about her heart : Is there any cause in na-

ture, that makes these hard hearts?—You. sir, I

entertain you for one of my hundred; only, I do not

like the fashion of your garments ; you will say, they

are Persian attire ; but let them be changed.
{To Edgar.)

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest

awhile.

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the

curtains: So, so, so: We'll go to supper i' the

morning : So, so, so.

Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon.

Re-enter Gloster.

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the king, my
master ? [are gone.

Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits

Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy

arms

;

I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him :

There is a litter ready ; lay liim in't,

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thoa shalt

meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master :

If thou should'st dally half an hour, his life,

With thine, and all that offer to defend him.

Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up

;

And follow me, that will to some provision

Give thee quick conduct.

Kent. Oppress'd nature sleeps :-'

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken senses,

Which, if coifvenience will not allow, ^
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Stand in hard cure.—Come, help to bear thy master

:

Thou must not stay behmd. {To the Fool.)
Glo. Come, come, auay.

[Exeunt Kent. Gloster, and the Fool,
bearing offthe King.

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes.
We scarcely think our miseries our loes.

Who alone sutfers, suffers most i" the mind
;

Leaving free things, and haj py shews, behind :

But then the mind much sutierance doth o'erskip.

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship.

How light and portable my pain seems now.
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king

bow
;

He childed, as I father'd !— Tom, away :

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray,
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles

thee.

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee.

W hat will hap more to-night, safe scape the king !

Lurk, lurk. [Exit.

Scene VII.

—

A Room in Glosfer's Castle.

Enter Cornwall, Began, Gonehil, Edmund,
and Servants.

Corn. Post speedily to ray lord your husband
;

shew liim this letter :—the army of France is landed :

Seek out the villain Gloster.

[Exeunt some of the Servants.
Reg. Hang him instantly.

Cron. Pluck out his eyes.
Corn. Leave him to my displeasure.—Edmund,

keep you our sister company ; the revenges we are
bound to take upon your traitorous father, are not
fit for your beholding. Advise the duke, where you
are going, to a most festinate preparation ; we are
bound to the like. Our posts shall be swift, and intel-

ligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister ;—farewell,
my lord of Gloster.

Enter Steward.

Uow now? Where's the king? [hence :

Stew. My lord of Gloster hath convey'd him
Some five or six and thirty of his knights.

Hot questrists after him, met him at gate
;

Who, with some other of the lord's dependants,
Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they

boast

To have well-armed friends.

Com. Get horses for your mistress.

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister.

[Exeunt Goneril and Edmund.
Corn. Edmund, farewell.—Go, seek the traitor

Gloster,

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us :

[Exeunt other Servants.

Though well we may not pass upon his life

Without the form of justice : yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The

traitor ?

Reenter Servants, with Glostek.

Reg. Ingratefnl fox ! 'tis he.

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. [consider

Glo. What mean your graces ?—Good my friends,

You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind him.)

Reg. Hard, hard :- -O filthy traitor

!

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am uone.

Corn. To this chair bind him :—Villain, thou shalt

find

—

{Regan plucks his beard.)

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done

To pluck me by the beard.

Reg. So white, and snch a traitor

!

Glo. Naughty lady,

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin.

Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host

;

With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours

You should not ruufe thus. What will yon do ?

Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late frcin
France ?

Reg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the tmth.
Corn. And what confederacy have you with the

traitors.

Late footed in the kingdom ? [king ?
Reg. To whose hands have yoo sent the lunatic

Speak.
Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down.

Which came from one that's of a neutral heart.
And not from one oppos'd.

Corn. Cunning.
Reg. And false.

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ?

Glo. To Dover.
iieg. Wherefore

To Dover ? Wast thou not cbarg'd at thy peril,

—

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first answer
that. [course.

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the
Reg. Wherefore to Dover?
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his jjoor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister

In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs.
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up,
And quench'd the stelled fires : yet, poor old hearty
He help the heavens to rain.

If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stem time.

Thou should'st have said. Good porter, turn tha
hey ;

All crnels else subscrib'd :—But I shall see
The winged vengauce overtake such children.

Corn. See it shalt thou never:—Fellows, hold
the chair:

Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot.

{Gloster is held doivn in his chair, tvhtlA

Cormvall plucks out one of his eyes.,

and sets his foot on if.)

Glo. He, that will think to live till he be old,

Give me some help :—O cruel I O ye gods !

Reg. One side will mock another; the other too.

Corn. If you see vengeance,

—

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord :

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child :

But better service have I never done you.
Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog?
Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,

I'd shake it on this quarrel : What do you mean r

Corn. My villain ! {Draws, and runs at him.)
Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance of

anger.

{Draws. They fight. Cormvall is wounded.)
Reg. Give me thy sword. {To another Servant.)

A peasant stand up thus!

(Snatches a stcord, comes behind, and
stabs him.)

Serv. O, I am slain !—My lord, you have one eye
left

To see some mischief on him:—O I {Dies.)

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it :—Out, vije

Jelly:
Where is thy lustre now ?

(
Tears out Gloster's other eye, and throw*

it on the ground.)

Glo. All dark and comfortless.—Where's my son
Edmund ?

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature.

To quit this horrid act.

Reg Out, treacherous villain!

Thou call'st on him that hates thee : it was he
That made the overture of thy treason* to us

;

Who is too good to pity thee.

Glo. O my follies

!

Then Edgar was abus'd

—

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him !

Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him
smell
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Bia way to Dover.—How is't, my lord? How look

you ?

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt :—Follow me, lady.

—

Turn out that eyeless villain ;—throw this slave

Upon the duDgbill.—Regan, I bleed apace :

Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm.

[Exit Cornwall, let by Regan ;
—Servants

unbind Closter, and lead him out.

1 Serv. I'll never care what wickedness I do.

If this man come to good.

2 Serv, If she live long,

And, in the end, meet the old course of death.

Women will all turn mODsttrs. [Bedlam

1 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the

To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness
Allows itself to any thing. [of eggs,

2 Serv. Go thou ; I'll fetch some flax, and whites

To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help

him I [Exeunt severally.

ACT IV.

Scene \.—The Heath.

Enter Edgar.

Edg, Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd,

Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worst.

The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune,

Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear

;

The lamentable change is from the best

;

The worst retuiTiS to laughter. Welcome, then.

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace !

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst,

Owes nothing to thy blasts.—But who comes
here ?

—

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man.

My father, poorly led?—World, world, O world !

But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee.

Life would not yield to age.

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your

tenant, and your father's tenant, these fourscore

years.

Glo. Away, get thee away
;
good friend, be gone :

Thy comforts c^n do me no good at all.

Thee they may hurt.

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way.

Glo. I have uo way, and therefore want no eyes;

I stumbled when 1 saw : Full oft 'tis seen.

Our mean secures us ; and our mere defects

Prove onr commodities.—Ah, dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father's wrath !

Might I but live to see thee in my touch,

I'd say, I had eyes again

!

Old Man. How now I Who's there ?

Edg. ( Aside. ) O gods ! Who is't can say, / am
at the worst f

I am worse than e'er I was.

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Torn..,

Edg. { Aside ) And worse I may be yet : The
worst is not.

So long as we can say, This is the worst.

i. Old Man. Fellow, where goest ?

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ?

Old Man. Madman and beggar too.

Glo. He has some reason, else he could not beg.

1' the last night's storm I such a fellow saw

;

Which made me thiuk a man a worm : My son

Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind
Was t-hen scarce friends with liim : I have heard

more since :

As flies to wanton hoys, are we to the gods
;

They kill us for their sport.

Edg. How should this be ?

—

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow,

Ang'ring itself and others. ( Aside. )—Bless thee,

master 1

Gh. Is that the naked fellow ?

Old Man. Ay, my lord.

(Uo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : If, for my sake,

Tliou wilt o'er'take us, nencea mile or twain,

I'the way to Daver, do it for ancient love
;

And bring seme covering tor this naked soul.

Whom I'll entreat to lead me.

Old Man. Alack, sir, he's mad.
Glo. 'Tis the times' plague, when madmen lead

the blind.

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure
;

Above the rest, be gone. [have.

Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel that 1

Come on't what will. [Exit.

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow.

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.—I cannot daub it fur-

ther. {Aside.)
Glo. Come hither, fellow.

Edg.
(
Aside.) And yet I must.—Bless thy sweet
eyes, they bleed.

Glo. Koow'st thou the way to Dover ?

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-

path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good
wits ; Bless the good man from the foul fiend ! Five
fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as

Obidicut ; Hobdididance, prince of dumbness ;

Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ,• and Flib-

bertigibbet, of mopping and mowing ; who since

possesses chamber-maids and waiting-women. So,

bless thee, master ! (ven's plagues

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the bea-

Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched,

Alakes thee the happier :—Heavens, deal so still .'

Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man.
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see

Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly •

So distribution should undo excess, [Dover :

And each man have enongh.—Dost thou know
Edg. Ay, master.

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head
Looks fearfully in the confined deep

:

Bring me but to the very brim of it.

And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear.

With something rich about me : from that place

I shall no leading need.

Edg. Give me thy arm

;

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Before the Duke of Albany's Palace.

Enter Goneril and Ed.mund; Steward meeting-

them.

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, onr mild

husband [master ";'

Not met usa on the way :—Now, where's your

Slew. Madam, within ; but never man so chanT'd:

I told him of the army that was landed
;

He smil'd at it : I told him, you were coming

;

His answer was, The worse : of Gloster's treachery.

And of the loyal service of his son,

When I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot;

And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out :

—

What most he should dislike, seems pl&asant to him

:

What like, offensive.

Gon. Then shall you go no further.

{To Edmund,)
It is the cowish terror of his spirit.

That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs.
Which tie him to an answer : Our wishes, on the

w^y,
May prove efl"ects. Back, Edmund, to my brother;

Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers

:

I must change arma at home, and give the distafi'

Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant

Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear,

If you dare venture in your own behalf,

A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech
;

{Giving a favour.)
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak,

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ;

—

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gun. My most dear Gloster !

[Exit Edmund.
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O, the diflference of man, and man ! To thee

A woman's services are due ; my fool

Usurps my bed.

Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. [Exit.

Enter Albany.

Gon. I have been worth the whistle.

Alb. O CJoneril

!

You are not worth the dust, which the rude wind
Slows in your face.—I fear your disposition

:

'i'hat nature, which contemns its origin,

Cinnot be borderd certain in itself;

Sle, that herself will sliver and disbranch

Fnm her material sap, perforce must wither,

Anl come to deadly use.

Gin. No more ; the text is foolish.

Af). Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile :

FLIthssavour but themselves. What have you done?
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perlorm'd?
A fathe:, and a gracious aged man,
Whose r?verence the headlugg'd bear would lick.

Most barLarous, most degenerate ! have you madded.
Could my food brother suffer you to do it?

A man, a pince, by him so benefited :'

If that the htavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile offences,

'Twill come.
Humanity musi perforce prey on itself,

ijike monsters tf" the deep.
Gon. Milk-liver'd man !

That bearst a cht^k for blows, a head for wrongs
;W ho hast not iu thy brows an eye discerning

Thine honour from tiy suifering ; that not know'st,
Fools do those villaits pity, who are punish'd

Ere they have done heir mischief. Where's thy
drum ?

France spreads his baniers in onr noiseless land
;

With plumed helm thy dayer begins threats

;

Whilst thou, a moral too'., sit'st still, snd cry'st,

A lack ! why does he so ?

Alb. See thyself, devil

!

Proper deformity seems nol in the fiend
So horrid, as in woman.
Gon. O rain fool

!

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover'd thing, for

shame,
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness

To let these hands obey ray bloo^.

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear

Thy flesft and bones; —Howe'er thin aria fiend,

A woman's shape doth shiela thee.

Gon. Marry, your manhood ntrw I

Enter a Messetiger.

Alb. What news ? [dead
;

Mess O, riry good lord, the duke of CornvvaU's

iSlain by his servant, going to put out

The other eye of Gloster.

Alb. Gloster's eyes

!

[morse,

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with re-

Op|x>s'd against the act, bending his sword
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd.

Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead :

But not without that harmful stroke, which since

Hath pluck'd him after.

Alb. This shews yon are above.

You justicers, that these our nether crimes

So speedily can venge !—But, O poor Gloster !

Lost he his other eye ?

Mess. Both, both, my lord.—

This, letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ;

'Tis from your sister.

Gon. [Aside.) One way I like this well

;

But beint; widow, and my Gloster with her,

May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hateful life : Another way.
The news is not so tart.—I'll read and answer.

[Exit.

Alb. Where was his son, when they did take bis

eyes?
Mess. Come with my lady hither.

Alb. He is not drr .

Mess. No, my good lord ; I met him back again.

Alb. Knows he the wickedness V

Mess. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform 'd

agamst him

;

And quit the house on purpose, that their pnnishment
Might have the freer course.

Alb. Gloster, I live

To thank thee for the love thou shew'dst the king,

'

And to revenge thine eyes.— Come hither, friend; .

Tell me what more thou knowest. [Exeunt^

Scene III.

—

The French Camp, near Dover.

Enter Kent and a Gentleman.

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly
gone back know you the reason ?

Ge/it. Something he left imperfect in the state,*

Which, since his coming forth, is thought of; which
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger.

That his personal return was most requir'd,

And necessary.

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general ?

Gent. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fer.

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any
demonstration of giief ? [presence :

Gent. Ay, sir; she took tliem, read them in my
And now and then an ample tear triU'd down
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like,

Sought to be king o'er her.

Kent. O, then it mov'd her.

Gent. Not to a rage ;
patience and sorrow strove

Who should expre.ss her goodliest. You have seen

Sunshine and rain at once ; her smiles and tears

Were like a better day : Those happy smiles.

That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted

thence.

As pearls from diamonds dropp'd.—In brief, sorrow

Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all

Could so become it.

Kent. Made she no verbal question ?

Gent, 'Faith, once, or twice, she heav'd the

name offather
Pantiogly forth, as if it press'd her heart

;

Cried, Sisters ! sisters !—Shame ofladies ! sisters!

Kent I father ! sisters ! What .' i'the storm ? i'the

night ?

Let pity not be believd!—There she shook

The holy water from her heavenly eyes.

And clamour moisten'd : then away she started

To deal with grief alone.

Kent. It is the stars.

The stars above us, govern our conditions
;

Else one self mate and mate could not beget

Such different issues. You spoke not with her since?

Gent. No. ...... .,

Kent. Was this before the kmg return d?
Gent. ^'''. since.

Kent. Well, sir; the poor distress'd Lear is i'the

town

:

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers

\Vhat we are come about, and by no means

\\i\[ yield to see his daughter.

Gent. ^Vhy, good sir ?

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his owa
nnkindiiess,

That stripp'd her from his benediction, turn d her

To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights

To his dog-hearted daughters,—these things sting

His mind so venomously, that burning shame

Detains him from Cordelia.

Cent. Alack, poor gentleman

!

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers yoa

heard not :

Gent. 'Tis so ; they are afoot

Kent. Well, sir, 111 bring yon to our master l^ear,

And leave you to attend him : some dear cause

Vvill in concealment wrap me np awhile;

When I am known aright, yoa uimii notgnew
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I pray you, go
[Exeunt.

Lending me this acquaintance.

Along with me.

Scene IV.

—

The same. A Tent.

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers^

Cor. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud

;

Crown'd with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds.

With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,]

Darnel, and all the idle weeds, tliat grow
In our sustaining corn.—A century send forth

;

Search every acre in the high-grown field.

And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.

What can man's wisdom do,

In the restoring his bereaved sense ?

He. that helps him, take all my outward worth.

Phj/. There is means, madam :

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose.

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him.

Are many simples operative, whose power
Will close the eye of anguish.

Cor. All bless'd secrets.

All you unpublish'd virtues of the earth,

Spring with my tears! be aidant, and remediate.

In the good man's distress !—Seek, seek for him
;

Let his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. ' Madam, news

:

The British powers are marching bitherward,

•j. Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands

^ ' In expectation of them.—O dear father.

It is tliy business that I go about

;

Therefore great France
My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied.

No blown ambition doth our arms incite.

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right

:

,Soon may I hear, and see him ! [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Riegan and Steward.

Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth ?

Stew. Ay, madam.
Reg.

—...« Himself
' In person there ?

Stew. Madam, with much ado:
Your sister is the better ioldier. [home ?

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at

Stew. No, madam. [him ?

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to

Stew. I know not, lady.

Reg. "Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter.

It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out,

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves
'All hearts against ns : Edmund, I think, is gone
Id pity of his misery, to despatch
His nighted life ; moroever, to descry

The strength o'the enemy. [^letter.

I Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my
' Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay with us

;

iThe ways are dangerous.
I Stew. I may not, madam

;

My lady charg'd my duty in this bu.siness.

I

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might
not you

Transport her purpose by word ? Belike,

Sometning—I know not what :—I'll love thee maeh,
Let me unseal the letter.

I

Stew. iMadam, I had rather

—

Reg. I know, your lady does not love her husband

;

I am sure of that : and, at her late being here,

She gave strange oeiliads, and most speaking looks

To noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosom.
Stew. I, madam ?

Reg I speak in understanding
;
you are, I know it

:

Therefore, I do advise you, take this note :

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd :

And more convenient is he for my hand,
rhan for your lady's ;—You may gather more.
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If yon do find him, pray you, give him this
;

And when your mistress hears thus much from you,

I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.

So, fare you well.

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor.

Preferment falls on him that cuts him oft'.

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam ! I would

What party I do follow. [shew

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

The Country near Dover.

Enter Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a
peasant.

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that sane

hill? [lab<ur.

Edg. You do climb up it now ; look, how we
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even.

Edg. Horrible stefp:

Hark, do you hear the sea ?

Glo. No, truly.

Edg. Why, then your other senses gro* imper-

By your eye's anguish. ['ect

Glo. So may it be, indeed :

Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ; and thou^peak'st

In better phrase, and matter, than thoudidst.

Edg. You are much deceiv'd ; in aothing am I

But in my garments. [chaug'd,

Glo. Methinks, you are brtter spoken.

Edg. Come on, sir; here's th« place:—stand

still.—How fearful

And dizzy 'tis, to cast one eyes to low

!

The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air.

Shew scarce so gross as beetlei : halfway down,!

Hangs one that gathers samphire ;
dreadful trade !j

Methinks, he seems no higget than his hearl

:

The fishermen, that walk ui>»n the beach,

Appear like mice ; and you' tall anchoring bark,

Diniinish'd to her cock; hef cock, a buoy

Almost too small for sisht. The murmuring snrge.

That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes,
,

Cannot be heard so higk :— I'll look no more;

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight

Topple down headlony.

Glo. Set me where you stand.

Edg. Give me your hand : You are now within a

foot

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon
Would I not leap upright.

Glo. Let go my hand.

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel

Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies and gods.

Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off;

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. (Seems to go.)

Glo. With all my heart
Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair.

Is done to cure it.

Glo. O you mighty gods !

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights,'

Shake patiently my great affliction off';

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposeless wills,

.

My snuft", and loathed part of nature, should
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him !

—

Now, fellow, fare thee well.

(He leaps and falls along.)

Edg. Gone, sir, farewell.

—

And yet I know not how conceit may rob
The treasury of life, when life itself

Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought.

By this, had thought been past.—Alive, or dead ?

Ho, you sir! friend!—Hear you, sir?—speak !

Thus might he pass indeed ;—Yet he revives:

What are you, sir?

Glo. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Had'st thou been aught but gossamer,
feathers, air,

So many fathom down precipitating,

Tliou had'st slfiver'd like an egg : hut thou dost
breathe

;
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Hast heavy sobstance ; bleed'st not ; speak'st ; art

Ten masts at each make not the altitude, [sound
;

Which thou hast perpendicularly fell;

Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again.

Glo. But have I fallen, or no? [bourn :

Edg. From the dread s.ummit of this chalky

Look up a-height ;—the shrill gorg'd lark so far

Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up.

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.

—

In wretchedness depriv'd that benefit,

To end itself by death ? 'Twas yet some comfort,

When misery could beguile (he tyrant's rage.

And frustrate his proud will.

Edg. Give rae your arm :

Up :—So ;—How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You
stand.

Glo. Too well, too well.

Edg. This is above all strangeness.

Uuon the crown o'the cliff, what thing was that

W'hich parted from you ?

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar.

Edg. As I stood here below, methought, his eyes

Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses,

Horns whelk'd, and wav'd like the enridged sea;

It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father.

Think, that the clearest gods, who make them
honours

Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee.

Glo. I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear
Afiliction, till it do cry out itself,

Enough, enough, and die. That thing you speak of,

I took it for a man ; often 'twould say,

The fiend, the fiend: he led me to that place.

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts.—But who
comes here ?

Enter Leak,fantastically dressed iip withflowers.

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining

;

I am the king himself.

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight

!

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect.—There's

your press money. That fellow handles his bow
like a crow-keeper: draw me a clothier's yard.

—

Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ;—this piece of

toasted cheese will do't.—There's my gauntlet

;

I'll prove it on a giant—Bring up the brown bills-

^O, well flown, bird !—i'the clout, i'the clout

:

hewgh !—Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.

plo. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Goneril—with a white beard !

—

They flatter'd me like a dog ; and told me I had
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were
there. To say, ay, and no, to every thing I said !

—

Ay and no, too, was no good divinity. When the

rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at

my bidding; there I found 'them, there I smelt

them out. Go to, they are not men o'their words
;

they told me I was every thing ; "tis a lie ; I am
not ague-proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember :

Is't not the king !

hear. Ay, every inch a king :

When I do stare, see, how the subject quakes.

I pardon that man's life : What was thy cause ?

—

A dullery.—
Thou shall not die : Die for adultery ! No :

The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly

Does lecher in my sight.

Let copulation tlirive, for Gloster's bastard son

Was kinder to his father, than my daughters

Go 'tween the lawful sheets.

To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers.

—

Behold yon' simpering dame.
Whose lace between her forks presageth snow;
That minces virtue, and does shake the head

To hear of pleasure's name
;

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to't

With a more riotous appetite.
Down from the waist they are centaurs.
Though women all above :

But to the girdle do the gods inherit,

Beneath is all the fiends' ; there's hell, there's dark-
ness, there is the suli^hurous pit, burning, scalding,
stench, consumption ;—Fy, fy, fy ! pah

;
pah !

Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to

sweet my imagination : there's money for thee.

Glo. let me kiss that hand !

Lear, Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality.

Glo. ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world
Shall so wear out to nought.—Dost thou know me?

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Dost
thou squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ;

I'll not love.—Read thou this challenge ; mark but
the penning of it

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one.

Edg. I would not take this from report •.—it is.

And my heart breaks at it

Lear. Read.
Glo. What, with the case of eyes ?

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes
in your head, nor no money in your purse ? V our
eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a light: Yet
you see how this world goes.

Glo. I see it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how this

world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears :

see how yon' justice rails upon yon' simple thief.

Hark, in thine ear ; Change places ; and, handy-
dandy, wiiich is the justice, which is the thief?

—

Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar t

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ?

There thou might'st behold ihe great image of au-

thority : a dog's obeyed in office.

—

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand :

Why dost thou lash that whore ? Strip tniue owu
back

;

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind.

For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer bangs
the cozener.

Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear

;

Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with
gold.

And the strong lance of justice hnrtless breaks

:

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it.

None does offend, none, I say, none ; I'll able 'em :

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser's lips. Get the glass eyes

;

And, like a scurvy politician, seem [now
^

To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now, now.
Pull off my boots :—harder, harder; so.

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd !

Reason in madness !

Lear. Ifthou wilt weep ray fortunes, take my eyes.

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster:

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither.

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air.

We wawl,and cry:—I willpreach to thee; mark me.
Glo. Alack, alack the day !

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great stage of fools ;—This a good block ?

—

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe

A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof;

And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law.

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, bll, kill.

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants.

Gent. O, here he is : lay hand upon him.—Sir,
Your most dear daughter

—

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even

The natural fool of fortune.—Use me well

;

You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon

I am cut to the brains.

dent. You shall have any thing

Lear. No seconds? all myself?
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Why, this would make a man, a man of salt.

To use his eyes for garden water-pots.

Ay, and for laying autumn's dust.

Gent. Good sir,.

—

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom;
VVhat?

I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king,

My masters, know you that ?

Gent. Vou are a royal one, and we obey you.

Lear. Then tliere's life in it. Nay, an you get

it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa.

Exit, running ; Attendants follow.

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch
;

Past speaking of in a king!—Thou hast one
daughter.

Who redeems nature from the general curse

Which twain have biiought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle sir.

Gent. Sir, speed you : What's your will ?

Edg. I»o you hear aught, sir, of a battle tcward ?

Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one heart that,

Which can distinguish sound.

Edg. But, by your favour.

How near's the other army ?

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry
Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, sir: that's all.

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is

Her army is mov'd on. [here,

Edg. I thank yon, sir. [Exit Gent.

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from
me

;

Let not my worser spririt tempt me again
To die before you please !

Edg. ' Well pray you, father.

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ?

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune's

blows :

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows,
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your Land,
I'll lead you to some biding.

Glo. Hearty thanks

:

The bounty and thebenison of heaven
To boot, and boot I

- " Enter Steward.

Sttw. A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy I

That eyeless head ol thine was first fram'd flesh

To raise my fortunes. Thou old unhappy traitor.

Briefly thystlf remember :—The sword is out

That must destroy thee.

Glu. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it. {Edgar ojiposes.)

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant,

Dar'st thoD support a publish'd traitor? Hence
j,

Lest that the infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.

Edg. Ch'ill not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion.

Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest.

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor

volk pass. And ch'ud ha' been zwaggerd out of my
life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vort-

uight. Nay, come not near the old man ; keep out,

ohe vor'ye, or ise try whether your costard or my
bat be the harder: Ch'ill be plain with you.

Stew. Out, dunghill

!

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir : Come ; no matter
for your foins.

{They fight : and Edgar knocks him dotvn.)

\ Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me:—Villain, take
my purse

;

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body
;

And give the letters, which thou find'st about me.
To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out

Upon the British party :—O untimely death ! {Dies.)

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain

;

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress,!

As badness would desire.

Glo. What, is he dead ?
Edg. Sit you down, father j rest yon.

—

Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of,

May be my friends.—He's dead ; I am only sorry
He had no other death'sman.—Let us see :

—

Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not

:

To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts

;

Their pai^rs. is more lawful.

{Reads.) Let our reciprocal vows be remem-
bered. You have many opporttcnities to cut him
off; if your ivill tvunt nut, time andplace ivill be
fruitfully offtned. There is nothing dotie, if he
return the conqueror : Then am I the prisoner,
and his bed my gaol ; from the loatfied warmth
tohereof deliver me, and supply the place for your
labour.

Your wife, {so I would say,) and your af-
fectionate servant, Goneril.

undistinguish'd space of woman's will

!

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life
;

And the exchange, my brother !—Here, in the sands.
Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified

Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time,

With this ungracious pager strike the sight

Of the death-practi.s'd duke : For him 'tis well,

That of thy death and business \ can tell.

{Exit Edgar, dragging out the body,
Glo. The king is mad : How stiff is my vile sense.

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract

So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefs.

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose

The knowledge of themselves.

Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Give me your hand :

Far otF, niethinks, I hear the beaten drum.
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

A Tent in the French Camp. Lk VR

on a bed, asleep; Physician, Gentlemen, and
others, attending.

Enter Cordelia., and Kent.
Cor. O thou, good Kent, how shall I live, and work.

To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short

And every measure fail me.
Kefit. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'erpaid.

All my reports go with the modest truth;

Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so.

Cor. Be better snited :

These weeds are memories of those worser hours;

1 pr'ythee, put them ott".

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam

;

Yet to he known, shortens my made intent

:

My boon I make it, that you know me not.

Till time and 1 think meet.

Cor. Then be it .so, my good lord.—How does the

king? {To the Physician.)
Phys. Madam sleeps still

:

Cor. O you kind gods,

Cure this great breach in his abu.sed nature !

The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up
Of this child changed father I

Phys. So please your majesty,

That we may wake the king? he hath clept long.

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed
I'the sway of your own will. Is he array'd r

Gent. Ay. madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep.

We put fresh garments on him. (hiui

:

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake
I doubt not of nis temperance.

Cor. Very well.

Phys, Please you, draw near.—Louder the music

there.

Cor. O my dear father! Restoration, hang
Tliy medicine On my lips ; and let this kiss

Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made !

Kent. Kind and dear princess

!

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white

flakes

Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face
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To be expos'd against the warring winds ?

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder ?

ill the most terrible and nimble stroke

Of qnick, cross-lightoin;j? to watch (poor perdu !)

With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog,

Though he. had bit me, should have stood that night
Against my fire : And wast thou fain, poor father,

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn,

In short and musty straw? Alack, alack !

Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once
Had not concluded all.—He wakes ; speak to him.

Pkrjs. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest

Cor, How does my royal lord ? How fares your
majesty ? [grave :

—

Lear. You do me \vTong, to take me out o'the

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bmmd
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears

Do scald like molten lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know me ?
' Lear. Yon are a spirit, I know ; When did you die ?

Cor. Still, still, far wide !

Pkys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile.

Lear. VVhere have I been ? Where am I ?—Fair
day-light?

—

I am mightily abus'd.—I should even die with pity,

To see another thus.—I know not what to say.

—

I will not swear, these are my hands :—let's see
;

I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd

Of my condition.

Cor. O, look upon me, sir.

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me :

—

No. sir, you must not kneel.
Lear. , Pray, do not mock me

:

I am a very foolish fond old man.
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly,
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man

;

Vet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant
What place this is ; and aU the skill I have
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me

;

For, as I am a man, I think this lady
To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And so I am, I am.
Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes, 'faith. I pray,

weep not-,

if yoQ have poison for me, I will drink it.

I know you do not iove me : for your sisters

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong

:

You have some cause, they ha-e not.

Cor. No cause, no cause.
Lear. Am I in France ?

Kent. In yonr own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.
Phys. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage,

V ou see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger
To make him even o'er the time he has lost,

j

;

l>esire him to go in ; trouble him no more.
Till further settling.

Cor. Wil't please your highness walk ?

Lear. You must bear with me :

Pray now, forget and forgive : I am old and foolish.

[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and
Attendants.

Gent. Holds it true, sir,

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain ?

Kent. Most c.ertain, sir.

Gent. Who w conductor of his people ?

Kent. As 'tis said,
The bastard son of Gloster.

ent. They say, Edgar,
His banish'd son, is witli the earl of Kent
In Germany.
Kent. Report is changeable.

'Tis time to look about ; the powers o'the kingdom
Approach apace.

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be a bloody.
Fare you well, sir. [Exit.
Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly

wrought.
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought. [E.xit.

KING LEAR. 71.",

ACT. V.

Scene \.— Tke Camp of the British Forces, near
Doi-er.

Enter, with drum and colours, Edmctjd, RegaN,
Officers, Soldiers, and others.

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold
;

Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught
To change the course ; He's full of alteration,

And self-reproving :—bring his constant pleasure.
{To an Officer, who goes out.)

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried.
Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.

^
Reg. Now, sweet lord.

You know the goodness I intend upon you :

Tell me,—but tnily,— but then speak the truth.

Do you not lo\ e my sister ?

Edm. In honour'd love.

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way
To the forfended place ?

Ed7n. That thought abuses yon.
Reg. I am doubtful, that you ha>e been conjunct

And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.
Edm. No, by mine honour, madam.
Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord.

Be not familiar with her.

Edrn. Fear me not

;

She, and the duke her husband,

—

Enter Albany, Goneril, atid Soldiers.

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister
Should loosen him and me. {Aside.)

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met.

—

Sir, this I hear,—The king is come to his daughter.
With others, whom the rigour of our state

Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest,
I never yet was valiant : for this business.

It touches us as France invades our land.

Not holds the king ; with others, whom, I fear.
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.
Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.
Reg. Why is this reasoned ?
Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy :

For these domestic and pairticular broils
Are not to question here.

Alb. Let us then determine
With the ancient of war on our proceedings.
Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent.

R?g. Sister, you'll go wita us ?

Gon. No.
Reg. 'Tis most convenient; pray you, go with us.
Gun. O, ho, I know the riddle : (Aside.)— \ will go.
As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised.
Edg. U e'er your grace had speech with man so

poor.

Hear me one word.
Alb. I'll overtake you.—SpeaL

[Exeunt Edmund. Regan, Goneril, Officeri^.

Soldiers, and Attendants.
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope (his letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem,
I can produce a champion, that will prove
What is avouched there : If you miscarry.

Your business of the world hath so an end.
And machination ceases. Fortune love you'.

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter.

Edg. I was forbid it.

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry,

And I'll appear again. [Exit.

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy paper^

Re-enter Edmund.
Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers.

Here is the guess of their true strength and tbrces

By diligent discovery;—but your haste

Is now urg'd on you.

Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit.

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my lo\ e

;

Each jealous of the other, as the stung

Are of the adder. Which of them .^hall I take ?

Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy 'd,
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If both remain alive : To take the widow,

Exasperates, makes mad her sister (Joneril

;

And hardly shall I carry out my side,

JHer husband being alive. Now then, we'll use

His countenance for the battle ; which being done,

Let her, who would be rid of him, devise

His speedy taking oft*. As for the mercy_

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,

The battle done, and they within our power.
Shall never see his pardon : for my state

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Field between the two Camps.

Alarum ivithin. Enter, with drum and colours,

Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces : and exeutit.

Enter Edgar and Gloster.

Edg. Here father, take the shadow of this tree

For your good host
;
pray that the right may thrive

:

If ever I return to you again,

I'll bring you comiort.

Glo. Grace go with you, sir

!

[Exit Edgar.

AlaruTns; afterwards a Retreat. Re-enter
Edgar.

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away;
King Leor hath lost, he and his daughter ta'eu

:

Give me thy hand, come on.

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here.

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must en-

dure
Their going hence, even as their coming hither:

Ripeness is all : Couie on.

Glo. And that's true too.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The British Camp near Dover.

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours, Ed-
mund; Lear, and Cordelia, as prisoners;

Officers, Soldiers, etc.

Edm. Some officers take them away : good guard ;

flntil their greater pleasures first be known.
That are to censure them.

Cor. We are not the first.

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst.

For thee, onpressexl king, am I cast down ;

Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown.

—

Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ?

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison

:

We two alone will sing like birds i'the cage

:

When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down.
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we'll live,

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,

—

Who loses, and who wins ; who's in. who's out ;

—

And take upon us tlie mystery of things,

As if we were God's spies : And we'll wear out.

In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones.

That ebb and flow by the moon.
Edm. Take them away.
Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia,

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught
thee ?

He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven.
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes;
Thegoujeers shall devour them, flesh and tell.

Ere they shall make us weep : we'll see them starve

first.

Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded.
Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark.

Take thou this note
;
[Giving a pajier.) go, follow

them to prison

:

One step I have advanc'd thee ; if thou dost
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes : Know thou this,—that men
Are as the time is ; to be tender-minded
Does not become a sword :—Thy great employment
Will not bear question ; either say, thou'lt do't.

Or thrive by other means.

Offi. I'll dot, my lord.

Edm. About it, and write happy, when thou hast
done.

Mark,—I say, instantly ; and carry it so.

As I have set it down.

Offi. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats
;

If it be man's work, I will do it. [Exit Officer.

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan,
Officers, and Attendants.

Alb. Sir, you have shewn to-day your valian*

strain.

And fortune led you well : You have the captives.
Who were the opposites of this day's strife :

We do require them of you ; so to use them
As we shall find their merits and our safety

May equally detenuine.
Edm. Sir, I thought it fit

To send the old and miserable king
To some retention, and appointed guard

;W hose age has charms in it, whose title more.
To pluck the common bosom on his side.

Ana turn our impress'd lances in our eyes
Which do command them. With him I sent the

queen;
My reason all the same ; and they are ready
To-morrow, or at farther space, to appear
Where you shall hold your .session. At this time.

We sweat, and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend

;

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd
By those that feel their sharpness:

—

The question of Cordelia, and her father.

Requires a fitter place.

Alb. Sir, by yoflr patience
I hold you but a subject of this war.
Not as a brother.

Reg. That's as we list to grace him.

Methmks our pleasure might have been demanded,
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;
Bore the commission ofmy place and person

;

The which immediacy may well stana up.

And call itself your brother.

Goti. Not so hot
;

;

In his own grace he doth exalt himself.

More than in your advancement.
Reg. In my rights.

By me invested, he compeers the best. [yon.

Gon. That were the most, if he should husband
Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.

Gon. Holla, holla!

That eye, that told you so, look'd but a-squiut.

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer
From a full-flowing stomach.—General,
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony;,
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine:

Witness the world, that I create thee here
My lord and master.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ?

All). The let-aldne lies not in your good will.

Edm. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title

thine. (To Edmund.)
Alb. Stay yet; hear reason:—Edmund, I arrest

thee

On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest,

This gilded serpent : [Pointing to Gon.)—for your
claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of my wife :

'Tis she is sub-routracted to this lord,

.^nd I, her husband, contradict your bans.

If you will marry, make your love to me,
My lady is bespoke.

Gon. An interlude f

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloster :—Let the trumpet
sound :

JfBone appear to prove upon thy person,

'J'hy heinous, manifest, and many treason,

'I'here is ray pledge : ( Throwing down a glove.) I'll

prove it on thy heart.

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothins less.

Than I have here proclaim'd thee. -

."^y-^
:-;.'^
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Reg. Sick, O sick !

Gon. If not, I'll ne'er trust poison. {Aside.)

Edm. There's my exchange: [Throwiiig down a
glove) what in the world he is,

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies :

Call by thy trumpet : he, that dares approach,
On him, on you, (who not?) I will maiintain

Mv truth and honour firmly.

'Alb. A herald, ho

!

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald !

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue; for thy soldiers.

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

Reg. ^ This sickness grows upon me.

Enter a Herald.

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent.

[Exit Regan, led.

Come hither, herald,—Let the trumpet sound,

—

And read out this.

Offi.. Sound, trumpet. {A Trumpet sounds.)

Herald reads.

If any man of quality, or degree, within the

lists of the army, will maintain tipon Edmund,
supposed earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold
traitor, let him appear at the third sound of the

trumpet : He is bold in his defence.
Edm. Sound. (1 Trumpet.)
Her. Again. (2 Trumpet.)
Hor. Again. (3 Trumpet.)

(
Trumpet answers within.)

Enter Edgar, armed, preceded by a Trumpet.

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears
Upon this call o'the trumpet.

Her. What are yon ?

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer
This present summons ?

Eag. Know, my name is lost

;

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit :

Yet am I noble, as the adversary
I come to cope withal.

Alb. Which is that adversary?

Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl of

Gloster?
EJ/n. Himself;—what say'st thou to him ?

Edg. Draw the sword
;

That, if my speech ofTrnd a noble heart.

Thy arm may do justice : hert is mine.

Behold, it is the privilege of my honours.

My oath, and my profession : 1 protest.

—

Maugre tliy strengtl., youth, place, and eminence.

Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune.

Thy valour, and thy heart,—thou art a traitor :

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father
;

Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince
;

And, from the extremest upward of thy head.

To the descent and dust beneath thy feet,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, 2Vo,

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak,

Thou liest.

Edm. In wisdom, I .should ask thy name
;

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike.

And that thy tongue some 'say of breeding breathes.

What safe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn :

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head
;

With Uie hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart;

Which, (for tiiey yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,)

Thi.s sword of mine shall give them instant way.

Where they shall rest for ever.— Trumpets, speak.

[Alarums. They fight. Edmund falls.)

Alb. O save him, save him !

Gon. This is mere practice, Gloster

:

By the law of arms, thon wast rwt botmd to answer
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish 'd.

But cozen'd ancl beguil'd.

Alb. Shut your month, dame.
Or with this paper .shall 1 stop it :—Hold, sir :—

Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil :

—

No tearing, Lady ; I perceive you know it

[Gives the letter to Edmund.)
Gon. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine, not thine :

Who shall arraign me for't ?

Alb. Most monstrous .'

Know'st thou this paper?
Gon. Ask me not what I know. [Exit.
Alb. Go after her : she's desperate

;
govern her.

(
To an Officer, who goes out.)

Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that have
I done

;

And more, much more ; the time will bring it out;
'Tis past and so am I : But what art thou.

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble,
I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let's exchange charity.
I am no less in blood than thon art, Edmund
If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son.

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments to scourge us

:

The dark and vicious place where thee he got.

Cost him his eyes.

Edm. Thon hast spoken right, 'tis trae

;

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here.

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness :—I must embrace thee

;

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I

Did hate thee, or thy father I

Edg. Worthy prince,

I know it well.

Alb. Where have yon hid yourself?
How have you known the miseries of your father?

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. List a brief

tale ;

—

And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst I

—

The bloody proclamation to escape.
That follow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweetness
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die.

Rather than die at once I) taught me to shift

Into a madman's rags ; to assume a .semblance
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,

Their precious stones new lost ; became his guidej
Led him. begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair.

Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him,

Until some half hour past, when I was arni'd;

Not sure, though hoping, of tiiis good success,

I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last

Told him my pilgrimage : But his flaw'd heart,

(Alack, too weak the conflict to support
!)

'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief.

Burst smilingly.

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd rae.

And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on ;

Yon look as yon had sonielhiiig more to say.

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in;

For I am almost ready to dissolve.

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have seem'd a period

To such as love not sorrow ; but another.

To amplify too much, would make much more,
.4nd top extremity.

Whilst 1 was big in clamour, came there a man.
Who having seen me in my worst estate,

Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding

Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out

As he'd burst heaven ; threw him on mv father;

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and liini.

That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting^

His grief grew puissant, and the strings ot life

Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded,

And there I left him tranc'd.

Alb. But who was this ?

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent ; who, in dis-

guise.

Follow'd his enemy king, and did him service

Improper for a .slave
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Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody knife.

Gent. Help! help! O help!

£dy. What kind of help i

/^l^^
Speak, man.

Edg. What means that bloody knife ?

Gent. 'Tis hot, it smokes

;

It came even from the heart of—
Alb. Who, man r speak.

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister

By her poison'd ; she confesses it.

Edm. I was contracted to them both; all three

Now marry in an instant.

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead!—

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble.

Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman.

Enter Kent.

Edg. Here comes Kent, sir.

.4/6. O ! it is he.

The time will not allow the compliment.

Which very manners urges.

Kent. I am come
To bid my king and master aye good night

;

Is he not here?
Alb. Great thing of us forgot !—

Speak, Edmund, where's the king ? and where's

Cordelia?^
See'st thou this object, Kent ?

(
The bodies of Goneril and Regan are

brought in.)

Kent. Alack, why thus ?

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd :

The one the other poison'd for my sake.

And after slew herself.

Alb. Even so.—Cover their faces.

Edm. I pant for life :—Some good I mean to do,

Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,

—

Be brief in it,—to the castle: for my writ

Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia :

—

Nay, send in time.

Alb. Run, run, O, run !

Edg. To who, my lord ?—Who has the office ? send

Thy token of reprieve.

Edm. Well thought on ; take my sword.

Give it the captain.

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgar.

Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and me
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,

That she forbid herself

Alb.The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile.

{Edmund is borne off.)

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms

;

Edgar, Officers, and others.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl !—O, you are men
of stones

;

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so

That heaven's vault should crack:—O, she is gone

forever!

I know, when one is dead, and when one lives:

She's dead as earth :—Lend me a looking-glass
;

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone.

Why, then she lives.

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ?

Edg. Or image of that horror ?

Alb, Fall, and cease !

Lear. This feather stirs; she lives ! if it be so.

It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows

That ever I have felt.

Kent. O my good master ! {Kneeling.)

Lear. Pr'ythee, away.
Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon yon, murderers, traitors all

!

F might have sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever ;

—

Cordelia. Cordelia, stay a little. Ha !

What is't thou sa/st ?—Her voice was ever soft.

Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman :—

.

I kill'd the slave, that was a hanging thee.

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion

I would have made them skip: I am old now.
And these same crosses spoil me.—Who are yon ?

Mine eyes are none o'the best:—I'll tell you straight.

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated,

One of them we behold.

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ?

Kent. Tlie same

;

Your servant Kent : Wliere is your servant Caius ?

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that

;

He'll strike, and quickly too :—He's dead and rotten.

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man ;

—

Lear. I'll see that straight.

Kent. That, from your first ofdifference and decay.

Have foUow'd your sad steps.

Lear. Yon are welcome hither.

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheeriess, dark, and
deadly.

—

Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves.

And desperately are dead.

Lear. Ay, so I think.

Alb. He knows not what he says ; and vain it is,

That we present us to him.

Edg. Very bootless.

Enter an Officer.

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord.

Alb. That's but a trifle here.—
You lords, and noble friends, know our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come.
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign.

During the life of this old majesty,

To him our absolute power :—You, to your rights ;

(
To Edgar and Kent.

)

With boot, and such addition as your honours
Have more than merited. All friends shall taste

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their deservings,—O, see. see

!

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! No. no, noiife :

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life.

And thou no breath at all ? O, tliou wilt come no more,
Never, never, never, never, never !

—

Pray you, undo this button : Thank yon, sir.

—

Do you see this ? Look on her,—look,—her lips,^

—

Look there, look there !

—

{He dies.)

Edg. He faints !—My lord, my lord,

—

Kent. Break, heart; I pr'ythee, break;
Edg. Look np, my lord.

Kent. Vex not his ghost : O let him pass ! he halt s

him.

That would upon the rack of this tough world
Stretch him out longer.

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed.
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long :

He but usurp 'd his life.

Alb. Bf:ar theni from hence.— Onr preseiil

business

Is general woe. Friends of my soni, yon t^^in

(
To Kent and Edgar.

[

Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain.

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go
;

My master calls, and I must not say, no.

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must obey

;

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to«ay
\^

The oldest hath borne most: we, that are young,

Shall never see so much, nor live so long.

[Exeunt, tvith a dead march.
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This play is one of the most, pleasing of our author's performances. The scenes are busy and various, the inci-

rtents numerous and important, the calsstrophe irresistibly alTectin?, and the process of the action carried on with
such probability, at least with such rongruity to popular opinions, as tragedy requires.
Here is one of the few attemots of Shakspeare tn exhibit the conversation of gentlemen, to represent the airy

sprightliness of juvenile elegance. Mr. Dryden mentions a tradition, which might easily reach his time, of a decla-

ration made by Shakspeare, that he U'as oolinfd tn kilt Afurciilio in the third act, Itst he should have been killed

by him. Yet he thiuks him,7iO siich formidable person, but that he might have lived through the play, and died
in his bed, without dauger to the poet. Dryden well knew, had he been in quest of truth, in a pointed sentence,
fhat more regard is commonly had to the words than the thought, and that it is very seldom to be rigorously understood.
Mercntio's wi(, gaiety and courape, will olways procure him triends that wish liira a longer life; but his death is not
precipitated, he has lived out the time allotted him in the construction of the play; nordo I doubt the ability of Shakspeare
to have continued his existence, though some of his sallies are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden; who.se genius was not
very fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour; but acute, argumentative, comprehensive, and sublime.

The Nurse is one of the characters in which the author delighted : he has, with great subtility of distinction,

drawn her, at once, loquacious and secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and dishonest.
His comic scenes are happily wrought, but his pathetic strains are always polluted with some unexpected depra-

vations. His persons, however distressed, have a conceit left them in their misery, a miserable concett
Johnson^

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
ESCALUS, Prince of Verona.
PARIS, a yonng Nobleman, Kinsman to the Prince.
MONTAGUE, I Heads of two Houses, at variance with
CAPULET. ( each other.
An old Man, Uncle to Copidet.
ROIWEO. Son to Montague.
BIERCUTIO, Kinsman to the Prince, and Friend to

Romeo.
BENVOL[0 Nephew to Montague, and Friend to

Romeo.
TYBALT, Nephew tn lad;/ Capulet.
FRIAR LAl'RENCE, a Franciscan.
FRIAR JOH>f, of the same order.
BALTHAZiVR, Servant to Romeo.
SAMPSON. \
GREGORY,] S

Servants to Capidet,

ABRAM. Servant to Montague,
An Apothecary.
Three Musicians.
Chorus.
Boy.
Page to Paris.
PETER.
An Officer.

LADY MONTAGUE, Wife to Montague.
LADY CAPULET, Wife to Capulet.
JULIET, Daughter to Capulet.
Nurse to Juliet.

Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women, rela-
tions to both houses ; Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, anc[
Attendants.

Scene,—During the greater Part of the Play, in Verona ; once, in the Fifth Act, at Mantua.

PROLOGUE.
Two hou.sehold.s, both alike in dignity.

In fair Verona, where we lay oiir scene,

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny.

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of stars-cross'd lovers take their life
;

Whose niisadventur'd piteous overthrows

Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife.

Tl;e fearful passage of tlieir dt ith-mark'd love.

And the continuance of their parents' rage,

Which, but their children's end, nought could re-

move,
Is now the two hours' traffick of our stage

;

The which, if you with patient ears attend,

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

A public Place.

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with nvords
and bucklers.

Sam. Gregory, o'my word, we'll not carry coals.

Ore. No, for then we should be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw.

Gre. Ay. while- you live, draw your neck out of

the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.
Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves mo.

Gre. To move, is—to stir; and to be valiant, is

—to stand to it : therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou

ran'st away.
Sam,. A dog of that house shall move me to

stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid oi"

Montague's.
Gre. That shews thee a, weak slave; for the

weakest goes to the wall.

Sam. True ; and therefore women, being the

weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall ;—there-

fore 1 will push Montague's men from the wall, and
tlirust his maids to the wall.

Gre. Tlie quarrel As between our masters, and us

their men.
Sa?n. 'Tis all one, I will shew myself a tyrant:

when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel

with the maids ; 1 will cut otY their heads.

Gre. The heads of the maids?
Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their

maidenheads ; take it in what sense thou wilt.

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it.

Sam. Me they shall feel, wliile I am able to stand :

and, 'tis known, I am a pretty piece of flesh.

Gre. 'Tis wpH, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, thoe

hadst been Poor John. Draw thy tool ; here comes
two of the house of the Montagues.

Enter Abram and Ealthasar.

Sam. My naked weapon is out
;
quarrel, I will

back thee.

Gre. How ? turn thy back, and run?

Sam. Fear me not.

Gre. No, marry ; I fear thee ! [begin.

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them
Gre. I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them

take it as they list.

Satn. Nay, as they dare, I will bite my thnmb
at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they

bear it.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at ns, sir?

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say—ay ?

Gre. No.
Sam. No. sir, I do not bite my thumb at yoa,

sir ; but I bite my thumb, sir.

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ?

Abr. Quarrel, sir':' no, sir.

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you; I ser^'e ;is

good a man as you.

Abr. No better.
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LaSam. Well, sir.

Enter Benvouo, at a distance.

Gre. Say—better; here comes one of my master's

kinsmen.
Sam. Yes, better, sir.

Abr. You He.

Sam. Draw, if yon be men.— Gregory, remem-

ter thy swashing blow. [They fight.)

Ben. Part, fools: pnt up vonr swords; you

iknow not what you do. [Beats dotvn their swords.)

Enter TiBALT.

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heart-

less hinds?

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.

Ben. I do but keep the peace
;
put tip thy sword,

Or manage it to part these men with me.

Tyb. What, drawn and talk of peace? I hate

the word.
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee:

Have at thee, coward. {Theyfight.)

Enter several partisans of both Houses, tvhojoin

the fray : then enter Citizens, with clubs.

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partizans ! strike ! beat

them dow n ! [tagues !

Down with tlie Capulets! Down with the Mon-

Enter Capulet in kis gown ; and Lady Capulbt.

Cap. What noise is this?—Give me my long

sword, ho! [a sword ?

La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch I—Why call you for

Cap. My sword, I say !—Old Montague is come,

And iJourishes his blade in spite of me.

Enter Montague, and Lady Montague.

Man. Thou villain, Capulet,—Hold me not, let

me go. [ioe.

La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a

Enter Prince, with Attendants.

Prince. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,

Profaners of this neighbour- stained steel,

—

Will they not hear?—What, ho! you men, you
beasts,

—

That qiienrh the fire of your pernicious rage

With purple fountains issuing from your veins.

On pam of torture, from those bloody hands
'I'hrow your niis-temper'd weapons to the ground.

And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

—

Those civil brawls, bred of an airy word,

By thee old Capulet, and Montague,
Hiive tlirice disturb'd the quiet of our streets

;

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments.

To wield old partizans, in hands as old,

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate :

If ever you disturb our streets again,

Y'our lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time, all the rest depart away ;

You, Capulet, shall go along with me :

And, Montague, come you this afternoon.

To know our further pleasure in this case.

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place.

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[Exeunt Prince, and Attendants; Capulet,
Lady Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, and
Servants.

JMow.Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?

—

Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began?
Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary,

And yours, close figliting ere I did approach

:

I drew to part them ; in the instant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd

;

Which, as ne breath'd defiance to my ears,

He swung about his head, and cut the winds.
Who, notning hurt %vithal, liiss'd him in scorn;
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,
Came more and more, and fonght on part and part,

T\W the prince came, who parted either part.

Act I-

IS Romeo ? — saw you hiraMon. O, where
to-day ?

Right glad 1 am, he was not at this fray.

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshlpp'd sun

Peer'd forth the golden window of die east,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad

;

Where,—underneath the grove of sycamore,

That westward rooteth from the city's side,

—

So early Wcilking did I see your son

:

Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me.
And stole into the covert of the wood :

I, measuring his affections by my own,

—

'rhat most are busied when they are most aloue —
Pursu'd ray humour, not pursuing liis.

And gladly shunn'd who gladly lied from me.

Mon. ]\lany a raomiug hath he there been gee».

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew.
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs i

But all so soon as the all- cheering sun

Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed.

Away from light steals home my heavy son.

And private in his chamber pens himself;

Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light oat.

And makes himself an artificial night;

Black and portentous must this humonr prove.

Unless goon counsel may the cause remove.

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ?

Mon. 1 neither know it, nor can learn of him.

Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means''

Mon. Both by myself, and nianv other friends :

But he, his own affectious' counsellor.

Is to himself^I will not say, how true

—

But to himself so secret and so close.

So far i'rom sounding and discovery,

As is the bud bit with an envious worm.
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow.

We would as willingly give cure as know.

Enter Romeo, at a distance.

Ben. See where he comes : So please you, step

aside

;

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied.

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay,

To bear true shrift.—Come, madam, let's away,
[Exeunt Montague and Lady.

Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

Rom. Is the day so young ?

Ben. But new strtick uine.

Rotn. Ah me ! sad hours seem long

Was that my father that went hence so fast ?

Ben. It was ;—What sadness lengthens Romeo's
hours ? [them short.

Pom. Not having that, which, having, makes
Ben. In love ?

Bom. Out—
Ben. Of love ^

Ro7n. Out of her favour, where I am ;c love.

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his new,
.Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!

Rom. Alas, tliat love, whose view is muffled still.

Should without eyes, see pathways to his wU !

Where siiall we dine ?— O me-!— What fray was
here ?

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love :

—

WTiy then, O brawling love I O loving hate !

O any thing, of nothing first create !

O heavy lishtne.ss ! serious vanity J

Mis-shapen ciiaos of well-seeming forms !

Feather of K'ad, bright smoke, cold fire, sick

health!

Stni-waking sleep, that is not what it is !

—

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh ?

Ben. ^'o, coz, I rather wenp.

Rom. Good heart, at what
Ben. _ At thy good heart's oppressiflp.
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Rom. Wliy, snch is love's transgression.

—

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast

;

WTiich thou wilt propagate, to have it pr.?st

With more of thine : this love, that thou hast
shewn.

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
Love is a smoke, rais'd with the fume of sighs

;

Being purg'd, a fire, sparkling in lovers' eyes

;

Being vex'd, a sea, nourish'd with lovers' teais :

WTiat is it else ? a madness most discreet,

A choaking gall, and a preserving sweet.
Farewell, my coz. (Going.)
Ben. Soft, I will go along

;

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong.
Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here

^

This is not Romeo, he's some other where.
Ben. Tell me in sadness, who she is you love.

Bom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ?

Ben. Groan ? why, no
;

But sadly tell me, who.
Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will :

—

Ah, word ill iirg'd to one that is so ill !—
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.
Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd.

Rotn. A right good marksman .'—And she's fair

I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.

Rom. Well in tliat hit you miss : she'll not be hit
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit;
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd.
From love's wesik childish bow she lives unharmed.
She will not stay the siege of loving terms.
Nor bide tlie encounter of assailing eyes.
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold :

O, she is ricli in beauty ; only poor.
That, when she dies, with beaiity dies her store.
Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still live

chaste ? [waste

;

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge
'

For beauty, starv'd with her severity.
Outs beanty oft' from all posterity.
She is tot) lair, too wise ; wisely too fair.

To merit bliss by making me despair :

She hath forsworn to love; and, in that vow,
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.

Be?i. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her.
Rom. O, teach me how 1 should forget to think.
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine ejes

;

Examine other beauties.

Rom. 'Tis tiie way
To call her's, exquisite, in question more :

These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows,
Being black, put us i.i mind they hide the fair

;

He, that is sti-uek blind, cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost

:

Shew me a mistress, that is passing fair,

\Vhat doth her beauty serve, but as a note.

Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair ?

Farewell ; tliou canst not teach me to forget.

Be». I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.—Ji Street.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant.

Cap. And Montague is bound, as well as I,

In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think.

For men so old as we to keep the peace.
Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both';

And pity 'tis, you lived at odds so lung.

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before :

My child is yet a stranger in the world.
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;
Let two more summers wither in their pride,

Ere we may tliink her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made.
Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early

made.
The earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she.

She is the hopeful lady of my earth :.'

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart,

My will to her consent is but a part;
An she agree, within her scope of choice
Lies my consent and fair according voice.

This night I hold an old accustom'd feast,

W^hereto I have invited many a guest.
Such as I love ; and you, among the store.

One more, most welcome, makes iiiy number more.
At my poor house look to behold this night
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel.

When vyell-appareil'd April on the heel
Of limping winter treads, even such delight
Among fresh female buds shall you this night
Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see.
And like her most, whose merit most shall be :

Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one.
May stand in number, though in reckoning none.
Come, go with me ;—Go, sirrah, trudge about
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out,
VV'hose names are written there, {Gives a paper.

and to them say.
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay

[Exciivt Cnpiilct 1 1x1 Pari.'!.

,
Senj. Find them out, whose names are writieii

here r It is written—that the shoemaker should
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last,
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his
net ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose
names are here writ, and can never Hnd what names
the writing person hath here writ. I must to the
learned :—In good time.

Enter Bentolio and Romeo.

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's
burning.

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish

;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning;
'^

One desperate grief cures with another's lan-
guish :

j

Take thou some new infection to thy eye
And tlie rank poison ofthe old will die.
Rom. Vour plaiutain leaf is excellent for that.
Ben. For what, I pray thee ?

Rom. For your broken shin.
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ?

Roni. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is:

Shut up in prison, kept without my food,
Whipp'd, and tormented, and—Good-e'en, good

fellow. [,-e:)d *.

Serv. God gi' good-e'en.— I pray, sir, can you
Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.
Serv. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book:

But I pray, can you read any thing you see 1

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language.
Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry !

Rom. Stay, fellow : 1 can read. {Reads.)
Siijnor Marfino, and his loife, and daurjhters ;

County Anselme, and his beauteous sisters ; The
lady widow of Vitruvio; Si'jnor Placentio, and
his lovely nieces; Mercutio, and his brother
Valentine; Mine utiele Capulet, his wife, and
daughters; My fair niece Rosaline ; Livia;
Signior \ alentio, and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio,
and the lively Helena.
A fair assembly; ( Gives back the note.) Whither

shoulcl they come i*

Serv. Vp.
Rom. VVhither?
Serv. To supper ; to our house.
Rom. Whose house ?

'•

Serv. My master's.

Rom. Indeed, 1 should have asked you that before,
Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking ; My

mastei is the great rich Capulet; and if you be not
of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush
a cup of wine. Rest you merry. [Exit.

Ben. At this saime ancient feast of Capulet's
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st ;

With all the admired beauties of Verona :
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Go f liitlier ; and, with unattainted eye,

Compare lier lace with some tliat I shall shew.

And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

RIaintains sncii falsehood, then turn tears to fires !

And these,—who, often drown'd, could never die,

—

Traneparent heretics, be burnt for liars!

One fairer than my love ! the all seeing sun

Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun.

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being by,

Herself pois'd wth herself in either eye :

But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh'd

Your lady's lo\ e ag^ainst some other maid
That I will shew you, shininj; at this feast.

And she shall scaut shew well, tiiatnow shews best.

Rom. I'll go along, no such sight to be shewn,
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—A Rootn in Capnlet's House.

Enter Lady CapI'LET ai.d Nurse.

La. Cap. Nurse, where's njy daughther ? call her

ibrth to me.
Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead,—at twelve

yeL;r old,

—

I bade her come.—What, lamb ! what, iady-bird !

—

God forbid I—where's tliis girl ':'—what Juliet!

Enter JL'LIEt;

Jvl. How now, who calls ?

Nurse. Your mother.

Jut. Madam, 1 am here.

What is yonr will ? [awhile,

La Cap. This is the nmffer:—Nurse, gi\e leave

We must talk in secret.—Nurse, come back Hgain;

I have remember'd me, >.lir,ii shalt hear our counsel.

Thou kuow'st ray daughter's of a pretty age.

Nurse, 'r'aith, I can tell her age unto an hour.

La. Cap. Sue's not fourteen.

Nurse. I'll lay i'ourteen of my teeth.

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four,

—

She is not fourteen; how long is it now
To Lamraas-tide ?

La Cap. A fortnight, and odd days.

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year.

Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen.

Susan and she,—God rest all Christian souls !

—

Were of an age,—Well, Suzan is with God

;

She was too good for me : But, as I said,

00 Lamuias-eve at night shall she be fourteen ;

That shr.il she, marry ; I remember it well.

'Tia since tiie earthquake now eleven years;

And she was wean'd,—I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day :

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug.

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall,

My lord and you were tiien at Mantua :

—

Nay, I do bear a brain :—but, as I said.

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool

!

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug.

Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need. I trow,

To bid me trudge.

And since that time it is eleven years :

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood.

She could have run and waddled all about.

For even the day before, she broke her brow

:

And then my husband—God be with his soul I

'A was a meri-y man :—took up the child :

Yea, quoth he, dost thoufall upon thyface ? [wit

;

Thou wilt fall hackrvard, when thou hast more
Wilt thou not, .hile! and, by my holy dam.
The pretty wretch left crying, and said

—

Ay :

To see now, how a jest shall come about!

1 warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it; Will thou not, Jtde?
quoth he

:

An(?, pretty fool, it stinted, and said.

—

Ay.
La Cap. Enongh of this ; 1 pray thee, hold (hy

peace, i [laugh.

Nurse, Yea, madam ;
yet I cannot choose but

To think it should leave crying, and^say

—

Ay .•

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its'brow
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone;
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly.

Yea, quoth my husband, /(S-Z/'s^ upon thy face .^

Thou willfall backward, tclten thoucoui'st toane:
H ill thou not. Jule ! it stinted, and said

—

Ay.
Jul, And sliiit thou too, 1 pray thee, nurse, say 1

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to

his grace !

Thon wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd

:

An I might live to see tliee married once,
1 have my wisii.

La Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme
I came to talk of:

—
'I'ell me, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married ?

Jul. It is an honour! that I dream not of.

Nurse. An honour ! were not 1 thine only nurse,
I'd say, thou had'st suck'd wisdom from thy teat.

La Cap, Well, tliink of marriage cow; younger
than you.

Here in Verona, ladies ofesteem,
Are made already mothers : by my count,
I was jour mother much upon these years
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief;

—

Tiie valiant Paris seeks jo'.i for his love.

Nt/rse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man.
As all the world—Why, he's a man of wax.
La. Cap. 'Verona's summer hath not such a flo^ver.

Nurse. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very flower.

La. Cap. What say you ? can you love the gea-

. tieman?
This night vou shall behold him at our feast;

Head o'er tlie volume of young Paris' lace.

And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ;

J'^XJimine every married lineament,

And see how one another lends content:

A, nd what obscur'd in this fair volume lies.

Find written in the margin of his eyes.

This precious book of love, this unbound lover,

'J'o beautify him, only lacks a cover:
The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride.

For fair without the fair witiiin to hide :

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory,

That in gold clasps locks iu the golden story;

iSo shall you share all that he doth possess,

iJy having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger ; women grow by
men.

La.Cap, S;)eak briefly, can yon like of Paris' love?
Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move :

B'lt no more deep will I endart mine eye,

Tiian your consent gives strength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant, •

Serv, Madam, the guests are come, supper serv-

ed up, you called, my young lady asked for, the

nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing in e .

-

tremity. I must hence to wait; 1 beseech you,
lollow straight.

La. Cap. We follow thee.—Juliet, the county
stavs. [days.

Nurse. (5o, girl, seek happy nights to happy
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.—^ Street.

\ Enter Romeo, Mercutio. Eenvolio, with Jive

or six Maskers, Torch-Bearers, and others.

1 Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our

]

excuse ?

j
Or shall we on without aj)ology?

i
Ben. The date is out of such prolixity :

I
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf,

I

Bearing a Tartar's jiaiiited bow of lath,

1 Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper;

I

j\'or no without-book nrologue. fiiiiitly spoke
I After the prompter, for our entrance :

i
iJut, let them measure us by what they will,

!
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone.

{
Rom, Give me a torch,—I am not for this am-

bling
;
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BeinR bat heavy, I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have yon
dance.

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes,
With nimble soles : 1 have a soul of lead,

So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move.
Mer. You area lover; borrow Cupids winys,

And soar with them above a common bound.
Rom. I am too sore empierced with his shaft,

To soar with his light featliers ; and so bound,
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe

:

Under love's heavy burden do I sink.

Me!-. And, to sink in it, should you burden love
;

Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough.

Too rude, too boist'rous ; and it pricks like thorn.

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with
love

;

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down.

—

(»ive me a case to put my visage in.

[Putting on a mask.)
A visor for a visor !—what care I,

What curious eye doth quote deformities?

Here are the beetle-bro\\s, shall blush for me.
Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in,

I5iit every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, liglit of heart.

Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels

;

lor 1 am proverb'd with a grandsire plirase,

—

rll be a candle-holder, and look on,

—

Tile game was ntr"er so fair, and I am done.

Mer, Tut 1 dun's the mouse, the constable's own
word

:

If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire
Of this ( save reverence ) love, wherein thou stick'st

Uj) to the ears.—Come, we burn day-light, ho.

Rom. Nay, that's not so.

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay

We waste our liglits in vain, like lamps by day.

Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits

Five times in that, ere once in our five wits.

Hutn. And we mean well, in going to this mask
;

But 'tis no wit to go.

Mer. Why, may one ask ?

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-iiighi:.

Mer. And so did I.

Rom. Well, what was your's ?

Mer. That dreamers often lie.

Rom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things

true. [you.

Mer. O. then, I see, queen ]Mab hath been witii

She is the fairies* midwife ; and she coraes

In shape no bigger tiian an agate-stone

On the fore-finger of an alderman.
Drawn with a team of little atomies
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep :

Her waggon-spokes made oi long .spinners' legs;

The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers;

The traces, of the smallest spider's web
;

The collars, of the moonshine's watery beams :

Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film

:

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat.

Not half so big as a round little worm
Frick'd from the lazy finger of a maid :

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut,

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub.
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers.
And in this state she gallops night by night

Through lover's brains, and then they dream of
love

;

On courtiers' knees, that dream on coiirt'sies straight

:

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dreaui on fees :

0'«r ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream
;

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,

Because their breaths with sweet-meats tainted are.

Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's nose.

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit:

And sometimes conies she with a tithe-pig's tail.

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep.
Then dreams he of another benefice

:

Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck.
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats.

Of breaches, ambiiscadoes, Spanish blades.
Of healtiis five fathom deep ; and then anon
Drums in his car; at which he starts, and wakes ;

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two.
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab,
That plats the manes of ho.'ses in the night;
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs.
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes.
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
That presses them, and iearus them first to bear.
Making them women of good carriage.
This, this is she

—

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercntio, peace
;

Thou talk'st of nothing.

Mer. True. I talk of dreams
;

Which are the children of an idle brain.
Begot of notiiing but vain fantasy

;

Which is as thin of substance as the air
;

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
Even now the frozen bosom of the north.
And, being anger'd, jiuft's away from thence.
Turning his face to tiie dew-dropping south.

Ben. This wind, you talk oi, blows us from our-
selves

;

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

Ron. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives.
Some consequence, yet hanging in the. stars.

Shall bitterly begin his fearinl date
With this night's revels ; and espire the term
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast.

By some vile forfeit of untimely death :

But He, that hath the steerage of my course.
Direct my sail I—On, lusty gentlemen.
Ben. Strike, drum. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Hall in Capulet's House.

Musiciatis waiting. Enter Servants.

1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take
away V he shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher!
2 Serv. W hen good manners shall lie all in one

or two men's hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a
foul thing.

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the
court-cupboard, look to the plate :—good thou,

save me a piece of marchpane ; and, as thou lowest

me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, an-.i

Nell.—Antony ! and Potpan !

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready.

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked
for, and sought for, in the great chamber.
2 Serv. VVe cr.nnot be here and there, too.

—

Cheerly, boys ; be bli^k a wiiile, and the longi-r

liver take all. {They retire behind.)

Enter Capulet, §,'c. with the Guests, and ihg
Maskers.

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome! ladies, that have

their toes

Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you :

—

Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all

Will now deny to dance? she. that makes dainty, she,

I'll swear hath corns; Am I come near you now ?

You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day.

That I have worn a visor; and could tell

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear.

Such as would please ;

—
'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis

gone: (play.

Yon are welcome, gentlemen I—Come, musicians,

A hall ! a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls.

{Music plays, and they dance.)

More light, ye knaves; and turn the tables up,

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.— •

Ah, sirrah, tiiis unlook'd-for sport comes well.

Nay, sit, nay. sit, good cousin Capulet

;

For you and I are past our dancing days:

How long is't now, since last yourself and I

W^ere in a mask?
2 Cap. By'r lady, tliirty vears.

Z2 *
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1 Cap. What, mau ! 'tis not so, much,

so much;
'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,

Come pentecost as quickly as it will,

Some live and twenty years ; and then we ipask'd.

2 Caj). 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, sir

;

His son is thirty.

ROMEO AND JULIET

'tis not

Act II.

1 Cap. Will von te'-' me that ?

His son was but a ward two years ago. [hand

Ro7n. What lady"s that, which doth enrich the

or yonder knight?

Serv. I know not, sir.

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright

!

Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear :

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear!

So aliews a snowy dove trooping with crows.

As yonder lady o'er her fellows shews.

'I'he measure done, I'll watch her place of stand.

And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight

!

For 1 ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Montague :^-

Fetch me my rapier, boy:—What! dares the slave

Come hither, cover'd with an antick face.

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ?

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

1 Cap. Why, liow now, kinsman ? wherefore

storm you so?

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe :

A villain, that is hither come in spite,

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

1 Cap. Young Romeo is't ?

Tyb. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo.
1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone.

He bears him like a portly gentleman
\

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him.

To be a virtuous and well-govera'd youth :

I would not, for the wealth of all this town.

Here in my house, do liiin disparagement

:

'i'herefore be patient, take no note of him.

It is my will ; tlie which if thou respect.

Shew a fair presence, and put otf these frowns.

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

Tyb. It (its, when such a villain is a guest;

I'll not endure him.

1 Cap. He shall be endur'd:

What, goodman boy !—I say, he shall ;—Go to;

—

Am I tlie master here, or you ? go to.

You'll not endure him I—God shall mend my soul—

You'll make a mutiny among my guests

!

You will set cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man !

Tyb. Why, uucle, 'tis a shame.

1 Cap. .
Go to, go to,

You are a saucy boy :—Is't so, indeed ?

—

This trick may chance to scathe you ;—I know what.

"i'ou must contrary me ! marry, 'tis time

—

Well said, my hearts :—You are a princox
;
go :

—

Be quiet, or—More light, more light, for shame I

—

ril make you quiet; What!—Cheerly. my hearts.

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful cnoler meeting.

Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall,

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit.

Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand
[To Juliet.)

This holy slirine, the gentle fine is this,

—

My lips, two'blushihg pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth tliat rough touch with a tender kiss.

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too

much,
Which mannerly devotion shews in this

;

For saints have hands, that pilgrims' hands do

touch.

And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

Rom. Have not saints li|)s, and holy palmers too ?

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips, that they must use in

prayer. [do

;

Pom. O tiien, dear saint, let lips do what hands

'I'hey pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to des'

pair. [sake
Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers"

Rom. Then 'move not, wliile my prayer's eflfect

I take.

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd.

[Kissing her.)

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have

took. lurg'd

!

Rom. Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly

Give ine my sin again.

Jul. You kiss by the book.

Ntirse. Madam, your mother craves a word
with you.

Bom. What is her mother'^

Nurse. Marry, bachelor.

Her mother is the lady of the house.

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous :

1 nurs'd her daughter, tiiat you talk'd withal

;

I tell you,^he, that can lay hold of her,

Shall have the chinks.

Rom. Is she a Capulet ?

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt.

Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest.

I Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone :

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

—

Is it e'en so? Why, then I thank you all

:

1 thank you, honest gentlemen
;
good night :

—

More torches here !—Come on, then let's to bed.

Ah, sirrah, (To 2 Cap.) by my fay, it waxes late ;

I'll to my rest. [Exemif all but Juliet and Nurse.
)^

Jul. Come hither, nurse ; What is yon gentleman !

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.

Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door?

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio.

Jul. What's he, that follows there, that wouM
not dance ?

Nurse. I know not.

Jul. Go, ask his name:—if he he married.

My grave is like to be my wedding iied.

ISlurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague
;

The only son of your great enemy.
Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate I

Too early seen unknown, and known too late!

Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
That I must love a loathed enemy.

Nurse. What's this ? what's this ?

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now
Of one I danc'd withal. {One calls within, Juliet.^

Nurse. Anon, anon :

—

Come, let's away ; the strangers all are gone.
[Exeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie,

And young atiection gapes to be his heir;

That fair, which love groan'd for, and would die.

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks;

But to this foe suppos'd he must complain.

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful

hooks

:

Being held a foe, he may not have access

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear;

And she as much in love, her means much less

To meet her new-beloved any where :

But passion lends them power, time means to meet,

Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. [Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

An open Place, adjoining Capulct'a

Garden.

[Enter Romeo.

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here?

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out!

(He climbs the ivall, and leaps down within.)
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E/Uer Benvolio and Meroutio.

Ben. Romeo I my cousin Romeo !

Mer. He is wise
;

And, on my life, hatii stolen him home to bed.
Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard

Call, good Mercutio. [wall:
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.

—

Romeo! humours! madam! passion! lover!

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh.

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied
;

Cry but—Ah me ! couple but—love and dove
;

Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word.
One nickname for her purblind son and heir,

Y oung Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim,

When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid.

—

He heareth not, stirretli not, he moveth not

;

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.

—

1 conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes.

By her high foreiiead, and her scarlet lip.

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh.

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie,

That in thy likeness thou appear to us.

Be?i. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Me?: This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him

To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle

Of some strange nature, letting it there stand,

Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down;
That were some spite : my invocation
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' uame,
I conjure only hut to raise up him. [trees,

Ben. Come, he hatii hid himself among those
To be consorted with tiie humourous night

:

Blind is his love, and best befits the dark.
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.

Now will he sit under a medlar tree.

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit,

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone.—
Romeo, good night ;— I'll to my .truckle-bed

;

This tield-bed is too cold for me to sleep :

Come, shall we go ?

Be7i. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain
To seek him here, that means not to be found.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Capulet's Garden.

Enter RoMEO.

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.
{Juliet ap()ears above, at a. window.)

But, soft! what light through yonder window
breaks !

It is the east, and .fuliet is the sun !

—

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon.
Who is already sick and pale with grief.

That thou her maid art far more fair than she

:

Be not her maid, since she is envious
;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green.

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.

—

It is my lady ; O, it is my love.

O, that she knew she were !

—

She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ?

Her eye discourses, I will answer it.

—

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks :

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven.
Having some business, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

What if her eyes were there, they in her head ?

Tiie brightness of her cheek would shame those

stars,

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven
Would through the airy region stream so bright.

That birds would sing, and think it were not night.

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand !

O, tiiat 1 were a glove npon that hand,
Tiiat I might touch that cheek !

Jul. Ah me

!

Itom. She speaks:

—

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art

As glorious to this night, being o'er my head.

As is a winged messenger oflieaveu

Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eye.s

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him.
When he bestrid^ the lazy-pacing clouds,
And sails upon the bosom of the air. [nieo'

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Ro-
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name :

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,
And I'll no longer be a Capulet.

liom. Shall 1 hoar more, or shall I speak at this ?

{Anide.)
Jul. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy ;

—

Thou art thyself though, not a Montague.
What's Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot.

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name?
What's in a name ? that, which we call a rose,
By any other name would smell as sweet

;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd,

Retain that dear perfection which he owes.
Without that title :—Romeo, dolV thy name ;

And for that name, which is no part of thee.

Take all myself.
Rom. I take thee at thy word :

Call me but love, and III he new baptiz'd
;

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in

night.

So stumblest on my counsel ?

Rom. By a name
I know not how to tell thee who I am :

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee

;

Had I it written, I would tear the world.

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound

;

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ?

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and
wherefore ?

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb;
And the place death, considering who thou art.

If any ofmy kinsmen find thee here.

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch
these walls

:

For stony limits cannot hold love out;
And what love can do, that dares love attempt;
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee.

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye,
Than twenty of their svvords; look thou but sweet.
And I am proof against their enmity.

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee
here. [sight;

Rom. 1 have night's cloak to hide me from their

And, but thou love me, let them find me here :

My life were better ended by their hate.

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this

place ? [quire
;

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to in-

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.

I am no pilot : yet, wert thou ;is far

As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea,

I would adventure for siuh merchandise. [face;

Jid. Tliou know'st the mask of night is on my
Else would a niaiden blush bepaint my cheek.

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny
What I have spoke; but farewell compliment!
Dost thou love me? I know, thou wilt say—Ay;
And I will take thy word : yet, if th6u swear'st,

Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers" perjuries.

They say, .Fove laughs. O, gentle Romeo,
If thoii dost love, pronounce it faithfully :

Or it ihou tiiink'st I am too quickly won,
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay.

So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world.

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond
;

And therefore thou may'st think my haviour lights

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true
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Than those that liave more cunning to be strange. )

3 should have been more strange, I must conlcs-Sy
j

But that thou overheard'st, ere 1 was ware,
i

Sly true love's passion : therefor? pardon me

;

And not impute thi.s yielding to light love,

Vv'hich the dark night hath so discovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear.

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,

—

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant

moon,

That monthly changes in her circled orb,

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Bom. What shall I swear by ?

Jul. Do not sweur at a"
;

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self,

Wiiich is the god of my idolatry.

And 111 believe thee.

Rom. If my heart's dear love

—

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night

:

It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden
;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be.

Ere one can say—It lightens. Sweet, good uiglit

!

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath,

May prove a beauteous flower, when next we ir.eet.

Oood night, good night! as sweet repose and rest

Come to thy heart, as that within my breast

!

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ?

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for

mine.

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou did'st request it:

And yet I would it were to give again.

Rom. Would'st thou withdraw it i" for what pur-

pose, love ?

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again.

And yet I wish but for the thing I have :

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee,

Tlie more I have, for both are infinite.

{Nurse calls tvithin.)

I hear some noise within : Dear love, adieu !

AnoD, good nurse !—Sweet Montigue, be true.

Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exif.

itom. O bltssed, blessed night ! I am afeard,

Oeing in nigiit, all this is but a dream,

Too llattering-sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter JviAET, above.

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night,

indeed.

If that thy bent of love be honourable,

'I'hv purpose marriage, send me word to-morrovv

Hy'one that I'll procure to come to thee,

W'here, and what time, thou wilt perlonn the rite ;

And all my fortunes at thy foot 111 lay,

And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world.

Nurse. [Within.) Madam! [well,

Jul. I come, anon : — But if thou raean'st not

I do beseech thee,

—

Nurse. (
V/ithiyi.) Madam !

Jul. By and by, I come :

—

To cease tliy suit, and leave me to my grief:

To-morrow will I send.

Rom. So thrive my soul,

—

Jul. A thousand times good night! [Exit.

Rom. A thousand liuu's the worse, to want thy

li?ht.—

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their

books

;

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks.

{Retiring slowly.)

Re-enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Hist ! Romeo, hist !
— O, for a falconer's

voice.

To lure this tassel-gentle back again !

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud
;

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies,

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine

With repetition of ray Romeo's name.
Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name:

Mow silver-svveet sound lovers' tongues by uight.

Like softest music to attending ears !

Jul. Romeo I

Rom. My sweet!

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow

Shall I send to thee?

Rom. At the hour of nine.

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then

I have for?ct why I did call thee back.

Rom. Let me stand here, till thou remember it.

Jul. I siiall forget, to have thee still stand there,

Rememb'ring how I love thy company.

Rom. .\nd 111 still stay, to have thee still forget.

Forgetting any other h'^nie but this. [gone :

Jul. 'Tis almost morning, 1 would have thee

And yet no further tlian a wanton's bird

;

Who lets it hop a little from her hand.

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,

And with a silk thread plucks it back again.

So loving-jealous of his liberty.

Rom. I would, I were thy bird.

Jul. Sweet, so would I

:

Vet I should kill thee with ranch cherishing.

Good uight, good night ! parting is such sweet
sorrow.

That I shall say—good night, till it be morrow.
lExit.

Rom. Sleep dwell npon thine eyes, peace in thy

breast I

—

'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest

!

Hence will I to my- ghostly father's cell

;

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Lauhe.vce, ivitk a basket.

Fri. The grey-ey'd mom smiles on the frowning

night.

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light

;

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels

From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels :

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye,

The day to cheer, and night's dank devv to dry,

I must up-fiU this osier cage of ours.

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb

;

What is her burying grave, that is her womb :

And from her womb children of divers kind
We sucking on her natural bosom find;

iVlany for many virtues exceilerlt,

None but for some, and yet all diflerent.

O, raickle is the powerful grace, that lies

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities :

For nought so vile, that on the earth doth live

But to the earth some special good doth give
;

Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that fair use.

Revolts from true birth, stnmbhng on abuse :

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied
;

And vice sometime's by action dignified.

Within the infant riud of this small flower
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power
For tliis, being smelt, with that part cheers ea.;li

part;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.

Two such opposed foes encamp them still

In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will

;

And, where the worser is predominant.

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good morrow, father

!

Fri. Benedicite '.

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me'?

—

Vouug son, it argues a distemper'd head,

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed :

Care keeps his watch in every old mau's eye.

And where care lodges, sleep will never he ;

But wiiere uubruised youth with unstufl^d brain
_

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign :
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Tlierefore thy earliness dofh me assure,
Thou art up roiis'd by some clisteiiip'ratiire

;

(_>r if not so, flien here I hit it right

—

Oiir Romeo h;ith not been in bed to-night.

Rom. That last is true, tlie sweeter rest was
mine.

Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ?

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly latiier :* no;
I liave forgot that name, and that name's woe.

Fri. 'I'hat's my good son : But vvhere hast thou
been, then '/

Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy;
Where, on a sudden, one hath ivounded me.
That's by me wounded ; both our remedie.s

^Vithin thy help and holy physic lies :

i bear no hatred, lilessed man ; for lo,

rdy intercession likewise steads liiy foe. [drift

;

Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift.

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet

:

[set

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine
;

.\nd all combin'd, save what thou must combine
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how.
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,
1 II tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray,
'i hat thou consent to marry us this day.

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here !

Is Rosaline, whom tliou didst love so dear,
.So sooa forsaken 'i* young men's love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.
..'667^ Maria i What a deal of brine
Hath wash'd thy sallow ciieeks for Rosaline !

How much salt water tiirown away in waste.
To season love, that of it doth not taste !

The sun not yet thy sighs Irom heaven clears.

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears
;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear, that is not wash'd otf yet

:

If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine.

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline;
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this sentence

then

—

Women may fall, when there's no strength in men.
Rom. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline.

i^/-/.For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.
Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

Fri. Not in a grave,

To lay one in, another out to hav». [now,

Rom. I pray thee, chide not ; she, whom 1 love

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ;

The other did not so.

Fri. O, she knew well,

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.

But come, young waverer, come go with me,
!n one respect I'll thy assistant be

;

i'oT this alliance may so happy prove.

To turn your households' rancour to pure love.

Rom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste.

Fri. Wisely and slow; They stumble, that run

fast. [E.xeunl.

Scene IV.

—

A Street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be ''—

Came he not home to-night ':"

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man.

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench,
that Rosaline,

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad.
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old (lapulet.

Hath sent a letter to his father's house.

Mer. A challenge, on my life.

Ben. R(mieo will answer it. [a letter.

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer
Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how

he dares, being dared.

Mer. ,\las, poor Romeo, he is already dead

!

stabbed with a white wench's black eye ; shot

through the egr with a love-song ; the very pin of his

heart clett with the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft; And
is he a man to encoimter Tybrdf^
Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?
Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you.

O, he is the courageous captain of complimenls.
He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, dis-

tance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest,

one, two, and the third in your bosom : the very
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a
gentleman of the 'ery tirst house,^ of the first and
second cause : Ah, the immortal passado ! the
pimto reverso! the hay!

Ben. The what?
Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting

fantasticoes ; these new tuners ofaccents ! By Jesii,
a very tjood blade I—a very tall man !—a very
good whore'.—Why, is not this a lamentable thing,
grandsire, tiiat we should be thus afflicted with these
strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these pardon-
nez-moy's, who stand so much on the new form,
that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench? O,
their hons, their hons '.

Enter RoMEO.

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring:—

O, flesh, Hesh, how art thou fishified !^Now is he
for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to

his lady, v,as but a kitcheti-wench ;—marry, she had
a better love to be-rliyme her: Dido, a dowdy;
Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen and Hero, hildings and
harlots ; 'i'hisbe, a grey eye or so, but not to the
purpose.—Siguior Romeo, bonjotir ! there's a French
.<ialu(ation to your Frencli slop. V'ou gave its the
counterfeit fairly last niglit.

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What coun
terfeit did I give you

)
[ceive ?

lifer. The slip, sir, the slip ; Can yon not con
Rotn. Pardon, good Mercutio, my bu.siness was

great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man may straio
courtesy.

3Ier. That's as much as to say—such a case as
yours constrains a man to bow in tue hams.
Bom. Meaning—to court'sy.

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

3Ier. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy.

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered

.

Mer. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till

thou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when tlio

single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, after

the v.'earing, solely singular.

Bom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the

singleness ! [wits fail.

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio; my
Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; oi

I'll cry a match.
Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase,

I have done; for thou hast more of the wild-goose

in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my
whole five : Was I with you there for the goose ?

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing,

when thou wast not there for the goose.

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest.

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.

3Ier. Thy wit is a vei-y bitter sweeting ; it is a

most sharp sauce.

Rom. And is it not well served iu to a sweet
goose ?

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel, that stretches

from an inch narrow to an ell broad !

Rnm. I stretch it out for that word—broad •

which added to the goose, proves thee far and
wide a broad goose.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning

for love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Ro-
meo; now art thou what thou art, by art as well as
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by nature: for this drivelling love i.s^ike a great

natural, than runs lolling up and down to hide his

bauble in a hole.

Ben. Stop there, stop there.

Mer. Thou desirest ine to stop in ray tale against

the air.

Bcw. Thou would'st else have made thy tale large.

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made
it short: i'or I was come to the whole depth of my
tale : and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument

no longer.

Hum. Here's goodly geer !

Enter Nurse and Peter.

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock.

Nurse. Peter!

Peter. Anon?
Nurse. My fan, Peter.

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face
;

for her fun's the fairer of the two.

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.

Mer. Gnd ye good den, fair gentlewoman.

Nurse. Is it good den ?

Mer. 'Tis no less, I'll tell you ; for the bawdy hand

of the dial is now upon the prick, of noon.

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you?
Eo?n. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made

himself to mar.
Nurse. By my troth, it is well said;—For him-

self to mar, quoth'a?—Gentlemen, can any of you

tell me where I may find the young Romeo ?

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Roaieo will be

older when you have found him, than he was when
you sought him : I am the youngest of that nanie,

for 'fault of a worse.
Nurse. You say well.

Mer. Yea, is the worst well? very well took,

i'faith ; wisely, wisely.

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence

with you.

Ben. She will indite him to some supper.

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho !

Rom. What hast thou found *

Mer. No hare, sir ; unless a hair, sir,| in a lenten

pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be

spent.

An old hare hoar,
,

And an old Iiare hoar.

Is very good meat in lent

:

But a hare that is hoar,
Is too much for a score,

When it hoars ere it be spent.—
Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to

dinner thither.

Rom. I will follow you.

Mer, Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady,
"* " lady, lady.

\Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.
Nurse. Marry, farewell !—I pray you, sir, what

saucy merchant was this, that was so full of his

ropery.

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute,
than he will stand to in a month.

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, I'll

take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and
twenty like Jacks; and, if he cannot, I'll find those

that shall. Scurvy knave I I am none of his flirt-

girls ; I am none of his skains-mates :—And thou
must stand by too, and sutfer every knave to use

me at his pleasure ?

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I

bad, my weapon should quickly have been out, I

warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man,
if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on
my side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !

—

Pray you. sir, a word : and as I told you, my

young lady bade me inquire you out ; what she bade
me say, I will keep to myself: but first let me tell

ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's paradise, as
they say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour,
as they say : for the gentlewoman is young ; and,
therefore, if you should deal trouble with her,

truly, it were an ill thing to be oftered to any gen-
tlewoman, and very weak dealing.

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis-
tress. I protest unto thee,

—

Nurse. Good heart ! and, i'faith, I will tell her
as much : Lord, lord, she will be a joyful woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost

not mark me.
,

Nursa. I will tell her, sir—that you do protest ; /

which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer.

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to

This afternoon

;

[shrift

And there she shall, at friar Laurence' cell.

Be shriv'd and inarned. Here is for thy pains.

Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.
Rom. Gn to ; I say, you shall.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be.

there. [wall:

Ro}n. And stay, good nnrse, behind the abbey
Within this hour my man shall be with thee

;

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair:

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy
Must be my convoy in the secret night.

Farewell!— Be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains.

Farewell !—Commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee!—Hark
you, sir.

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse ?

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne'er hear
say— •

Two may keep counsel, putting one away ?

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man's as true as steel.

Nurse. Well, sir, my mistress is the sweetest
lady—Lord, lord !—when 'twas a little prating
thing,—O,—there's a nobleman in town, one Paris,
that would fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good
soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see
him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her that
Paris is the properer man; but, I'll warrant you,
when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the
varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Komeo begin
both with a letter ?

Rom. Ay, nurse ; What of that? both with an R.
Nurse. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R.

is for the dog. No ; I know it begins with some
other letter : and she hath the prettiest sententious
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you
good to hear it.

Ro?n. Commend me to thy lady. [Exit
Nurse. Ay, a thousand times.—Peter

!

Pet. Anon ?

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Capulefs Garden.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did send tiie

nurse

;

In half an hour she promis'd to return.

Percliance, she cannot meet him :—that's not so.—
O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be thoughts.

Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams.
Driving back shadows over low'ring hills :

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love,

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.

Now is the sun upon the highniost hill

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve

Is three long hours,—yet she is not come.
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood.

She'd be as swift in motion as a ball

;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love.

And his to me :

'

But old folks, many feign as they were dead
;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.
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Enter Nu7-se and Peter.

God, she comes !—O honey mirse, what news ?

Hast thou Diet with liim ? Seud thy man away.
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter.
Jtd. No^v, good ,

sweet nurse,—O lord I why
look'st thou sad ?

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily

;

If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave a while :

—

Fye, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had !

Jtd. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy

news

;

[speak.

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ;—good, good nurse,

Nurse. Jesu, what haste ? can you not stay

awhile ?

Do you not see, that I am out of breath?

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when then hast

breath

To say to me—that thou art out of breath ?

The excuse, that tliou dost make in tliis delay.

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good, or bad? answer to that;

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance :

Let me be satisfied, Is't good or bad ?

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice
;

yon know not how to choose a man: Komeo! no,

not he ; though his face be better than any man's,

yet his leg excels all men's ; and for a hand, and a

foot, and a 'tjody,—though they be not to be talked

on, yet they are past compare : He is not the flower

of courtesy,—but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a

Iamb.—Go thy ways, wench; serve God;—What,
have you dined at home?

Jul. No, no : But all this did I know before :

What says he of our marriage ? what of that?

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head
have I

!

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back, o't'other side,—O, my back, my back !

—

Beshrew your heart, ior sending me about.

To catch my death with jaunting up and do«-n !

Jul. I'faith, I am sorry that tiiou art not well :

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my
love ?

Nurse. Vour love says like an honest gentleman,

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome.

And, I warrant, a virtuous :—Where is your mo-

ther?

Jul. Where is my mother ?—why, she is within
;

Where should she be ? How oddly thou reply'st ?

Your love says iihe an honest gentleman,—
Where is your mother ?

Nurse. O, God's lady dear

!

Are you so hot ? Marry, come up, I trow

;

Is this the poultice for my aching bones?

Henceforward do your messages yourself.

Jul. Here's such a coil;—Come, what says

Romeo ? [day ?

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-

Jul. I have. . (cell.

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence'

There stays a husband to make you a wife :

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks.

They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.

Hie you to church ; I must another way.
To fetch a ladder, jjy the which your love

Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark :

1 am the drudge, and toil in your delight
;

But vou shall bear the burden soon at niglit.

Go. I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell.

Jul. Hie to high fortune !—honest nurse, fare-

well. [Exeuiit.

Scene VI.—Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laprence and Rojieo.

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act.

That after hours with sorrow cnide us not

!

Rom. Amen, amen! but come what sorrow can.

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy.
That one short minute gives me m her sight

Do thou but close our hands with holy words,
'J'hen love-devouring death do what he dare.
It is enough I may but c^ll her mine.

Fri. These violent delights ha\e violent ends
-4nd in their triumph die ; like tire and powder.
Which, as they kiss, consutne : The sweet honey
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness.
And in the taste confounds the £ti>petite :

Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so;
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

Enter JuLrET.

Here comes the lady ;—O, so light a foot

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint

A lover may bestride the gossamers.
That idle in the wanton summer air.

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity.

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor.

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for as
both. [much.

Jul. As much to him, else are bis thanks too
Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue
Unfold the imagin'd happiness, that both
Receive in either by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words.
Brags of his substance, not of ornament

:

They are but beggars that can count their worth

;

But my true love is grown to such excess,
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make
short work

;

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone.

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt.

iisli ,: ACT riL

Scene I.

—

A public Place.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants.

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire

;

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad,

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl ;

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that,

when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me
his sword upon the table, and says, God send me
no need of thee ! and by the operation of the se-

cond cup, draws it on tlie drawer, when, indeed,

there is no need.

Ben. Am I like such a fellow?

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in (hy

mood as any in Italy : and as soon moved to be

moody, and as soon moody to be moved.

Ben. And what to?

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should

have none shortly, for one would kill the other.

Thou I why, thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath

a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thoTi

hast. 'ITiou wilt quarrel with a man for ciacking

nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast

hazel eyes : What eye, but such an eye, would spy

out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels,

as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath

been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrelling.

Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in

the street, because he hath wakened thy dog that

hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out

with a tailor, for wearing his new doublet before

Easter? with another, for tying his new shoes with

old ribband ? and yet thou w ilt tutor me from quar-

relling !

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art,

any man should buy the fee-simple of my life lor an

hour and a quarter.

Mer. The fee simple ? O simple !
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Enter Tybalt, and others.

Ben. By mr head, here come the Capulets. i

iMer. By my heel, I care not.
'

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to the m.

—

Gentlemen, good den: a word ^ith one ofyoii.

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? C ouple

it with somethiug; make it a \\ord and a blcv.

Tyb. Von will find uie apt enough to that, sir, if

yon vr\\\ give me occasion. [giiing?

Mer. Could you not take some occasion without
Ti/b. Mercutio, thou consort'st with Rom<eo,

—

Mer. Consort.' wl>at, dost thou make us min-
strels? an thou make minstrels of us, loot to hear

nothrag b'.it discords ; here's my fiddlestick ; here's

that shall make yoa dance. 'Zounds, consort

!

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men:
Either withdraw into some pri\ate place.

Or reason coldly of your grievances.

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on ns.

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let

them gaze

;

I will not budge lor no man's pleasure, I. i

Enter Romeo.

Ti/b. Well, peace be with you, sir ! tere comes
my man. [livery :

Mer. But I'll be hanged, sir, if he wear your
i\larry, go before to field, he'll be your f'llower ;

Your worship, in that sense, may call him—man.
Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can all'ord

No better term than this—Tliou art a. villain.

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I h^ve to love thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage

To such a greeting :

—
'MUain arn I none

;

Therefore farewell ; I see, thou l^now'st me not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excr,se the injuries

That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and draw.
Rom. I do protest, I never injnr'd thee

;

But love thee better than thou canst devise.

Till thou shalt know the reason of iny love :

And so, good Capulet,—w'nich name I tender

As dearly as mine own,—be satisfied.

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission !

A la stoccata carries it away.

—

{Draws.)
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, mil you walk?

Tyb. What would'st thou have witli me ?

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing, but one of jour

nine lives; that I mean to make bold withal, and,

a.s you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of

the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his

pilcher by the ears ? make haste, lest mine be about
your ears ere it be out.

Tyb. I am for you. {Dratving.)

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. (They fiyht.)

Rom. Draw, Benvolio

;

Beat down their weapons :—Gentlemen, for shame,
Forbear this outrage ;—Tybalt—Mercutio

—

The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying

In Verona streets :—hold. Tybalt ;—good ^Iercutio.

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partizans.
Mer. I am hurt ;

—

A plague o' both the houses I—I am sped :

—

Is lie gone, and hath nothing?

Ben. What, art thou hurt ?

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a .scratch ; marry, 'tis

enough.

—

Where is my page '?—Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.

[Exit Page.
Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be tnuch.

Mer. No, "tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide
as a church-door; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve; ask

f<>r me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave

uiaa. I am peppered, I warrant, for this world :

—

A plague o' both your houses I

—
'Zounds, a dog, a

nit, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death ! a

braggart, a rogne, a villain, that fights by the book
I'f arithmetic '.—\Vhy, the devil can-.e you between
us ^ I was hurt uirder your arm.

Rom. I thought all for the best.

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,

Or I shall faint.—A plague o' both your houses .'

They have made worm's meat of me;
I have it, and soundly too :—Vour houses

!

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.
Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally,

My verv' friend, hath got iiis mortal hurt

In my behalf; my reputation staind

With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour

Hath been my kinsman :—O sweet Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me eifeminate,

And in my temper soften'd valour's steel.

Re-enter Benvolio.

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead ;

That gallant spirit hath asjjir'd the clouds.

Which too untimely here did scorn the earlh.

Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth
depend

;

This but begins the woe, others most end.

Re-enter Ty-balt.

Ben. Here conies the furious Tybalt b^ck again.

Rom. Alive 1 in triuu)ph I and Mercutio slaui 1

Away to heaven, raspective lenity.

And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now !

—

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again.

That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul

Is but a little way above onr heads,

Staying for thine to keep him company;
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him.

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him
Shalt with him hence. (here,

Rom. This shall determine that.

[They fight: Tybalt falls.)

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone !

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain :

—

Stand not amaz'd ;—the prince will doom thee death.

If thou art taken :—hence !—be gone I—away .'

Rom. O ! I am fortune's fool

!

Ben. Why dost thon stay ?

[Exit Romeo.

Enter Citizens, §fc.

1 Ctl. Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutio?
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ?

Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me

;

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended; 1Mo?!tagi"e, Capulet,
their Wives, and others.

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray?
Ben. O noble prince, I can discoxer all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl :

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mtrcutio.

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin !—O ray brother's

child!

Unhappy sight I ah me, the blood is spill'd

Of my dear kinsman I—Prince, as thou art true.

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.— *

O cousin, cousin I

"

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did

.slay;

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink

Hov/ nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal

Your high displeasure:—.\ll this—uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees bumb y
bow'd.

—

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast

;

Wiio, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,

-And, ^vith a martial scorn, with one hand Ix-afs

("old death aside, and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Uetorts it: Romeo he cries aloud.

A
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Hold, friencL! friends, part! and, swifter t'lau
his tongue,

His a^le arm heat's down their fatal points,
And 'twixt (lieui rushes; underneath whose arm /

An en\ ioiis thrust from Tybalt hit the life
'.

Of stont Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled :

But by and by comes back to Komeo, i

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge.
And to't tliey go like ligiitning ; for, ere I

;

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ;

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly :

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montagne,
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true :

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,

And all those twenty could but kill one life :

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ;
'

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio; (

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe t
Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutia's

friend
;

His fault concludes but, what the law should end.
The life of Tybalt.
Prin. And, for that offence.

Immediately we do exile iiim hence:
I have an interest in your hates' proceeding,
My blood, for your rude brawls, doth lie a-bleeding ;

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine,

'I'hat you shall all repent the loss of mine:
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses

;

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses.
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste.

Else, \vhen lie's found, that hour is his last.

Bear hence his body, and attend our will :

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

I
[Exeunt,

Scene II.

—

A Room iii Capulet's House.

Enter Juliet. ;

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds.

Towards Phoebus' mansion; such a waggoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the west.

And bring in cloudy night immediately.

—

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night

!

That run-away's eyes may wink ; and Romeo
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen !

—

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties : or, if love be blind.

It best agrees with nigiit.—Come, civil night,

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black.

And learn me !iow to lose a winning match,

Play'd for a pair ol stainless maidenhoods :

Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks.

With thy black mantle ;
till strange love, grown bold.

Think true love acted, simple modesty.

Come, night I—Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in

night

!

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night

Whiter than new snow on a raven's back.

—

Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd night,

liive me my Romeo: and, when he shall die,

Take him, and cut him out in little stars.

And he will make the face of heaven so fine.

That all the world will be in love with night,

And pay no worship to the garish sun.

—

O, I base bought the mansion of a love,

Ikit not possessed it ; and, though I am sold.

Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day,

As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child, that hath new robes.

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse.

Enter Nurse, tvith cords.

And she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks

But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence.—

Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? the

That Romeo bade thee fetch ? [cords.

Nurse, Ay, ay, the cords.

{Throws iliein down.)

Jul. Ah rae ! what news ? why dost thou wring thy

hands? [dead!

Nurse. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's

We are undone, lady, we are undone !—

Alack the day !—he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead.'

Jnl. Can heaven be so envious ?

Nurse. Romeo can.

Though heaven cannot:—O Roraeo, Romeo !

—

Who ever wonid have thought it?—Romeo!
Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment i.ie

thus ?

This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell.

Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /,

And that bare vowel / shall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice :

I am not I, if there be such an I

;

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, /.

If he be slain, say—/; or if not, no:
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe.
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,

—

God save the mark !—here on his manly breast:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse

;

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedawb'd in blood.

All in gore blood ;—I swooned at the sight.

Jul. O break, my heart !—poor bankrupt, break
at once !

To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty !

Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here

;

And thou, and Romeo, jjress one heavy bier !

Nurse. O 'I'ybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had !

O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman !

That ever I should live to see thee dead

!

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ?

Is Romeo slaugliter'd; and is Tybalt dead ?

My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord ?-

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom!
For who is living, if those two are gone ?

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banish'd
;

Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished.

Jul. O God !—did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's
blood ?

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did.

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face I

Did ever dragon keep so lair a cave ?

Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical!

Dove-feather'd raven I woivish ravening lamb!.
Despised substance of divinest shew !

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st,

A damned saint, an honourable villain!—

O, nature ! what liadst thou to do in hell.

When thou did'st bower the spirit of a fiend

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ?

Was ever book, containing such vile matter.

So fairly bound'' O, that deceit should dwell
In such a gorgeous palace !

Nurse. There's no trust.

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd.

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.

—

Ah, where's my man? give me some aqua vita:—
I'iiese griefs, these woes, these sorrows wake me old.

Shame come to Romeo !

Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue.

For such a wish ; he was not born to shame :

Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit;

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd
Sole niona:ch of the universal earth.

O, what a beast was I to chide at him !

Nurse. \Vill you speak well of him that kill'd

your cousin ?

Jul. Shall I sjieak ill of him that is my husband?
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name.
When I, thy three-hours' wile, have uumgled it?

But, wherelore, villain, didst tiiou kill niy cousin?

That vilhiin cousin would lune kill'd ray husband •

Hack, foolish tears, back to your native spring;

Yonr tributary drops belong to woe.

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tv oalt would have slain

;

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my huJ-

baiid

:
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All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ?

Some svord there was, worser than Tybalt's deatli,

I'hat murder'd me : I would forget it fain

;

But, O ! it presses to my tnemory.

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds :

Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished;

Xhat

—

banished, that one word

—

banished,

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalts death

Was woe enough, if it had ended there :

Or,—if our woe delights in fellowship,

And needly will be rauk'd with other griefs,

—

Why foUow'd not, when she said—Tybalts dead.

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both.

Which modern lamentation might have mov'd ?

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death,

Romeo is banished,—to speak that word.

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead :

—

Romeo is banished,—
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,

In that word's death ; no words can that woe
sound'.

—

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse?

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse :

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? mine

shall be spent.

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment.

Take up those cords :—Poor ropes, you are beguil'd.

Both you and I; for Romeo is exil'd :

He made you for a highway to my bed :

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.

Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I'll to my wedding bed

;

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead !

Nurse. Hie to your chamber : I'll tind Romeo
To comfort you :—I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night
;

I'll to him : he is hid at Laurence' cell.

Jul. O find him ! give this ring to my true knight

;

And bid him come to take his last farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene III.—Frjar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laurence a7id Romeo.

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful

Affliction is enamour'd of thy- parts, [rnan
;

And thou art wedded to calamity. [doom ?

Rom. Father, what news? what is the prince's

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand,

Tliat I yet know not ?

Fri. Too familiar

Is my dear son with such snur company:
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom.

Rom. What less than doomsday is the prince's

doom ?

Fri. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips,

Not body's death, but body's banishment.

Rom. Ha ! banishment ! be merciful, say—death :

For exile hath more terror in his look.

Much more than death : do not say—banishment.

Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banished :

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls.

But purgatory, torture, hell itself.

Hence-banished is banisli'd from the world.

And world's exile is death :—then banishment

Is death mis-lerm'd : calling death—banishment,

Thou cufst my head ofif with a goldwi axe.

And sniil'st upon the stroke that murders me.

Fri. O deadly sin! O rude uiitlianklulness

!

'Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince,

1'aking thy part, hath rusii'd aside the law,

And turn'd that black word death to banishment

:

Tills is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.

Rom. 'Tia torture, and not mercy : heaven is here,

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat,* and dog.

And little mouse, every unworthy tiling,

Live here in heaven, and may look on her.

But Romeo may not.—More validity.

More honourable state, more courtship lires

In carrion llie.s, than Romeo : they may seize

Ob the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand.

And steal immortal blessing from liet lips i

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty,

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ;

But Romeo may not ; he \s banished

:

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly:

They are free men, but I am banished.

And say'st thou yet, that exile is nut death ?

Hadst thou no poison niix'd. no shaqj-groiind knife,

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean,
But—banished—to kill me ; banished ?

O friar, the damned use that word in hell

;

Bowlings attend it : How hast thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and a friend protess'd.

To mangle me with that word—banishment?
Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a

word.
Rom. O thou wilt speak again of banishment.

Fri. I'll give tliee armour to keep off that word

;

Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy.

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

Rom. Yet banished ?—hang up philosophy!

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom

;

It helps not, it prevails not; talk no more.
Fri. O, then I see, tli.tt madmen have no ear"

Rom. How should they, when that wise men
have no eyes?

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou d"sl

not feel

:

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love.

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered.
Doting like me, and like me banished,

Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou teat

thy hair.

And fall upon the ground, a.^ I do now,
Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

Fri. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, hide thy

self. (Knocking within.)

Rom. Not I; unless the breath of heart- sick

groans.

Mist like, infold me frDm the search of eyes.

{Knoch.ng.1

Fri. Hark, how they knock ! WTio's tiierc :'

—

Romeo, arise

;

•Thou wilt be taken :—Stay awhile :—stand up ;

(Knocking.)

Run to my study :—By and by :—God's will

!

What wilfulness is this ?—I come, I oome.
(Knocking.)

Who knocks so hard ? whence come you ? wh*t's

your will?

Nurse.
(
Withi?!.) Let me come in, and you shall

know my errand

;

I come from Lady Juliet.

Fri. Welcome then.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar,

Where is my lady's lord, wliere's Romeo ?

Fri. There on the ground, with his own tears

made drunk.
Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case,

Just in her case !

Fri. O woeful sympathy

;

Piteous predicament!
Nurse. Even so lies she.

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering:

—

Stand up, stand up; stand, an you be a man:
For Juliet'.s sake, for her sake, rise and stand ;

Why should you fall into so deep an O ?

Ro>7i. Nurse ! fof all.

Nurse. Ah, sir ! ah, sir! — Well, death's the end
Rom. Spak'ot thou of Juliet? how is it with her?

Doth she not think me an old murderer,
Now I have stain'd the childhoodof our joy
With blood remov'd but little from her own ?

Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says

My conceal'd lady to' oar cancell'd love V
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Nurse. O, she says Dothing, sir, but weeps aud
weeps

;

And now falls on ber bed ; and then starts up.

And Tybalt calls; and tlien on Romeo cries.

And then down falls again.

Rom. As if that name.
Shot from the deadly level of a gun,

Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand
IVlnrder'd her kinsman.—O tell me, friar, tell me.
In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodg-e i tell me, that I may sack
The hateful mansion. [Drmvbuj his sword.)

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand :

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art

;

Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote
The unreasonable fury oi'a beast:
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man !

Or illbeseeming beast, in seeming both !

Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order,

I thought thy disposition better temper'd.
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt tliou slay thyself?

And slay thy lady too that li\es in thee.

By doing damned hate upon thyself ?

Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth?
Since birth, aud heaven, and earth, all three do meet
In thee at once ; which thou at once would'st lose.

Fye, fye ! thou shauist thy shape, thy love, thy wit;
W hich, like an usurer, abound'st in all.

And usest none in that true use indeed
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, tUy wit.

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax.
Digressing from the valour of a man :

Thy dear iove, sworn, but hollow perjury,

Killing that love, which thou hast vow'd to cherish :

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love,

Alis-sliapen in the conduct ofthem both.

Like powder in a skillless soldier's flask,

is set on fire by thine own ignorauce.

And thou dismember'd v, itii thine own defence.
vVhat, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive.

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead

;

There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy too :

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy friend.

And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy :

A pack of blessings lights upon thy bact;
Happiness courts thee in her best array

;

But, like a misbehav'd aud sullen wench.
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love

:

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed.
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her;

But look, thou stay not till the watch be set,

For then thou canst not pass to Aiantua

;

'Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends.

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back
Wit.h twenty hundred thousand times more joy
than thou went'st forth in lamentation.

—

Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady
;

And bid her hasten all the house to bed,
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto

:

Romeo is coming. [night.

Nurse. O, Lord, I could have staid here all the
To hear good counsel : O, what learning is I

—

My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.
fiom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide.
Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bade me give you, sir

.

Hie you^ make haste, for it grows very late.

[Exii Nurse.
Mom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this I

Fri. Go hence : G<)od night ; and here stands all

your state ;

—

Esther begone before the watch be set,

Or by the break of day disguis'd froui hence :

Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll, find out your man.
And he shall signify from time to time
Every good hap to you, that chances here :

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell
;
good night.

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me,

Monday, my lord.

Well, Wednesflay is too

It were a grief, so brief to part with thee :

Farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Capulet's House.
Enter Capulet, Lachj Capulet, and Paris.

Caj}. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily,
That we have had not time to nT)ve our daughter.
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly.
And so did I ;—Well, we were born to die.

—

'I'is veiy late, she'll not come down to-night:
I promise you, but for your company,
I would have been abed an hour ago.
Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo:

Madam, good night: commend me to your daughter.
La. Cci]}. I will, and know her mind early to-

morrow
;

To-night she's mew'd up to her heaviness.
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate fender

Of my child's love : I think, she will be rul'd
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not.
Vvlle, go you to her ere you go to bed

;

Acquaint her here ofmy son Paris' love ;

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next-

,
But, soft ; What day is this ?

Par.
Cap. Monday ? ha ! ha !

soon,

O'Thursday let it be ;—©'Thursday, tell her.
She shall be married to this noble earl :

—

Will you be ready ? do you like this haste ?

We'll keep no great ado ;—a friend, or two :

—

For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late.

It may be thought we held it carelessly,

Being our kinsman, if we revel much :

'i'herrfbre we'll have some half a dozen friends,

And there an end. But what say you to Thursday ?
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-

morrow, [then :

—

Cap. Well, get yon gone:—O' Thursday be it

Go you to Juliet ere yon go to bed.
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.

—

Farewell, my lord.—Light to my chamber, ho!
Afore me, it is so very laie, that we
May call it early by and by :—Good night. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Juliet's Chamber.

Enter RoMEO and Juliet.

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day :

It was the nightingale, and not the lark.

That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear:
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate free :

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. If was the lark, the herald of the morn.
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east

:

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops

;

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, 1 know it, I:

It is some meteor, that the sun exhales.

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,

And light thee on thy way to Mantua :

Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death

;

I am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I'll say, yon grey is not the morning's eye,

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow
;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads :

I have more care to stay, than will to go ;

—

Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.

—

How is't, my soul ? let's talk, it is not day.

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away

;

It is the lark that sings so out of tune.

Straining harsh discords, and uupleasing sharps
Some say, the lark makes sweet division

;

This doth not so, lor she dividefh us

:

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes,
O, now I would they had chaiig'd voices too

!

Since aim from arm that voice doth us affray,
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1 1 anting thee hence, with honts-up to the day. ,'

<), now be gone ; more light and light it grows.

Roin. More light and light ?—more dark and dark

our woes.

Enter Nurse. .

Jffurse. Madam I

Jul. Nurse ? [ber :

Nicrsa. Your lady mother's coming to your cham-

The day is broke ; be wary, look about.

[Exit Nurse.

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out.

Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I'll de-

scend. {Romeo descends.)

Jul. Art thou gone so? my love ! my lord! my
friend

!

1 must hear iVom thee every day i'the hour.

For in a minute there are many days

:

! by this count I shall be much in years,

Ere i again behold my Romeo.
Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul. O, thiuk'st thou, we shall ever meet «yain ?

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve

For sweet discourses in our time to come.

Jul. O God ! I have an ill-divining soul:

Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below.

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb :

Either my eyesight fails, or thou iook'st pale.

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you

:

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu !

[E.xit Romeo.
Jul. O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle :

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him.

That is renown'd for iaith ? lie fickle, fortune;

For then I hope, thou wilt not keep him long.

But send him back.

La Cap. {Within^ Ho, daughter', are yon up?
Jul. V^lio is't that calls ? is it my lady mother?

Is she not down so late, or up so early ?

What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither?

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet"

Jul. Madam, I am not well.

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's

death ?

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears?

An if thou could'st. thou could'st not make him live :

Therefore, have done: Some grief shews much
of love

;

But much of grief shews still some want of wit.

Jid. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the

Which you weep for. [friend

Jul. Feeling so the loss,

1 cannot choose but ever weep friend.

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for

his death,

As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him.

/m/. VVhat villain, madam?
La. Cap. That same villain.Romeo.
Jul. Villain and he are many miles asunder.

God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart;

And yet, no man, like he, doth grieve my heart.

La. Cap. That is, because tlie traitor murderer

lives.

Jul. Ay, raadam,from the reach of these my hands.

'Would, none but I might venge my cousin's death !

La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou

not

:

Then weep no more. Til send to one in Mantua,

—

Where that same banish'd runagate doth live,

—

That shall bestow on him so sure a daught,

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company :

And then, 1 hope, thou wilt be satisfied.

Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied

With Rumeo, till 1 behold him—dead

—

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd :

—

Madaui, if you could find out but a man

To bear a poison, I would temper it;

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof.

Soon sleep in quiet.—O, how my heart abhors
To hear liiru uarn'd.—and cannot come to him,—-
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him !

La. Cap. Fiud thou the means, and I'll find snch
a man.

But now I'll tell the joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time

:

What are they, ( beseech your ladyship?
La. Cap. VVell, well, thou hast a careful father,

child
;

One, wlio, to put thee from thy heaviness.
Hath sorted out a sudden day ofjoy.
That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for.

Jtil. Madam, in happy time, what day is that?
La. Cap. Marry my child, early next Thursday

morn,
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman,
The county Paris, at Saint Peter's church,
Sliall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jid. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too.

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo.
J pray you, tell my lord and father, madam.
I will not maiTy yet ; and, when J do, I swear.
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate.

Rather thad Paris :—There are news indeed !

La. Cap. Here comes yocr fcther; tell him so
yourself.

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew;
But for the sunset of my brother's sou,

It rains downright.

—

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears ?

Evermore showering? in one little body
Thou conterfeit's a bark, a sea, a wind :

For still thy eyes, which I may call the .«iea,

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy fiody is.

Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs

;

Who,— raging with thy tears, and they with them,

—

Witiiout a sudden calm, will overset

Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife?
Have you deliver'd to her our decree ?

La. Cap. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives
you thanks.

I would the fool were married to her grave !

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you,
wife.

How! will she none? doth she not give us thanks?
Is she not proud ? doth she not' count her bless'd.

Unworthy as she is, tliat we have wrought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ?

Jul. Not pioud, you have ; but thantful, that you
have

:

Proud can I never be of what I hate
;

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love

Cap. Ho'V uowl how now, chop-logic! What
is this ? [not :—

Proud,—and, I thank you,—and, I thank you
And yet not proud;—Mistress minion, you,

Thank me no thaukings, nor proud me no prouds.

But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next.

To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church.

Or i will drag thee on a hurdle thither.

Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you baggage !

You tallow-face !

La. Cap. Fye, fye ! what are you mad ?

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees.

Hear me with patience but to speak a word.

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient

wretch '.

I tell tiiee what,—get thee fo church o'Thursday,

Or never alter look me in the face :

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me;



Act IV, Sc. 1. liOMEO AND JULIET.

we scarce thought us

735

M

My fingers itch.— Wife,
bless d,

That God hatli sent us but (his only child ;

But now I see tliis one is cue too ranch,
And that we liave a curse in having her

:

Out on her, hilding!

Nurse. God in heaven bless her !

Yon are to blame, my lord, to rate her so.

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your
tongue,

Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go.

Nurse. I speak no treason.

Cap. O, God ye good den

!

Nurse. May not one speak ?

Cap. Peace, yon mumbling fool

!

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl.
For here we need it not.

La. Cap. You.are too hot.

Cap. God's bread I it makes me mad : Day,
night, late, early.

At home, abroad, alone, in company,
^^ akinij, or sleeping, stijl my care fiath been
'lo have her mirtch'd: and liaving now provided
A gentleman of princely parentage.
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,

Stuflf'd (as they say,) with honourable parts,

Proportion'd as one's heart could wish a man,

—

And then to have a wretched puling i'ooi,

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender,
To answer — /'// not wed,—/ cannot love,
I am too younij,—Iprnij you pardon me ;

—
'But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you:
Jraze where you will, you shall not house with me
Look to"t, think on't, I do not -.ise to jest.

Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise:
An you be mine, I'll give you to my friend

;

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the streets.
Vox, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee.
Nor what is mine shall ne^er do thee good:
'I'rnst to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn.

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds.
That sees into the bottom of my grief?
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away !

Delay this marriage for a month, a week;
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed
In that dim monument, where Tybalt lies.

La. Cap, Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word
;

Do as thou wilt, for 1 have done with thte. [E-vit.

Jul. O God !—O nurse ! how shall this be pre-
vented ?

My husband is on heart, my faith in heaven
;

How shall that faith return again to earth.

Unless that husband sent it me from heaven
By leaving earth ?—comiort me, counsel me.

—

Alack, alack, tliat heaven should practise stratagems
LTpon so soft a subject as myself?

—

VVbat say'st thou ? hast thou nut a word ofjoy ?

Some comfort, nurse.

Nurse. 'Faith, here 'tis : Romeo
Is banished ; and all tworld to nothing,

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge yon

;

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I think it best you married with the county.

O, he's a lovely gentleman !

Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam.
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an f ye,

As Paris hath. Beshrew my veiy heart,

I think you are happy in this second match.
For it excels your first: or if it did not,

Vour first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were.
As living here, and you no use of him.

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart ?

Nurse. Prom my soul too
;

Or else beshrew them both.

Jul. Amen.
Nurse. To what ?

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous
much.

Go in ; and teJi my lady I am gone

[Exit.

Having displeas'd my father, to Laurence' cell,

'I'o maKe confession, and to be absolv'd.
Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done.

[Exit.
Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend .'

IS it more sin—to wish me thus forsworn,
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue.
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare
So many thousand times ?—Go, counsellor;
'i liou and my bosom henceforth shall Ije twain.—
i II to the triar, to know his remedy :

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laurence and Faris.'

Fri. On Thursday, sir? the time is very short.
Par. My father Capulet wll have it so;

And 1 am nothing slow to slack his haste.
Fri. You say. you do not know the lady's mind :

Uneven is the course, I like it not.

Par. Immoderately she weei>s forTybalt's deafh.
And therefore have little talk'd of love;
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous.
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway;
And in his wisdom hastes our marriage.
To stop the inundation of her tears;
\'v^hicl!, too much minded by herself alone,
"••lay be put from her by society :

Now do you know the reason of this haste.
Fri. 1 would I knew not why it should be slov'd.

{Aside.)
uook, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enter JuLIET.

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife !

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday
Jut. What must be shall be. [next.
fri. That's"* certain text.

Par. Come you to make confession to this father? .

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you.
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love-'me.

Jul. I will confess to yon, that I love him.
Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me.
Jul, If I do so, it will be of more price.

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face.

Par. Poor soul, the face is much abus'd with tears.

Jill, The tears have got small victoiy by that
;

For it was bad enougii, before their spite.

Par. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with that

report.

Jid. That is no slander, sir, that is a truth
;

And what I spake, 1 spake it io ray face.

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.
Are you at leisure, holy father, now

;

Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? [now.

—

Fri. 9il^ leisure serves me, pensive daughter,
My lord, we miist entreat the time alone.

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion!

—

Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you :

Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. [Exit.

,Tul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so.

Come weep with me : Past hope, past cure, past help 1

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;

It strains me past the compass of my wits

:

I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it.

On Thursday next be married to this country.

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this,

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it

:

If, in thy wisdora, thou canst give no help.

Do thou but call my resolution wise.

And with this knife I'll help if presently.

God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands;
And. ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd,

Shall be the label to another deed,
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt
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Turn to another, this shall slay them both :

Therefore^ out of thy loDg-experienc'd time,

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold,

'Twixt my extremes and nie this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that,

Which the commission of thy years and art

Could to no issue of true honour bring.

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die.

If what thon speak'st speak not of remedy.

FrL Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope

Which craves as desperate an execution

As that is desperate which we would prevent.

If, rather than to marrv' county Paris,

Thou hadst the strength of will to slay thyself;

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake

A thing like death to chide away this shame.

That cop'st with death himself to scape from it

;

And, if thou d^ir'st. 111 give thee remedy.

Jul O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From oft' the battlements of yonder tower
;

^
' Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk,

fc Where serpents are ; chain me \n ith roaring bears
;

f.
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house,

.-- O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones,

{- With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless-skuUs
;

r. Or bid me go into a new-made grave,

i' And hide me with a dead man in hs shroud
;

f Things that, to hear them told, have made me

f.,
tremble

;

^ And I will do it without fear or doubt,

To li\e an unstaind wile to my sweet love.

Fri. Hold, then : go home, be merry, give consent

To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow
;

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone.

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber

:

Take thou this phial, being then in bed.

And this distilled liquor drink thou off:

When, presently, through all thy veins shall mn
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize

Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep

His natural progress, but surcease to beat

:

No warmth, noireath, shall testify thou liv'st

;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade

To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall.

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life
;

Each part, deprivd of supple gosernment.

Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death

:

And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death
.

Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours,

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes

To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead :

Then, (as the manner of our country is,)

In thv best robes uncover'd on the bier.

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault,

VVhere all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the mean time, against thou siialt awake,

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift;

And hither shall he come; and iie and 1

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to .Mantua. ^
And this shall free thee from this present^name

;

If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear,

Abate thy valour in the acting it.

Jul. Give, O give me I tell me not of fear.

FrL Hold
;
get you gone, be strong and prosperous

In this resolve : I'll send a friar -.vitii speed

To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall

help afford.

Farewell, dear father! [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in CapvleVs House.

Elder Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and
Servants.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.

—

[Exit Servant.

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir : for I'll try if

they can lick their lingers.

Cap. How canst thon try them so ?

2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick

his own fingers ;
therefore he, that cannot lick his

fingers, goes not with me.
Cap. Go, begone.— [Exit Servant.

We shall he much unfurnish'd for this time.

—

What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence?
Nurse. Ay, forsooth.

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on her:
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is.

Enter Juliet.

Nurse. See, where slie comes from shriil with

merry look.

Cap. How novv, my headstrong ? where have yoa
been gadding ^

Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition

To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin'd

By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here,

And beg you pardon :—Pardon, I beseech you!
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you.

Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this;

ril have this knot knit up lo-morrow morning.

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell;

And gave him what becomed love I might.

Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty, [up .

Cap. Why, I am glad on't ; this is well,—stand

This is as't should be.—Let me see the county

;

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.

—

Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar.

All our whole city is much bound to him.

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, ^
To help me sort such needful ornaments

As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow?
La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time

enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her :—we'll to chnrch

to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse
La. Cap. We shall be siiort in our pro\isiou

;

Tis now near night.

Cap. Tush I I will stir about.

And all things shall be \vell, I warrant thee, wife:

Go thuu to Juliet, help to deck up her

;

I'll not to bed to-night ;—let me alone ;

III play the housewife for this once.—What, ho !

—

They are all forth: Well, I will walk myself

To county Paris, to prepare him up
Against to-morrow : my heart is wond'rous light,

Since this .same wayward girl is so reclaim'd.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Juliet's Chamber.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best :—But, gentle nurse.

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night

;

For I have need of many orisons

To move the heavens to smile upon my state,

Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin.

Filter Lady Capulet;

La. Cap. What, are you busy? do you need njy

help?
Jul. No, rnadata ; we have cull'd such necessaries

As are behoved for our state to- morrow :

So please you, let me now be left alone.

And let the nurse this night sit up with yon

;

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all,

In this so sudden business.

La. Cap. Good night

!

Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need.

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurae.

Jul. Farewell !—God knows, when we shall meet

again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almost freezes up the heat ol life:

I'li call them back again to comfort me ;

—

ISIy^gg I—\Vliat shoidd she do here ?

My dismal scene I needs must act alone.

—

Come, phial.

—
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What if this mixture do not work at all ?

Must I of force be married to the county ?

—

No, no ;—this shall forbid it :—lie thou there.

—

[Laying doom a daijger.
What if it be a poison, which the friar

Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ;

Lest in this marriag-e he should be dishonour'd.
Because he married me before to Romeo ?

I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not.

For he hath still been tried a holy man

:

1 will not entertain so bad a thought

—

How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
/ wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point

!

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault.

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in.

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes?
Or, if I live, is it not very like.

The horrible conceit of death and night.
Together with the terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle.
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones
Ol all my buried ancestors are pack'd

;

\Vhere bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,
Liest fest'ring in his shroud : where, as they say,
At some hours in the night spirits resort

;

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I,

So early waking,—what with loathsome smells
;

And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth.
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;

—

O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught,
Environed with all these hideous fears ?
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ?
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ?
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone,
As with a club, dash out my desperaie brains ?
O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
Upon a rapier's point :—Stay, Tybalt, stay !

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee.

{She throws herselfupon the bed.)

Scene IV.

—

Capulet's Hall.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more
spices, nurse. [pastry.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the

Enter Capclet.

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! I'ue second cock hath
crow'd.

The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock:

—

Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica :

Spare not for cost.

Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go.

Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow.
For this night's watching. [now
Cap. No, not a whit ; What ! I have watch'd ere

All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in

your time

;

But I will watch yon from snch watching now.
[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood!—Now, fel-

What's there ? [low,

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets.

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not
what

Cap. Make baste, make haste. [Exit 1 Serv.
—Sirrah, fetch drier logs

;

Call Peter, he will shew thee where they are.

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs.

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit.

Cap. 'Mass, and well said ; A merry wboresou ! ha.

Thou shalt be logger-head.—Good faith, 'tis day :

The county will be here with music straight,

{Music within.)

For so he said he would. I hear him near :

—

Nurse !—Wife !—what, ho 1—what, nurse, I say !

7.17

Enter Nurse.

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up
;

I'll go and chat with Paris:— Hie, make haste.
Make haste

! the bridegroom he is come already •

Make haste, I say ! [Exeunt.

Scene V.-Juliefs Chamber; Jvuet on the bed.

Enter Nurse.
Nurse. Mistress .'— what, mistress ! —Juliet !—

fast, I warrant her she :—

J^y-
'arab !—why, lady I—fy, you slng-a bed !—

Why, love, I say .'—madam ! sweetheart .'—why,
bride !

—

[^Q^y •

What, not a word .'—you fake your pennyworths
jsleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant,
J he county Paris hath set up his rest,
Jhat you shall rest but little.—God forgive me,
(Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep !

1 needs must wake her:—Madam, madam, madam!
Ay, let the county take you in your bed ;

He'll fright you up, i'faith.—W ill it not be ?
What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again '

1 must needs wake you ;—Lady ! lady ' lady '

Alas ! alas !—Help ! help ! my lady's dead ! -

O, well-a-day, that ever I was born !-
Some aqua-vitae, ho !—my lord ! my lady !

Enter Lady Capulet.
La. Cap. What noise is here ?

^'"'^A- „,,. - ,
O lamentable day

!

La. Cap, What is the matter ?
Nurse. Look, look ! O heavy dav J

La. tap. O me, O me !—my child, my only I'ife.

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee !—
Help, help !—call help.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth: her lord is

come. [the day !

Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd, she's dead ; alack
La Cap. Alack the day ! she's dead, she's dead,

she's dead.
Cap Ha! let me see her :—Out, alas ! she's cold ;Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;

Life and tliese lips have long been separated :

Death lies ou her, like an untimely frost
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.

Accursed time ; unfortunate old man

!

Nurse- O lamentable day

!

La. Cap. O woful time ! [wail.
Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak.

Enter Friar Laurence and Pakis, ivith Mr-
sicians.

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ?
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return

O son, the night before thy wedding day
Hath death lain with thy bride .—See, there she lies.

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir;

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die,

And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's.

Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's
face.

And doth it give me such a sight as this

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful

day '.

Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage I

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.

But one thing to rejoice and solace in,

And 'cruel death hath catch'd it from mv sipht.

Nurse. O woe ! O woliil, woful, wofiil aayl
Most lamentable day 1 most woful day.

That ever, e*er, I did yet behold !

O day! O day ! O day ! O hateful day !

Never was seen so black a day as this

O woful day, O wofiil day

!

Aa,
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Par. BegniI'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain

!

Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd.

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !

—

O love ! O life !—not Life, but love in death !

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd,

kill'd 1—
Uncomfortable time ! why cam'st thou now
To murder murder our solemnity ?

—

O child ! O child I—my soul, and not ray child !

—

Dead art thou, dead I—alack. ! my child is dead !

And, with my child, my joys are buried ! [not

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself

Had psrt in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all.

And all the better is it for the maid :

Your part in her you could not keep from death
;

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The most you sought was—her promotion

;

For 'twas your heaven she should be advanc'd :

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd.

Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

O, in this love, you love your child so ill.

That you run mad, seeing that she is well

:

She's not well married, that lives married long;

But she's best married, that dies married youn^-

Dry up your fears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is,

In all her best array bear her to church :

For though fond nature bids us all lament.

Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

Cap. All things, that we ordained festival,

Turn from their office to black funeral :

Our instruments, to melancholy bells;

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial fe^st;

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change;
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse.

And all things change them to the contrary.

Fri. Sir, go you in—and, madam, go with him;

—

And go, sir Paris ; every one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave :

The heavens do low'r upon you, for some ill

;

Move them no more, by crossing their high will.

[^Exeunt Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris, and
Friar.

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be
gone.

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up
;

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [Exit.

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.

Enter Petek.

Pet. Musicians, O musicians, Heart's ease,
heart's ease : O, an you will have me live, play

—

heart's ease.

1 Mus. Why heart's ease ?

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays—My heart is full of woe : O, play me some
merry dump, to comfort me,
2 Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now.
Pet. Vou will not then ?

Mus. No.
Pet. I will then give it you soundly.
1 Mus. What will you give us ?

Pet. No money, on my fiiith ; but the gleek ; I
will give you the minstrel.

I Mus. Tlien will I give you the serving-creature.
Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger

on your pate. I will carry no crotchets : I'll re you,
I'll fa you : Do you note me ?

1 Mus. An you re us, and /a us, yon note us.
2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put

out your wit.

Pel. Then have at you with my wit; I wiirdry-
beat you wita an iron wit, and put up my iron dag-
ger :—Answer me like men :

When griping griff the heart doth wound.
And doleful dumps the mind oppress.
Then music with her silver sound;

Why, silver sound? why, music with her silver
sound?

What say you, Simon Catling? [sound.

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet
Pet. Pretty! What say you, Hugh Rebeck?
2 Mus. I say

—

silver sound, because musicians
j^ound for silver. Ipost?

Pet. Pretty tool What say you, James Sound-
3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. O, 1 cry you mercy ! you are the singer : I

will say for you. It is

—

music with her silver sound,
because such fellows as you have seldom gold for

sounding :

—

Then music, with her silver sound.

With speedy help doth lend redress.

[Exit, singing.

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same?
2 Mus. Hang him. Jack ! Come, we'll in here

;

tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Mantua. A Street.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep,

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand :

My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne

;

And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead

;

(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to

think,)

And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips.

That I reviv'd, and was an emperor.
Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess'd,

When but love's shadows are so rich in joy I

Enter Balthasar.

News from Verona!—How now, Balthasar?
Dost thou not bring me letters from the triar?

1 How doth my lady? Is my father well?

I

How fares my Juliet? That I ask again;

j

For nothing can be ill, if she be well.

I Bal. Then she is well, and notliing can be all;

Her body sleeps in Capei's monument.
And her immortal part with angels hves;
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault.

And presently took post to tell it you :

pardon me for bringing these ill news.
Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Rom. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars!

—

I

Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and paper.
And hire post-horses; I will hence to-night.

j

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus :

I

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import
;
Some misadventure.
Rom. Tnsh, thou art deceiv'd;

,
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do:
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ?

I
Bal. No, my good lord.

Rom. No matter
;
get thee gon«,

!
And hire those horses ; I'll be with thee straight.

[Exit Balthasar.
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let's see for means :—O, mischief! thou art swift
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men!
1 do remember an apothecary,

—

And hereabouts he dwells,—whom late I noted
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows,
Culling of simples , meagre were his looks.
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones;
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung.
An alligator stuffd, and other skins
Of ill shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves
A beggarly account of empty boxes.
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,
Remnants of pack tn re ad, and old cakes of roses,
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a shew.
Noting this penury, to myself I said

—

I Au if a man did need a poison now, •',

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, .
I Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.
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O, this same thought did but forerun my need
;And this same needy man must sell it me.

As I remember, this should be the house

:

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut.

—

What, ho! apothecary!

Enter Apothecary.
Ap. Who calls so loud ?

Rom. Come hither, man.—I see that thou art poor

;

Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have
A dram.of poison ; such soon-speeding geer
As will disperse itself through all the veins.

That the life-weary taker raay<fall dead
;

And that the truck may be discharg'd of breath
As violently, as hasty powder fir'd

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law

Is death, to any he tliat utters them.
Horn. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness.

And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks.
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes.
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery.

The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law :

The world affords no law to make thee rich

;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents.
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Put this iu any liquid thing you will.

And diink it off: and, if you had the strength
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight.

Rom. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's
souls.

Doing more murders in this loathsome world.
Than these poor compounds, that thou raay'st not sell

:

1 sell thee poison, thou hast sold ms none.
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.

Come, cordial, and not poison
;
go with me

To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar John.

John, Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho

!

Enter Friar Laurence.
Lau. This same should be the voice of friar John.

—

Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo?
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out,

One of our order, to associate me.
Here in this city visiting the ^ick,

And finding him, the searchers of the town.
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Seafd up the doors, and would not let us forth

;

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd.

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Romeo?
John. I could not send it,—here it is again,

—

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee,

So fearful were they of infection.

Lau. Unhappy fortune I by my brotherhood.

The letter was not nice, bnt full of charge.

Of dear import ; and the neglecting it

May do much danger : Friar John, go hence
;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [Exit.

Lau. Now must I to the monument alone;

Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake
;

She will beshrew me much, that Romeo
Hath had no notice of these accidents :

But I will write again to Mantua,
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come

;

Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb !

[Exit.

Sc£NE III.

—

A Church-Yard ; in if, a Monument
helonyimfj to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his Page, bearing flowers, and
a torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand

aloof";

—

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along,
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground;
So shall no f(X)t upon the church-yard tread,
(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,)
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me.
As signal that thou hear'st something approach.
Give me those flowers. Do as 1 bid thee, go.
Paye. I am almost afraid to stand alone

Here in the churchyard
;
yet I ^yili adventure.

_ • {Retires.)
l^ar. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bri-

dal bed :

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain
The perfect model of eternity;
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain.
Accept this latest favour at my hands

;

That living honour'd thee, and, being dead.
With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb

!

. .
[The boy lohistlea.)

The boy gives warning, something doth approach.
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night.
To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites ?
What, with a torch!— muffle me, night, awhile.

{Retires
)

Enter RoMEO and Balthasar with a Torch,
Mattock, ^c.

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching
iron.

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light : Upon thy life I charge thee.
Whate'er thou hearst or seest, stand all aloof.
And do not interrupt me in my course.

Why I descend into this bed of death,
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face :

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger
A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use
In dear employm"erit : therefore hence, be gone :

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
In what I further shall intend to do.
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint,

And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs

:

The time and my intents are savage-wild
;

More fierce, and more inexorable far.

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea.

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Rom. So shalt thou shew me friendship.—Take

thou that

:

Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow.

Bal. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout

;

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. {Retires.^
Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death

Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth.

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open.

{Breaking open the door of the Monument.)
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food !

Par. This is that banish 'd haughty Montague,
That murder'd my love's cousin ;^with which grief,

It is supposed, the fair creature died,

—

And here is come to do some villanous shame
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.

—

{Advances.)
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ;

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ?

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee :

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die.

Rom. I must, indeed, and therefore came I hither,

—

Good gentle youth, tempt aot a desperate man;
Fly hence and leave me ;—think upon tliese gone ;

Let them affright thee.—I beseech thee, youth.

Heap not another sin upon my head.

By urging me to fury :—O, be gone I

By heaven, I love thee better than myself;

For 1 come hither arm'd against myself:

Stay not, be gone :—live, and hereafter say

—

A madman's mercy bade thee run away
Par. I do defy thy conjurations.

And do attach thee as a felon here.

a a a *
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Rom. Wilt thon provoke me ? then have at thee,

boy. They fight.)

Pag. O lord ! they fight: I will go call the watch.
\Exit.

Par. O, I am slain ! {Falls.)—If thou he mer-
ciful.

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. {Dies.)
Rom. In faith, I will :—Let me peruse this face;

—

Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris !

—

What said my man, when uiy betossed soul
Did not attend liim as we rode ? I think,

He told nie, Paris should have married Juliet

:

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so i*

Oram I mad, hearing hiui talk of Juliet,

To think it was so?—O, give me thy hand.
One writ vvith nie in sour misfortune's book

!

I'll bury thee in a trimnphant grave.

—

A grave ? O, no; a lantern, slaughter'd youth,
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This \a(ilt a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd.

{Laying Paris in the Monwnent.)
How oft, when men are at the point of death.
Have their been merry ? which their keepers call

A lightning before death : O, how may 1

Cail this a lightning?—O, my love ! niy wife !

Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breatli,

Hatli had no power yet upon thy beauty

:

Thou art not couquer'd ; oeauly's eusigu yet
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheells.

And death's pale flag is not advanced (here.

—

Tybalt, liest thou tliere in thy bloody sheet?
O, what more favour can I do to thee,
'I'han with that hand, that cut tiiy youth in twain,
To sunder liis, that was thine enemy ?
Forgive me, cousin ?—Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art tliou yet so fair? Shall I believe
That unsubstantial death is amorous

;

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ?
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee

;

And never from this palace of dim night
Depart again ; here, here will I remain
With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; O, here
Will I set lip my everlasting rest

;

And shake tne yoke of inauspicious stars (last!
From this world-wearied desh.—Eyes, look your
Arms, take your last embrace! and lips, O you.
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss
A dateless bargain to engrossing death !

—

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide !

Thou desperate pilot, now at once ruii on
The daslimg rocks thy sea-sick weary bark !

Here's to my love ! {Drinks.) O, true apothecary!
Tijy drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss I die.

{Dies.)

Enter, at the other end of the Churchyard, Friar
Laurence, tvith a Lantern, Crow, and Sjiade.

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-ni:;lit

Have my old feet stumbled at graves !—Who's there?
Who is it, that consorts^ so late, the dead?

Bal, Here's one, a friend, and one that knows
you well.

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend.
What torch is yond', that vainly lends his light

'J'o grubs and eyeless skulls ? as 1 discern.

It burnetii in the Capels' monument.
Bal. It doth so, holy sir; and there's my master,

One that you love.

Fri. Who is it ?

Bal. Romeo.
Fri. How long hath he been there ?

S:il. Full half an hour.
Fri. Go with rae to the vault.

Bal. I dare not, sir :

My master knows not bat I am gone hence
;

And fearfully did menace me with death,
Jf I did stay to look on his intents. [me ;

Fri, Stay, then, I'll go alone ;—Fear comes upon

O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here,
^

1 dreamt ray master and another fought,

And that my master slew him.

Fri. Romeo!

—

{Advances.)
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which atains

The stony entrance of this sepulchre ?

—

What mean these masterless and gory swords
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace ?

{Enters the Monument.)
Romeo ! O, pale!—Who else ? what. Pans too?
And steep'd in blood '{'—Ah, what aa unkind hour
Is guiltv of this lamentable chance !

The lady stirs. {Juliet wakes and stirs.)

Jul. O, comfortable friar, where is my lord ?

I do remember well where 1 should be.

And there I am :—Where is my Romeo ?

{Noise within.)

Fri. I hear some noise.—Lady, come from that nest

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep
;

A greater Power than we can contradict

Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away :

Thy husband in thy busom there lies dead
;

And Paris, too ; come, I'll dispose of thee

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns :

Stay not to question, for the watch is coming

;

Come, go, good Juliet,

—

[Noise again.) I dure stay

no longer. [Exit.

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.

—

What's here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ?

Poison. I see, hath been his timeless end :

O churl ! drink all ; and leavt- no friendly drop,

To help me alter ?—I will kiss thy lips :

Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them,
Ts make me die witn a restorative. [Kisses him.
Thy lifjs are warm !

1 Watch. {Within.) Lead, boy:—Which way?
Jul. Yea, noise ?—then I'll he brief.—O happy

dagger ! {Snatching Romeo's dagger.)
This is thy sheath

;
{Stabs herself.) there rust, and

let me die.

{Falls on Romeo's hody, and dies.)

Enter Watch with the Page of Paris.

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch

doth bum.
1 Watch. The ground is bloody: Search about

the churcliyard :

Go, some of you ; whoe'er you find, attach.

[Exeunt some.
Pitiful sight! here lies the county slain ;

—

And Juliet bleeding; warm, and newly 'dead.

Who here hath lain these t\.vo days buried.

—

Go tell the prince,—run to the Capulets,

—

Raise up the Montagues,—some others search ;—
[Exet/nt oilier Watchmen.

We see the ground whereon these woes do lie

;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes.
He cannot without circumstance descry.

Enter some of the Watch, with Balthasar.

2 Watch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in

tlie churchyard. [hither.

1 Watch, Hold him in safety, till the prince come

Enter another Watchman with Friar Laurence.

3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs,

and weeps :

We took this mattoc'ic and this spade from him.
As he was coming from this churchyard .side.

1 Watch. A great suspicion : Stay the friar too.,

Enter the Prince arid Attendants.

Prince. What misadventure is so early np,

Thai calls our person from our morning's rest V

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others.

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek
abroad ?

La. Cap. The people in the street cry—Romeo,
Some—Juliet, ana some—Pans ; and all run,
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With open outcry, toward onr monument.
Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our

ears ? [slain

;

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the coimty Paris
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before.

Warm and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul

murder comes. [man
;

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Romeo's
With instruments upon them, fit to open
These dead men's tombs.

Cap. O, heavens !—O, wife ! look how our daugh-
ter bleeds

!

This dagger hath mista'en,—for, lo! his house
(s empty on the back of Montagne,

—

And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom.
La. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell.

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Eiiter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague ; for tliou art early up,

To see thy son and heir more early down.
Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night

;

Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath :

What further woe conspires against mine age ?

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this.

To press before thy father to a grave ?

Prince. Seal.up the mouth of outrage for a while.
Till we can clear these ambiguities.

And know their spring, their head, their true

descent;
And then will I be general of your woes.
And lead you even to death : Mean time forbear.
And let niischauce be slave to patience.

—

Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least.

Yet most suspected, as the time and place

Doth make against me, of this direful murder;
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge
Myself condemned and myself" excns'd.

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know
in this.

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath

Is not so long as is a tedious tale.

Rimeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet,

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife :

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day

Was Tybalt's dooms day, whose untimely death

Banish'd the new-made bridepTOom from this city;

For whom, and not for 'I'ybalt, Juliet pin'd.

You—to remove that siege of grief from her,

—

Betroth 'd, and woiild have married her perforce,

To county Paris :—Then comes she to me

;

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means
To rid her from this second marriage.

Or, in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, so tutord by my art,

A sleeping potion; which so took effect

As I intended, for it wrought on her

The form of death: meantime I writ to Romeo,
That he should hither come as tliis dire night,

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave.

Being the time the potion's force should cease.

But he which bore my letter, friar John,
Was staid by accident; and yesternight
Return'd my letter back : Tlien all alone,
At the prttixed hour of her waking,
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault;
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell,
Till I conviently could send to Romeo:
But, when I came (some minute ere the time
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead.
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth.
And bear this work of heaven with patience:
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb;
And she, too desperate, would not go with me.
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself
All this I know ; and to the marriage
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacrific'd. some hour before his time,
Unto the rigour of severest law. [man.
Prince. We still have known thee for a holy

Wherr's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this ?
Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's death;

And then in post he came from Mantua,
'I'o this same place, to this same monument.
This letter he early bid me give his father

;

And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault.
If I departed not, and left him there.

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it.

—

Where is the county's page, that raisd the watch ?—
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ?

Parje. He came with flowers to strew his lady's
grave;

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did :

Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb

;

And. by and by, my master drew on him
;

And then I ran away to call the watch.
Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's

words.
Their course of love, the tidings of her death :

And here he writes—that he did buy a poison
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.

—

Where be these enemies? Capulet! Montague!—
See, what a srourge is laid upon your hate.
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love .

And I, for winkiug at your discords too.
Have lost a brace of kinsmen :—all are nunish'd.

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand

;

This IS my daughter's jointure, for no more
Can I demand.
Man. But I can give thee more

:

For I will raise her statue in pure gold
;

That, while Verona by that name is knovni,
There shall no figure at such rate be set.

As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Ca]}. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie
;

Poor sacrifices of our enmitj'

!

(brino's •

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it

The sun, for sorrow, will not shew his head :

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things

;

Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished :

For never was a story of more woe.
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeunt..



HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK.
If the dramas of Shakspeare were to be characterised, each by the particular excellence which distinguishes it

from the rest, we must allow to the tragedy of Hamli-t the praise of variety. The iiKidents are so numerous, that

the argument of the play would make a long tale. The scenes are interchangeably diversified with men-iment and
solemnity : with merriment that includes judicious and instructive observations; and solemnity not strained by poe-

tical violence above the natural sentiments of man. New characters appear from lime to time in continual succession,

exhibiting various forms of life, and particular modes of conversation. The pretended madness of Hamlet causes

much mirth, the mournful distraction of Ophelia fills the heart with tenderness, and every personage produces the

efl'ect intended, from (he apiiarition that, in the first act. chills the blood with horror, to the fop in the last, that

exposes afiectalion to just contempt.
The conduct is, perhaps, not wholly secure against objections. The action is indeed, for the most part, in continual

progression ; but ttiere are some scenes which neither forward nor retard it. Of the feigned madness of Hamlet
there appears no adequate cause, for he does nothing which he might not have done with the reputation of sanity.

He plays the madman most, when he treats Ophelia with so much rudeness, which seems to be useless and wanton
cruelty.
Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an instrument than an agent. After he has, by the stratagem of the

lay, convicted the king, he makes no attempt to punish him ; and his death is at last effected by an incident which
lamlet had no part in producing.
The catastrophe is not very happily produced ; the exchange of weapons is rather an expedient of necessity, than

a stroke of art. A scheme might easily be formed, to kill Hamlet with the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl.
The poet is accused of having shewn little regard to poetical justice, and may be charged with equal neglect of

poetical probability. The apparition left the regions of the dead to little purpose : the revenge which he demands
IS not obtained, but by the death of him that was required to take it ; and the gratification, which would arise from
the destruction of an usurper and a murderer, is abated by the untimely death of Ophelia, the young, the beautiful,

the harmless, and the pious. Johnson.
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Scene,—Elsinore.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle.

Francisco on his post. Enter to him Bernardo.

Ber. Who's there ?

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and onfold
Yourself.

Ber. Long live the king!
Fran. Bernardo ?
Ber. He.
Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour.
Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve

;
get thee to bed,

Francisco.

Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter cold,
And I am sick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet guard?
Fran. Not a mouse stirring.

Ber. Well, good night
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.
Fran. I think, I hear them.—Stand, ho ! Who is

there ?

Bar. Friends to this ground.
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane.
FVan. Give you good night.

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier

:

Who hath reliev'd you ?

Fran. Bernardo hath my place.
Give you good night. [Exit.
Mar Holla! Bernardo I

Ber. Say
Wliat, is Horatio there?

ilor. A piece of him.
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good JVIar-

cel.'us.

Hot. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night?
Jier, I have seen nothing.

Mar. Horatio says, "tis but our fantasy
;

And will not let belief take hold of him,
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us

:

Therefore I have entreated him, along
With us to watch the minutes of this night;
That, if again this apparition come.
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it.

Hor. Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear.
Ber. Sit down awhile

;

And let ns once again assail your ears.
That are so fortified against our story.
What we two nights have seen.
Hor. Well, sit we down.

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all,

When yon same star, that's westward from the pole.
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself.
The bell then beating one,

—

[again!
Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes

Enter Ghost.

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead.
Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio.
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio.
Hor. Most like :—it harrows me with fear, and

wonder.
Ber. It would be spoke to.

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio.
Hor. What art thou, that usurp'.st this time ofnight,

Together with that fair and warlike form
In which the majesty of buried Denmark (speak.
Did sometimes march? by heaven, I charge thee.
Mar. It is offended.

Ber. See ! it stalks away.
Hor. Stay ; speak : speak, I charge thee, speak.

[E.xit Ghost.
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. [pale

:

Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look
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Is not this something more than fantasy i

What think you of it ?

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe,

Without the sensible and true avouch
Of mine own eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the king ?

Hor. As thou art to thyself:

Such was the very armour he had on,

When he the ambitious Norway combated

;

So frown'd he once, when, in an angr^ parle,

He smote the sledded Polack on the ice.

'Tis strange. [hour,

Mar. Thus twice before, and jump at this dead
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know
not

;

But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion.

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that

knows.
Why this same strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land ?

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon.
And foreign mart for implements of war

;

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task

Does not divide the Sunday from the week :

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste

Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day
;

Who is't, that can inform me ?

Hor. That can I;
At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king,

Whose image even but now appear'd to us.

Was, as yon know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,

Dai'd to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet
(For so this side of our known world esteem'd him,)

Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal'd compact.
Well ratified by law and heraldry.

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands.

Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror

:

Against the which, a moiety competent
Was gaged by our king ; which had retum'd
To the inheritance of Fortinbras,

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart,

And carriage of the article design'd.

His fell to Hamlet: Now, sir, young Fortinbras,

Of unimproved mettle hot and full.

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Shark'd up a list of landless resolutes.

For food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in't : which is no other

(As it doth well appear unto our state,)

But to recover of us, by strong hand,
And terms compulsatory, those 'foresaid lands.

So by his father lost : And this, I take it.

Is t.he main motive of our preparations
;

The source of this our watch ; and the chief head
Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. I think, it be no other, but even so

:

Well may it sort, that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king
That was, and is, the question of these wars.

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell.

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets.

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood,

Disasters in the sun ; and the moist s(ar.

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands,

Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse.

And even the like precurse of fierce events,— ..

As harbingers preceding still the fates,

And prologue to the omen coming on,

—

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated
Unto our climatUres and countrymen.

—

Ee-enter Ghost.

Bat, soil ; behold ! lo, where it comes again

!

I'll cross it, though it blast me.—Stay, illusion 1

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice.
Speak to me :

If there be any good thing to be done.
That may to thee do ease and grace to me.
Speak to me :

If (hou art privy to thy country's fate.

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,
O, speak

!

Or, if thou hast nphoarded in thy life.

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth.
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death.

[Cock crotos.)
Speak of it :—stay, and speak.—Stop it, Marcellus.
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan ?

Hor. Do, if it will not stand.
Ber. 'Tis here

!

Hor. 'Tis here !

Mar. 'Tis gone ! [Exit Ghost.
We do it wrong, being so majestical.
To offer it the shew of violence

;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable.

And our vain blows malicious mockery.
Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew.
Hor. And then it started, like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard.
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn.
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat

Awake the god of day; and, at his warning.
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,

The extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine : and of the truth herein

This present object made probation.

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes,
V\ herein our Saviour's birth is celebrated.

This bird of dawning singeth all night long:

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ;'

Tlie nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike.

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm.
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time.

Hor. So have 1 heard, and do in part believe it.

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad.

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastera hill:

Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice,

Let us impart what we have seen to-night

Unto young Hamlet: for, uijon my life.

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him

:

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it,

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?
Mar. Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning knov*

Where we shall find him most convenient. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The same. A Room of State in the

same.

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laer-
tes, VoLTiMAND, Cornelius, Lords, and At-
tendants.

King. Though yet of Hamlet our desur brother's

death

The memory be green ; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe

;

Vet so far hath discretion fought with nature

"That we with wisest sorrow think on him.

Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,

The imperial jointress of this wariike state.

Have we, as 'twere, witii a defeated joy,

—

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye

;

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage,

In equal scale weigiiing delight and dole,

—

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone

With this affair along :—For all, our thanks.

Now follows that you know, young Fortinbras,

—

Holding a weak supposal of our worth ;

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death.

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,

Colicagued with this dream of his advantage^
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He hath not faild to pester ns with message.

Importing the surrender of those lands.

Lost by his father, with all bands of law.

To otir most valiant brother.—So much for him.

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting.

Thns mnch the business is : We have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpose,—to suppress

His further gait herein ; in that the levies.

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his subject :—and we here despatch

Yon, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway
;

Giving to yon no further persoual power
To business with the king, more than the scope

Of these dilated articles allow.

Farewell ; and let your haste commend yonr duty.

Cor. §f Vol. In that, and all things, will we shew
our duty.

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell.

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius,

And DOW, Laertes, wisat's the news with you ?

You told us of some suit; What is't, Laertes?

Yon cannot speak of reason to the Dane,
And lose yonr voice: What would'st thou beg,

Laertes,

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?

The head is not more native to the heart,

The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What would'st thou have, Laertes ?

Laer. My dread lord.

Your leave and favour to return to France
;

From whence, though willingly, I came to Denmark,
To shew my duty in your coronation

;

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done.

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France,

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.

King. Have you your father's leave? What says

Polonius ? [leave,

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow

By labonrsome petition ; and, at last.

Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent

:

I do beseech you, give him leave to go.

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine,

And thy best graces : spend it at thy will.

—

I

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,

—

Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind.

(Aside.)

King. How is it, that the clouds still hang on you V

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i'the sun.

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off.

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids

Seek for thy noble father in the dust

:

Thou know'st, 'tis common ; all, that live, must die.

Passing through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.
Queen. "If it be.

Why seems it so particular with thee ? [seems.

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not

'Tis not alone ray inky cloak, good mother.

Nor customary suits of solemn black.

Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye.

Nor the dejected haviour of the \ isage.

Together with all forms, modes, shews of grief,

That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem.
For they are actions that a man might play

:

But I have that witliin, which passeth shew

;

These, but the trappings and the snits of woe.

King. 'Tis sweet and commendable in your na-

ture, Hamlet,
To give these mourning duties to your father:

But, you must know, your father lost a father;

That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound
In filial obligation, for some term
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever
In obstinate condolement, is a course

Of impious stubbornness; tis unmanly grief:

It shews a will most incorrect to heaven;
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient

:

An understanding simple and unschool'd :

For what, we know, must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense.

Why should we, in our peevish opposition.

Take it to heait ? Fye ! 'tis a fault to heaven,

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature.

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried.

From the first corse, till he that died to-day.

This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth

This unprevailiug woe ; and thiuk of us

As of a father : for let the world take note,

You are the most immediate to our throne

;

-And with no less nobility of love,

Than that which dearest father bears his son.

Do I impart toward yon. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg.
It is most retrograde to our desire .

And, we beseech you, bend you to remain
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye.

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers,

Hamlet

;

I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg.
Ha7n. I shall in all my best obey vou, madam.
King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply;

Be as ourself in Denmark.—Madam, come;
This gentle and unlorc'd accord of Hamlet
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof.

No jocund health, that Denmark driuks to-day.

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell.

And the king's rouse the heavens shall bruit again

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away.
[Exeunt King., Queen, Lords, §fc. Polo-

nius, and Laertes.
Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew !

Or that the Everlasting had not fixd

His canon 'gainst self-slau?hter ! O God ! O God
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable.

Seem to me all the uses of this world !

Fye on't ! O fye ! 'tis an unweeded garden.
That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature.

Possess it merely. That it should come to this

!

But two months dead !—'nay, not so much, not two :

So excellent a king; that was, to this,

Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother.
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth !

Must I remember? why, she would hang on hinv
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on : And yet, within a mouth,—
Let me not thiuk on't;—Frailty, thy name is wo-

man!

—

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old,

With which she foUow'd my poor father's body
Like Niobe, all tears ;—why she, even sht,

—

O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason.
Would have raoum'd longer,—married with my

uncle,

My father's brother; but no more like my father.

Than I to Hercules : witliin a month

;

Ere yet tli-e salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

She married :—O most wicked speed, to post
W'ith such dexterity to incestuous sheets

!

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good
;

But break, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus.

Hor. .Hail to your loniship

!

Ham. I am glad to see yon well

:

Horatio,—or I do forget myself. [ever.

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant.

Ham. Sir. my good friend ; I'll change that name
with you.

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?

—
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Marcellus ?

Mar. My good lord,

—

Ham. I am very glad to see you ;
good even, sir,

—

Bat what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so;

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence.

To make it truster of your own report

Against yourself: I know, you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore ?

We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart.

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral.

• Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-stu-

dent;
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding.
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon.
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral bak'd

meats
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.

'Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven
Or ever I had seem that day, Horatio !

—

My father,—Methinks, I see my father.

Hor. Where,
My lord ?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.
Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king.

Ham. He was a man, take him tor all in all,

I shall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight.
Ham. Saw I who ?

Hor. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my father !

Hor. Season your admiration for a while
With an attent ear ; till I may deliver.
Upon the witness of these gentlemen.
This marvel to you.

Ham. For God's love, let me hear.
Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen,

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch.
In the dead waist and middle of the night.

Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your lather,

Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pi^,

Appears before them, and, with solemn march,
Goes slow, and stately by them : thrice he walk'd.
By their oppress'd ana lear-surprised eyes.

Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, distill'd

Almost to jelly with the act of fear.

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me
In dreadful secrecy impart the- did

;

And I with them, the third night kept the watch

;

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time.

Form of the thing, fach word made true and good,
The apparition comes: I knew your father;

These hands are not more like.

Hatn. But where was this ?

Mar. My lord, apon the platform, where we
watch'd.

Ham. Did you not speak to it ?

Hor. My lord, I did
;

But answer made it none : yet once, methoughl.
It lifted up its head, and did address
Itself to motion, like as it would speak".

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud-.

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away.
And vanish'd from our sight.

Ham. 'Tis very strange.

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true
;

And we did think it writ down iu our duty.
To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me.
Hold you the watch to-night ?

All. We do, my lord.

Ham. Arm'd, say you ?

All. Arm'd, my lord.

Ham. From top to toe ?

All. My lord, from head to foot-

Ham. 'I'hen saw you, not
Pm face ?

Hor. O yes, my lord ; he wore h;s beaver up.
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ?

Hor. A countenance more
In sorrow than in anger.

Ham. Pale, or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fix'd his eyes npon you ?

Hor. Most constantly.

Ham. I would, I had been there.
Hor. It would have much amaz'd you.
Ha7n. Verv like>

Very like: Stay'd it long?
Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell

a hundred.
Mar. &" Ber, Longer, longer.

Hor. Not when I saw it.

Ham. His beard was grizzl'd ? no?'
Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life,

A saljle silveHd.

Ham. I will watch to-night

;

Perchance, 'twill walk again.

Hor. I warrant, it will.

Hatn. If it assume my noble father's person,
I'll speak io it, though hell itself should gape.
And bid me hold my peace. I praf you all,

If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight.

Let it be tenable in your silence still,'

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night.

Give it an understanding, but no tongue
;

I will requite your loves : So, fare you well

:

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve,
I'll visit you.

All. Our duty to your honour.
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell.

[Exeunt Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo.
My father's spirit in arms ! ail i.s not well

;

I doubt some foul play -. would, the night were come !

Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise.

Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes.

[Exit.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Polonius's House.

Enter Laertes and Ophelia.

Laer. My necessaries are pmbark'd ; farewell

:

And, sister, as the winds give benefit,

And con.voy is assistant, do not sleep.

But let me hear from you.

Opk. Do you doubt that?
Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour.

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood
;

A violet in the youth of primy nature.

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting.

The perfume and suppliance of a minute
;

No more.
Oph. No more but so ?

Laer. Think it no more

:

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone

In thews, and bulk ; but. as this temple waxes.
The inward service of the mind and soul

Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now

;

And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch
The virtue of his will : but, you must i'ear,

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own
;

For he himself is subject to his birth :

He may not, as unvalued persons do.

Carve for himself; for on his choice depends
The safety and the health of the whole state

;

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd

Unto the voice and yielding of that body.

Whereof he is head : Then, if he says he loves yon.

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it.

As he in his particular act and place

May give his saying deed ; which is no further.

Than the main voice of Denmark soes withal.

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain.

If with too credent ear you list his songs
;

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open
To his unmaster'd importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister;

And keep you in the rear of your aiVection,

Out of the shot and danger of desire.

Tlie chariest maid is prodigal enough,
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If she nnmask her beauty to the moon :

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes :

The canker galls the infants of the spring.

Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd

;

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth.

Contagious blastraents are most imminent^
Be wary then : best safety lies in fear

;

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.

Oph. I shall the eftect ofthis good lesson keep.

As watchman to my heart : But, good my brother.

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do.

Shew me the steep and thorny way to heaven
;

Whilst, like a puft 'd and reckless libertine.

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads,

And recks not his own read.

Laer. O fear me not.

I stay too long ;—But here my father comes.

Enter Polonius.

A double blessing is a double grace

;

Occasion smiles upon a second leave.

Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for

sham^;
The wind sits in the shoulder of yoar sail,

And you are staid for; There,—mv blessing with
you : [Laying his hand onljaertes' head.)

And these few precepts in thy memory
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue.
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried.

Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel

;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg"d comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in.

Bear it, that the opposer may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice :

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy.
But not express'd in fancy \ rich, not gaudy

:

For the apparel oft proclaims the man
;

And they in France, of the best rank and station.

Are most select and generous, chief in that.

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be :

For loan oft loses both itself and friend
;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandrj-.

This above all,—To thine ownselfbe true;

And it must follow, as the night the day.
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee !

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord.

Pol. The time invites you ; go, your servants tend.

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ; ana remember well

What I have said to yon.

Oph. 'Tis in my memory lock'd.

Ana yoa yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell. [Exit.

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you V

Oph. So please you, something touching the lord

Hamlet
Pol. Marry, well bethought

:

'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you yourself

Have of your audience been most free and boun-
teous :

If it be so, (as so 'tis put on me.
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you,

You do not understand yourself so clearly,

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour :

What is between you .•" give me up the truth.

Oph. He hath, ray lord, oflate, made many tenders

Of his aflFection to me.
Pol. Afiection :" puh ! you speak like a green girl.

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them

!

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should think.

Pol. Marry, I'll teach you : think yourselfa baby :

That vou have ta'en these tenders for true pay.
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more

dearly ;

Or, (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase,
Wronging it thus,) you'll tender me a fool.

Oph. My lord, he hath importuu'd me with love.
In honourable fashion.

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, go to.

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech,
my lord,

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. '

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know,
When the blood Durns, how prodigal the soul
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter.
Giving more light than heat,—extinct iu both.
Even in their promise, as it is a making,

—

You must not take for fire. From this time.

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ;

Set your entreatments at a higher rate.

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet,
Believe so much in him, That he is young;
And \rith a larger tether may he walk.
Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia,
Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers
Not of that die which their investments shew,
But mere implorators of unholy suits.

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds,
The better to beguile. This is for all,

—

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth,

Have you so slander any moment's leisure.

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet
Look to't, I charge you ; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt.

Scene lY.—The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellds.

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold.

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it is struck.

Hor. Indeed .' I heard it not ; it then draws near
the season.

Wherein the spirit held is wont to walk.

{A flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot

off tvithin.)

What does this mean, my lord ?

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes

his rouse.

Keeps wassel, and the swaggering np-spring reels

;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down.
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.
Hor. Is it a custom ?

Ham. Ay marry, is't:

But to my mind,—though I am native here.

More to the manner bom,—it is a custom
More honour'd in the breach, than the observance.

This heavy-headed revel, east and west,

Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations

:

They clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase

Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes

From our achievements, though perform d at height.

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So, oft it chances in particnlair men,
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them.

As, in their birth (whtrein they are not guilty.

Since nature cannot choose his origin).

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion.

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason

;

Or by some nabit, that too much o'er-leavens

The form of plausive manners ;—that these men,-

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect

;

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star,

—

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace.

As infinite as man may undergo).

Shall in the general censure take corruption

From that particular fault : The dram of base

Doth all the noble substance often dout.

To his own scandal.

Hor.

Enter Ghost.

Look, my lord, it comes !
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Ham. Angels and ministers ofgrace defend us !

—

Be thon a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd.
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell,

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable,

'I'hou com'st in such a questionable shape,

That I will speak to thee ; I'll call thee, Hamlet,
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me :

Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell,

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death,

Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre.

Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd.

Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws,
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean.
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel.

Re visit'st thus the glimpses of the moon.
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature.

So horridly to shake our disposition,

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls?

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ?

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it.

As if it some impartment did desire

To you alone.

Mar. Look, with what courteous action

It waves you to a more removed ground :

Bot do not go with it.

Hor. No, by no means.
Ham. It will not speak ; then I will follow it.

Hor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ?

I do not set my life at a pin's fee

;

And, for my soul, what can it do to that,

Being a thing immortal as itself?

It waves me forth again ;—I'll follow it

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my
lord.

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff,

That beetles o'er his base into the sea ?

And there assume some other horrible form.
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason.

And draw vou into madness? think of it:

The very place puts toys of desperation.

Without more motive, mto every brain.

That looks so many fathoms to the sea,

And hears it roar beneath.

Ham. It waves me still :

—

Go on, rU follow thee.

Mar. You shall not go, my lord.

Hatn. Hold off yoar hands.
Hor. Be rul'd, you shall nc* go.

Ham. My fate cries out.

And makes each petty artery iu this body
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve.

—

{Ghost beckons.)
Still am I call'd ;—unhand me, gentlemen ;

—

(Breakingfrom them.)
By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me :

—

I say, away :—Go on, I'll follow thee.

[Exeunt Ghoa/t and Hamlet.
Hor, He waxes desperate with imagination.
Mar. Let's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.
Hor. Have after:—To what issue will this come ?

Mar. Soraetliing is rotten in the state of Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. ['Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A more remote Part of the Platform.

Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet.
Ham. Whither \vilt thou lead me ? speak, I'll go

no further.

Ghost. Mark me.
Ham. I will.

Ghost. My hour is almost come,
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must render up myself.

Ham. Alas, poor ghost

!

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serions hearing
To what I shall unfold.

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear.
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt

hear.

Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thy father's spirit;

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night;

And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires.

Till the foul crimes, done in mv days of nature,

Are burnt and pnrg'd away. But that I am forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word
^Vould harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood •

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their

spheres;
Thy knotted and combined locks to part.

And each particular hair to stand an-end.
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine

:

But this eternal blazon must not be
To ears of flesh and blood :—List, list, O list!

—

If thou didst ever thy dear father love,

—

Ham. O heaven ! [der.

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural raur-

Ham. Murder ?

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.
Hatn. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings as

swift

As meditation, or the thoughts of love.

May sweep to my revenge.
Ghost. I find thee apt

;

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,

Would'st thou not stir in this? Now, Hamlet, hear

:

'Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged process of my death
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth.

The serpent, that did sting thy father's life,

No\v wears his crown.
Ham, O, my prophetic soul ! my uncle !

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast.

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,

(O, wicked wit, and gifts, that ha\ e the power
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen :

O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there !

From me, whose love was of that dignity.

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline

Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mine !

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd,
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven;
So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd.

Will sate itself in a celestial bed.
And prey on garbage.
But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air;

Brief let me be :—Sleeping within mine orchard.
My custom always of the afternoon.

Upon ray secure hour thy uncle stole.

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial.

And in the porches of mine ears did pour
The leperous distilment ; w hose eflect

Holds such an enmity with blood of man,
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through
The natural gates and alleys of the body

;

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset
And curd, like eager droppings into milk,
The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine

;

And a most instant tetter bark'd about.

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust.

All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand,
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd :

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel'd

;

No reckoning made, but sent to my account
\vith all my impertections on my head :

O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible !

If thou hast nature' in thee, bear it not

;

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be
A couch for luxury and damned incest.

But. howsoever thou pursu'st this act.
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Taint not thy mind, nor let thy sonl contrive

Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven,

And to those thorns that iu her bosom lodge,

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once !

The glow-worm shews the matin to be near,

And 'gins to pale his imeffectuai fire

:

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. [Exit.

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! What
else ? [heart

;

And shall 1 couple hell?—O fye !—Hold, hold, my
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old.

But bear me stiffly up !—Remember thee ?

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

In this distracted globe. Remember thee ?

Yea, from the table of my memory
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records,

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past,

That youth and observation copied there
;

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of mv brain,

Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven.

O most pernicious woman

!

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain I

My tablet,—meet it is, I set it down.
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain

;

At least, I aui sure, it may be so in Denmark :

(
Writing.)

So, uncle, there you are. Now, io my word

;

It is. Adieu, adieu ! remember me,
have sworn't.

Hor. {Within.) My lord, mv lord,—
Mar. {Within.) Lord Hamlet,—
Hor. { Within.) Heaven secure him

j

Ham. So be it

!

Mar. {Within.) lllo, ho, ho, my lord !

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come.

Enter HoRATio and Marcellus.

Mar. How is't, my noble lord ?

Hor. What news, my lord ?

Ham. O, wonderful!
Hor. Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No

;

You will reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven.

Mar. Nor I, my lord.

Ham. How say you then ; would heart of man
once think it?

—

But you'll be secret,

—

Hor. §f Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord.

Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all

Denmark,
But he's an arrant knave.

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from
the grave,

To fell us this.

Haj)i. Why, right
;
you are in the right

;

And so, withont more circumstance at all,

1 hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part

:

You, as your business, and desire, shall point you;

For every man hath business and desire.

Such as it is,—and, for my own poor part.

Look you, I will go pray. [lord.

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my
Ham. I am sorry they offend yon, heartily

;
yes,

'Faith, heartily.

Hor. There's no offence, my lord.

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio,

And much offence too. Touching this vision here,

—

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you

;

For your desire to know what is between us,

O'er master it as you may And now, good friends,

As yon are friends, scholars, and soldiers.

Give me one poor request.

Hor. What is't, my lord ?

We will. [to-night.

Ham. Never make known what you have seen

Hor §f Mar. My lord, we will not.

Ham. Nay, but swear't.

Hor. In faith,

My lord, not I.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

Ham, Upon my sword.
Mar. We have sworn, my lord , already.
Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.

Ghost. {Beneath.) Swear.
Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say'st thou so? art thou

there, true-penny ?

Come on,—you hear this fellow in the cellarage.

—

Consent to swear.
Hor. Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen,

Swear by my sword.
Ghost. {Beneath.) Swear. [ground :

—

Ham. Hie et ubique? then we will sliift our
Come hither, gentlemen.
And lay your hands again upon my sword :

Swear by my sword.
Never to speak of this that you have heard.

Ghost. {Beneath.) Swear by his sword.
Ham. Well said, old mole ! can'st work i'the

earth so fast?

A worthy pioneer I—Once more remove, good
friends.

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous
strange

!

[come.

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it wel-

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

But come ;

—

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy!
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself.

As 1, perchance, hereafter shall think meet
To put an antic disposition on

—

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall.

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake,

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase.

As Well, well, we know ;—or. We could, an ifwe
would ;—or. Ifwe list to speak ;—or, There be, an
if they might

;

—
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note

That you know aught of me :—This do yon swear.
So grace and mercy at your most need help you

!

Ghost. {Beneath.) Swear.
Hatn. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So, gentlemen.

With all my love I do commend me to you;
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is

May do, to express his love and friending to you,

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in togetlier;

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.

The time is out ofjoint;—O cursed spite !

That ever I was born to set it right

!

Nay, come, lefs go together. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

ScENE^.

—

A Room in Polonius's House.

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo.

Pol. Givetiim this money, and these notes, Rey-
naldo.

Reij. 1 will, my lord. [naldo,

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey-
Before you visit him, to make inquiry

Of his behaviour.

Rey. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well said : very well said. Look
you, sir.

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris ;

'

And how, and who, what means, and where they

keep.

What company, at what expense ; and finding.

By this encompassment and drift of question,

I'hat they do know my son, come you more nearer

Than your particular demands will touch it

:

Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him;

As thus,

—

I know hisfather, and hisfriends,

And, in part, htm;—Do you mark this, Reynaldo?

Rey. Ay, very well, ray lord. [well :

Pol. At'id. in part, him ^ —but, ymi may say, not

But, if't be he 1 mean, he's very wild;
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Addicted so and so;—and there put on Lim
VVbat forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that

;

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips.

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay, or drinking, jenciug, swearing, quarrel-

Drabbing :—You may go so far. [I'ug,

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him.

Pol. 'Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge.

You must not put anotlier scandal on him,
Tliat he IS open to incontinency

;

That's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so

quaintly.

That they may seem the taints of liberty

:

TLe flash and out-break of a fiery mind;
A savageness in unreclaimed blood,

Of general assault.

Rey. But, ray good lord,

—

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ?

Rey. Ay, my lord,

I would know that.

Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift;

And, 1 believe, it is a fetch of warrant

:

You laj-ing these slight sullies on my son.

As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i'the working,
jMark you,

\ our party in converse, him you would sound,
Having ever sef-n in the predominate crimes.
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be ajsur'd.

He closes with you in this consequence
;

Good sir, or so; or friend, or gentleman,—
According to the phrase, or the addition,
Of man, and country.

Rey. Very good, my lord.

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,—he does

—

What was 1 about to say ? By the mass, I was about
to say something:—Where did I leave?

Rey. At, closes in the consequence.
Pol. At, closes iu the consequence,—Ay, marry

;

He closes with yon thus:

—

I know the gentleman ;

I saw him yesterday, or t'other day,
Or then, or then, with such, or such ; and, as you

say,
There was he gaming ; there o'ertooh in his rouse:
There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance,
I saw him enter such a house of sale,

{Videlicet, a brothel,) or soforth.—
See you now;
Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth;

And thus do we o! wisdom and of reach.

With windlaces, and with assays of bias,

By indirections find directions out

:

So, by my former lecture and advice,
ShHll you, ray son : You have me, have you not?

Rey. My lord, I have.
Pol. Gdd be wi' you ; fare you well.
Rey. Good my lord,

—

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.

Rey. ( shall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his music.
Rey. Well, my lord. [Exit.

Enter Ophelia.

Pol. Farewell !—How now, Ophelia ? what's the
matter ?

Opk. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af-

frighted !

Pol. With what, in the name of heaven ?

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet.

Lord Hamitt,—with his doublet all iinbrnc'd
;

7>o hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd,

Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his aucle

;

Pale as his sliut; his knees knocking each other;
And with a look so piteous iu purport,
As if he had been loosed out of hell.

To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.
Pol. Mad for thy love?
Opk. My lord, I do not know ;

But, truly, I do fear it.

Pol. What said he ?

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard

;

Th(-n goes he to the length of all his arm

;

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow,
He falls to such perusal of my face.

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ;

At last, a little shaking of mine arm,
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

—

He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound,

At it did seem to shatter all his bulk.

And end his being : That done, he lets me go:
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'a,

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes
;

For out o'doois he went without their helps.

And, to the last, bended their light on me.
Pol. Home, go with n:e ; I vviU go seek the king.

This is the very ecstasy of love
;

Whose violent property foredoes itself.

And leads the will to desperate undertakings.

As oft as any passion under heaven,
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry^

—

What, have you given him any hard words of late ?

Oph. No, my good lord; but, as you did com
mand,

I did repel his letters, and denied
His access to me.

Pol. That bath made him mad.
I am sorry, that wth better heed and judgment,
I had not quoted him : I fear'd, he did but trifle.

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew ray jealousy!

It seems, it is as proper to our age
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions.

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king :

This must be known ; which, being kept close,

might move
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love.

Come. [Exeunt-

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guilden-
STERN, and Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guil-
denslern I

Moreover that we much did long to see you.

The need, we have to use you, did provoke
Our .hasty sending. Something have you heard
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it.

Since not the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was : What it should be.
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him
So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both,

That,—being of so young days brought up with
him

;

[mo«r,

—

And, since, so neighboured to his youth an(t hu-

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court

Some little time : so by your companies
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather.

So much as from occasion you may glean,

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus.

That, open'd, lies within our remedy. fyon ;

Queen. Good gentlemen he hath much talk'd of
And, sure I am, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you
To shew us so much gentry, and good will.

As to expend your time with us a while.

For the supply and profit of our hope.

Your visitation shall receive such thanks

As fits a king's remembrance.
Ros. Both your majesties

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us.

Put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Guil. But we both obey ;

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent.

To lay our service freely at your feet.

To be coinmauUed.
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King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden-
stern. [crantz

:

Queen. Thanks, Gaildenstern, and gentle Rosen-
And I beseech you instantly, to visit

My too much changed son.—Go, some of you,
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence, and our prac-
Pleasant and helpful to him. [tices,

Queen. Ay, amen

!

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstem, and
some Attendants.

Enter PoLONIUS.

Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good
lord,

Are joyfully return'd. [news.
King. Thou still hast been the father of good
Pol. Have I, my lord ? Assure you, my good liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul,

Both to my God, and to my gracious king :

And I do think, (or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure
As it hath us'd to do,) that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy.

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear.
Pol. Give first admittance to the embassadors

;

My news shall be the fruit to that great least.
' Ki?ig. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them

in. [Exit Polonius.
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found
The head and source of all your son's distemper.

Queen, i doubt, it is no other but the main
;

His lather's death, and our o'erhasty marriage.

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and Corne-
lius.

King. Well, we shall sift him.—Welcome, my
good friends.'

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway,?
Volt. Most lair return of greetings, and desires.

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack

;

But, better look'd into, he truly found
It was against your highness : Whereat griev'd,

—

That so his sickness, age, and impotence.
Was falsely borne in hand,—sends out arrests

On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys
;

Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine,

Makes vow before bis uncle, never more
To give the assay of arms against your majesty.

Whereon old Norway, overcome witL joy.

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee

;

And his commission, to employ those soldiers.

So levied as before, against the Polack;
With an entreaty, herein further shewn,

(Gives a paper.)
Thaf it mij,ht please you to give quiet pass

llirough your dominions for this enterprise
;

On such regards of safety, and allowance.
As therein are set down.

Ki7ig. It likes us well

;

And, at our more consider'd time, we'll read,

Answer, and think upon this business.

Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour:
Go to your rest; at night we'll feast together :

/Most welcome home

!

[Exeunt Voltimand atid Cornelius.

Pol. This business is well ended.
My liege, and madam, to expostulate

What majesty should be , what duty is.

Why day is day, night night, and time is time.

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time.

Therefore,—since brevity is the soul of wit,

Andjledionsness the limbs and outward flourishes,

—

I will be brief : Your noble son is mad :

Mad, call I it: for to define true madness,
What is't, but to be.nothing else but mad?
But let that go.

Queen. More matter, with less art.

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all.

That he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true, 'tis pity

;

And pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure
;

But farewell it, for i will use no art.

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains
That we find out the cause of this effect;

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect;
For this effect, defective, comes by cause :

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.

Perpend.
I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine

;

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark.
Hath given me this : Now gather, and surmise.—To the celestial, and my soufs idol, the most
beautified Ophelia,—
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a
vile phrase; but you shall hear.—Thus:

In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.

—

Queen. Came this f.'iom Hamlet to her?
Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful.—

Doubt thou, the stars are fire ; [Reads.)
Doubt, that the sun doth move

:

Doubt truth to be a liar ;

But never doubt, I love.

dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; I
have not art to reckon mrj groans : but that I love

thee best, 0-most best, believe it. Adieu.
Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst

this machine is to him, Hamlet,
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shewn me

:

And more above , hath his sohcitmgs.

As thej fell out by rime, by means, and place,

AH given to mine ear.

King. But how hath she
Receiv'd his love ?

Pol. What do you think of me ?

King. As of a man faithful and honourable.

PoL I would fain prove so. But what might you
think,

When I had seen this hot love on the wing,
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that,

Before my daughter told me,) what might you.
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think.

If I had play'd'the desk, or table-book;
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb;
Or- look'd upon this love with idle sight;

What might you think ? no, I went round to worii.
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak

;

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere ;

This must not be : and then I precepts gave her,

That she should lock herself from his resort.

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice

;

And he, repulsed, ( a short tale to make,)
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast;

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ;

Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension,
Into the madness wherein now he raves.

And all we mourn for.

King. Do you think, 'tis this ?

Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Hath there been such a time, (I'd fain knovr
that,)

That I have positively said, 'Tis so,

When it prov'd otherwise ?

King. Not that I know.
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise :

[Pointing to his head and shoulder.")

If circumstances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed
Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further?

Pol. You know sometimes he walks four hours

Here in the lobby. (together.

Queen. So he does, indeed.

Pol. At such a rime I'll loose my daughter to him:

Be you and I behind an arras then

;

Mark the encounter: if he love her not.

And be not from his reason fallen thereon,

Let me be no assistant for a state.

But keep a farm, and carters.
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We will try it.

Enter HamleT, reading.

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch
comes reading.

Pol. Away, 1 do beseech you, both away
;

I'll board him presently;—O, give me leave.

—

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants.
How does my good lord Hamlet?
Ham. Well, god-'a-raercy.

PoL Do you know me, my lord ?

Ham. Excellent well
;
you are a fishmonger.

Pol. Not I, my lord.

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man.
Pol. Honest, my lord ?

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes,
is to be one man picked out of ten thousand.

Pol. That's very true, my lord.

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog,
being a god, kissing carrion,—Have you a daughter?

Pol. I have, ray lord.

Ham. Let Jier not walk i' the sun : conception is

a blessing; but as your daughter may conceive,

—

friend, look to't.

Pol. How say you by that '' {Aside.) Still harping
on my daughter :—yet he knew me not at first ; he
said, I was a fishmonger: He is far gone, far gone :

and, truly, in my youth I sutTered much extremity
for love ; very near this. I'll speak to him again.

—

What do you read, my lord ?

Ham. Words, words, words !

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ?
Ram. Between who ?

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord.
Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says

here, that old men have grey beards ; ttiat their
faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber,
and plum-tree gum; and that they have a plentiful
lack of wit, together with most weak hams : All of
which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently
believe, jet I hold it not honesty to have it thus set
down ; fov yourself, sir, shall be as old as I am, if,

like a crab, you could go backward.
Pol. Though this be madness, yet there's method

in it. [Aside.) Will you walk out of the air, my lord ?

Ham. Into my grave ?

Pol. Indeed, tliat is out o'the air.—How preg-
nant sometimes his replies are! a happiness that
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity could
not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave
liim, and suddenly contrive the means of meeting
between him and rny daughter.—My honourable
lord. I will most humbly take ray leave of you.
Ham. You cannot, sir, take from rae any thing

that I will more willingly part withal ; except my
life, except my life, except my life.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. These tedious old fools

!

Enter Rosencrantz and Gbildenstern.
Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet; there he is.

Ros. God save you, sir

!

(To Polonius.)
[Exit Polonius.

Quil. My honour'd lord !—
Ros. My most dear lord !

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost thou,
Guiidenstem ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how
do ye both ?

Mos. As the indiflferent children of the earth.
Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy

;

On fortune's cap we are not the very button.
'

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ?

Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the
middle of her favours ?

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we.
Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? O, most

true ; she is a strumpet. What news ?

Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world's grown
honest.

Ham. Then is dooms-day near : But your news

ia not true. Let me question more in particular •

VVhat have you, my good friends, deserved at the
hamls of fortune, that she sends you to prison hither?

Guil. Prison, my lord ?

Hajn. Denmark's a prison.
Ros. Then is the world one.
Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many

confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one
of the worst.

Ros. We think not so, ray lord.

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to yon ; for there is

nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so :

to me it is* a prison.

Ros.- Why, then your ambition makes it one ; 'tis

too narrow for your mind.
Ham. O God ! 1 could be bounded in a nut-shell,

and count myself a king of infinite space ; were it

not that I have bad dreams.
Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for

the very substance of the ambitious is merely the
shadow of a dream.
Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow.
Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and

, light a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow.
Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our

monarchs, and outstretch'd heroes, the beggars'

shadows : Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay, I

cannot reason.

Ros. Guil. We'll wait upon you.
Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you with

the rest of my servants; for, to speak to you like

an honest man, I am most dreadfully attended. But,
in the beaten way of friendship, what make you at

Elsinore ?

Ros. To visit yon, my lord ; no other occasion.

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks;
but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, ray thanks
are too dear, a halfpenny. Were you not sent for?
Is it your own inclining? Is it a free visitation?

Come, come ; deal justly with me : come, come

;

nay, speak.
Guil. What should we say, ray lord ?

Ham. Any thing—but to the purpose. You were
sent for; and there is a kind of confession in your
looks, which your modesties have not craft enough
to colour : I know, the good king and queen have
sent for you.

Ros. To what end, my lord ?

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me con-
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the
consonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our
ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a bet-
ter proposer could charge you withal, be even and
direct with me, whether you were sent for, or no ?

Ros. What say you ? (To Guildenstem.)
Aam. Nay, then, I hare an eye of you

; {Aside.)
—if you love me, hold not oft'.

Giil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa-

tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to
the king and queen moult no feather. I have of
late, ( but. wherefore, I know not, ) lost all my mirth,
forgone all custom of exercises : aud, indeed, it goes
so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly
frame, the earth, seems to me a steril promontory

;

this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this

brave o'er-hanging firmament, this majestical roof
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other
thing to me, than a foul and pestilent congregation
of vapours. What a piece of work is a man ! How
noble in reason ! how infinite in faculties! in form,
and moving, how express and admirable ! in action,
how like an angel ! in apprehension, how like a god!
the beauty of the world! ih^ paragon of animals!
And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust?
man delights not me, nor woman neither; though,
by your smiling, you seem to say so.

Ros. My lord, there is no such stuif in my thoughts.
Ham. Why did you laught then, when I said, Man

delights not me /
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Ros. To think, my lord, ifyou delight not in man,

what lenten entertainment the players shall receive

froni you : we coted them on tlie way ; and hither

are they coming, to ofler you service.

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be welcome ;

his majesty shall have tribute of me : the adven-

turous knight shall use his foil, and target: the lover

shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall end
his part in peace : the clown shall make those laugh,

whose lungs are tickled o'the sere ; and the lady

shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse shall

halt for'L—What players are they?
Ros. Even those you were wont to takS such de-

light in, the tragedians of the city.

Hani. How chances it, they travel ? their resi-

dence, both in reputation and profit, was better both

ways.
Ros. I think, their inhibition comes by the means

of the late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they did

when I was in tlie city ? Are they so followed i"

Ros. No, indeed, they art not.

Ham. How comes it? Do they grow rusty ?

Ros. Nay, tlieir endeavour keeps in the wonted
pace : But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little

«?yases, that cry out on the top of question, and are

most tyrannically clapped for't : these are now tlie

fashion; and so berattle the common stages, (so
they call them,) that many, wearing rapiers, are

afraid of goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither.

Ham. What, are they children? who maintains
them ? how are they escoted ? Will they pursue
the quality no longer than they can sing? will they
not say afterwards, if they should grow themselves
to common players, ( as it is most like, if their means
are no better, ) their writers do them wrong, to

make them exclaim against their own succession?
Ros. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both

sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them
on to controversy : there was, for a while, no money
bid for argument, unless the pofet and the player went
to cuffs injthe question.

Ham. Is it possible ?

Guil. O, there has been much throwing about of
brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ?

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and
his load too.

Ham. It is not very strange : for my uncle is king
of Denmark ; and those, that would make mouths
at him while my father lived, give twenty, forty,

fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture m
little. 'Sblood, there is something in this more than
natural, if philosophy could find it out.

{Flourish of trumpets luithin.)

Guil. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore.

Your hands. Come then : the appurtenance of

welcome is fashion and ceremony : let me comply
with you in this garb ; lest my extent to the players,

which, I tell yoi;, must shew fairly outward, should
more appear like entertainment than yours. \ou
are welcome ; but my uucle-father, and aunt-mother,

are deceived.

Guil. In what, my dear lord ?

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west: when the

wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand-saw.

Enter PoLONius.

\
Pol. Well be vvitli you, gentlemen !

Ham. Hark you, Guildensteru ?— and you, too
;

—at each ear a hearer : that great baby, you see

there, is not yet out of his swaddling-clouts.

^0.9. Happily, he's the second time come to them
;

for, they say, au old man, is twice a child.

Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the

players ; mark it.—You say right, sir : o'lMonday

morning; 'twas then, indeed.
Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When

Roscius was an actor in Rome,

—

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.
Ham. Buz, buz

!

Pol. Upon my honour,

—

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass,—
Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tra-

gedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical,
historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical-co-

mical-historical-pastoral, scene individable, or poem
unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus
too light. For the law of writ, and the liberty,

these are the only men.
Ham. Jephthah, judge ofIsrael,—^what a trea-

sure hadat thou !

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ?

Ham. Why

—

Otte fair daughter, and no more.
The which he lovedpassing well.

Pol. Still on my daughter. {Aside^
Ham. Am I not i'the right, old Jephthah ?

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a
daughter that I love passing well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

Pol. What follows then, my lord ?

Ham. Why, As by lot, Godivot, and then, you
know. It came to pass, As most like it was,—The
first row of the pious chanson will shew you more;
for look, my abridgment comes.

Enter Four or Five Players.

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all :—I am
glad to see tliee well :—welcome, good friends.

—

O, old friend ? Why, thy face is valanced since 1

saw thee last; Com'st thou io beard me iu Den-
mark ?—What ! my young lady and mistress ! By-'r-

lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than when
I saw you last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray
God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be

not cracked within the ring.—Masters, you are all

welcome. We'll e'en to it like French falconers, fly

at any thing we see : We'll have a speech straight

:

Come, give us a taste of your quality ; come, a pas-

sioniite speech.
i Play. What speech, my lord ?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,

—

but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not above
once : for the play, I remember, pleased not the

million ; 'twas caviare to the genera! : but it was
( as I received it, and others, whose judgments, in

such matters, cried in the top of mine, ) an excel-

lent play ; well digested in the scenes, set down with
as much modesty as cunning. I remember one
said, there were no salads in the lines, to make the
matter savoury ; nor no matter in the phrase, that

might indite the author of affection : but callec'. it,

an honest method, as wholesome as sweet, and by
very much more handsome than fine. One speech
in it I chiefly lov'd : 'twas iEueas' tale to Didr

;

and thereabout of it especially, where he speaks of
Priam's slaughter : If rt live in your memory, begin
at this line ; let me see, let me see ;

The ruggedPyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast,—
'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus.

The ru'jged Pyrrhus,— he, whose sable arms.
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble,
Whe?t he lay couched in the ominous horse.
Hath notv this dread and black complexion

smear d
With heraldry more dismal ; head tofoot
Notv is he total gules ; horridly trick'

d

With blood offathers, mothers, daughters, sons;

Bnk'd and impasted with the parching streets,

,

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light

To their lord's murder : Roasted in wrath, and
fire.

And thus o'ersizedwitk coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus
Old grandsire Priam seeks

;

—So, proceed you.

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken ; with good
accent, and good discretion.

1 Play. Anon he finds him ,
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Striking too short at Greeks ; his atitique svjord,
Rebellious to his arm, lies where itfalls,

Repumant to command : Unequal matched,
Pyrrhiis at Priam drives; in rage, strikes wide

;

But loith the whiff and wind ofnisfell sworxl
The unnervedfatherfalls. Then senseless Ilium,
Seeming to fell this blow, withflaming top

Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash
Takes prisotier Pyrrhus' ear : for, lo ! his sword
Which was declining on the milky head
Ofreverend Priam, seem'd in the air to stick :

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood

;

And, like a neutral to his will and matter.
Did nothing.
But, as lue often see, against some storm,
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still.

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below
As hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder
Dothrend the region : So, after Pyrrhus' pause,
A roused vengeance sets him 7ieiv a work;
And never did the Cyclops' hammersfall
On Mars's armour, forg'dfor proof eterne,

fVith less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding
stvord

Now falls on Priam.—
Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune! All you gods,
In general synod, take away her power

;

Break all the spokes andfellies from her wheel.
And bowl the round nave down the hill of

heaven.
As loiv as to the fiends !

Pol. This is too long.

Hatn. It shall to the ;barber's, with your beard.
—Pr'ythee, sav on :— He's for a jig, or a tale

of bawdry, or he sleeps : — say on ; come to He-
cuba.

1 Play. But who, ah woe ! had seen fJie mobled
quemi—

Ham. The mobled queen ?

Pol. That's good ; mobled queen is good.

I Play. Run barefoot up and doiun, threat'ning
the flames

With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head,
Whare late the diadem stood; and, for a robe ,

About her lank and all o'er-teeming loins,

.A blanket, in the alarm offear caught up

;

Who this hadseen, ivith tongue in venom steep'd,
'Gainst fortune's state ivould treason have pro-

nounc'd:
But if the gods themselves Jid see her then,

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport,

hi mincing tuith his sword her husband's limbs;

The instant burst of clamour that she made,
{tjnless things mortal move them not at all,)

Would have made milch the burning eye of
heaven.

And passion in the gods-

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his colour,

and has tears in's eyes.—Pr'ythee, no more.

Ham. 'Tis veil ; I'll have thee speak out the rest

of this soon.—Good my lord, will you see the players

well bestowed ? Do you hear, let them be well

used ; for they are the abstract, and brief chronicles,

of the time : After your death you were better have

a bad epitaph, than tlieir ill report while you live.

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their

desert.

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better: Use
every man after his desert, and who shall 'scape

whipping? Use them after your own honour and
dignity : The less they deserve, the more merit is in

your bounty. Take them in.

Pol. Come, sirs.

[Exit Polonius, with sotne of the Players,

Ham. Follow him, friends : we'll hear a play to-

morrow.—Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you
play the murder of Gonzago ?

1 Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You could,

for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen

lines, which I would set down, and insert in't ?

could you not?
1 Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Very well.—Follow that lord; and look

you mock him not. [Exit Player.] My good friends,

[To Ros. andGuil.) I'll leave you till night: you
are welcome to Elsinore.

Ros. Good my lord ! [Exeunt Ros. and Guild.
Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' you :—Now I am alooe.

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I

Is it not monstrous, that this player here.
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion,
Could force his soul to his own conceit,
That from her working, all his visage wann'd

;

Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect,
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing !

For Hecuba!
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,
That he should weep for her? What would he do,
Had he the motive, and the cue for passion.
That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech
;

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free,

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed.
The very faculties of eyes and ears.

Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak,
Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause.
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king.

Upon whose property, and most dear Gfe,

A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? '

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across?
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ?

Tweaks me by the nos^? gives me the lie i'the

throat.

As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ?

Ha!
Why, I should take it : for it cannot be,
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter : or, ere this,

1 should have fatted all the region kites
With this slave's otfal : Bloody, bawdy villain !

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless vil

lain !

Why, what an ass am I ? This is most brave

;

That I, the son of a dear father murder'd.
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell.

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words
And feu a cursing, like a very drab,

A scmlion

!

Fye upon't I foh ! About ray brains ! Humph ! I have
heard.

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play,

Have by the very cunning of the scene
Been struck so to the soul, that presently

'J'hey have proclaim'd their malefactions ;

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these players

Play something like the murder of my father,

Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks

;

I'll tent him to the quick; if he do blench,

I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen.

May be a devil ; and the devil hath power
To assume a pleasing shape

;
yea, and, perhaps.

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy,
(As he is very potent with such spirits,)

Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds
More relative than this : The play's the thing,

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. [Exit.

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosen-
CKANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN.

Ki.ig. And can you, by no drift of conference.

Get from him, why he puts on this confusiou
;

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?
Bbb
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Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted;

But from wliiit cause he will by no means speak.

Guil. Nor do we find hiin forward to be sounded
;

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof,

VVheu we would bring him on to some confession

Of his true state.

Queen. Did he receive you well ?

Ros. Most like a jjentlenian.

Guil. But with much forcing of his disposition.

Ros. Niggard of question; but, of our demands.

Most free in his reply.

Queen. Did you assay him

To any pastime ?

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players

We o'er-rauijht on the way : of these we told him;

And there did seem in him a kiud ofjoy

To hear of it: They are about the court;

And, as I think, they have already order

This night to play before him.

Pol. 'Tis most true :

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties,

To hear and see the matter.

King. With all my heart; and it doth much con-

tent me.
To hear him so inclin'd.

Good gentlemeu, give him a further edge.

And drive his pui-pose on to these delights.

Ros. We shall, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. andGuild.

King. Svveet Gertrude, leave us too

:

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither;

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here

Afiront Ophelia :

Her fatlier, and myself (lawful espials,)

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen,

We may of their encounter frankly judgej

And gather by him, as he is behav'd,

If't be the affliction of his love, or no.

That thus he suffers for.

Queen. I shall obey you

:

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish.

That your good beauties be the happy cause

Of Haniltt's wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again.

To both your honours.

Oph. Madam, I wish it may.
[Exit Qiieen.

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here :—Gracious, so

please you,

We will bestow ourselves :—Read on this hflok

;

{To (mma.)
That shew of such an exercise mav colour ^W^
Your loneliness.—We are oft to blame in this,

—

'Tis too much proved,—that, with devotion's visage.

And pious action, we do sugar o'er

The devil himself.

King. O, 'tis too tr\ie 1 how smart

A lash that speech doth give my conscience

!

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plast'ring art.

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it.

Than is my deed to my most painted word

:

O heavy burden !
[Aside.)

Pol. I hear him coming ; let's \yithdraw, my lord.

[Exeunt King and Polonius.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question:

—

Whether 'tis nobler in the raiiid, to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune;

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles.

And, by opposing, end them?—To die,—to sleep,

—

No more ;—and, by a sleep, to say we end

The heart ache, and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to,
—

'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die,—to sleep ;

—

To sleep ! perchance to dream ;—ay, there's the rub
;

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come.

When we have shufilt'<l olf this mortal coil.

Must give us pause : there's the respect.

That make.s calamity of so long life :

For who would bear the whips and acorns of time.

The oppressor's wrong, tue proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay,

The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes.

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear.

To grunt and sweat under a weary life
;

But tliat the dread of something after death,

—

The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn
No traveller returns,—puzzles tlie will

;

And makes us rather bear those ills we have.

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all

;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sickhed o'er with the pale cast of thought

;

And enterprises of great pith and moment.
With this regard, their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.—Soft you, now !

The fair Ophelia :—Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all ray sins remember'd.
0-ph. Good my lord.

How does your honour for this many a day V

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well.

Opk. My lord, I have remembrances of yours,

That 1 have longed long to re-deliver;

I pray you, now receive them.
Ha?n. No, not I

;

I never gave you aught. '[did
;

Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right well yon

And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd

As made the things more rich : their perfume lost,

,

Take these again ; for to the noble mind.

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.

There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest?

Oph. My lord ?

Ham. Are you fair?

Op/i. What means your lordship?

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, you should

admit no discourse to your beauty.

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com-
merce than with honesty ?

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will

sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd,
than the force of honesty can translate beauty into

his likeness ; this was some time a paradox, but now
the time gives it proof. I did love you once.

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so.

Ham. You should not have believed me; for

virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we shall

relish of it: I lov'd you not.

Opk. I was tlie more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery ; why would'st thou

be a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent

honest; but yet I could accuse me of such thiugs,

that it were better, my mother had not borne me

:

I anj very proud, revengeful, ambitious ; with more
offences at my beck, than I have tlioughts to v'.i

them in, imagination to give them shape, or time

to act them in : What should such fellows as I do

crawling between earth and heaven ! We are arrant

knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy ways to a

nunnery. Where's your father ?

Oph. At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he

may play the fool no where but in's own house.

Farewell.

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens

!

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give tliee this plague

for thy dowry; Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as

snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a

nunnery ; farewell : Or, if thou wilt needs marry,

marry a fool ; for wise men know well enough, what

monsters you make of them. Go a nunnery, go
;
and

quickly too. Farewell.

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him !

Ham. I have heard of your pahitings too, well

enough ; God hath given you one face, and you make
yourselves another: you jig, you amble, and yon

lisp, and nick-name God's creatures, and make your
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wantonness your ignorance : Go to ; I'll no more oPt

;

it hath made nie mad. I say, we will have no more
marriages : those that are married already, all but
one, shall live ; the rest shall keep as they are. To
a nunnery, go. [Exit.

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown

!

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue,
sword :

The expectancy and rose of the fair state.

The glass of fashion, and the mould of form.
The observ'd of all observers ! quite, quite down !

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched,
That suck'd the honey of his music vows,
No^v see that noble and most sovereign reason,
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ;

That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth.
Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me !

To have seen what I have seen, seen what I see

!

Re-enter King and PoLONiUS.

King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend
;

Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little.

Was not like madness. There's something in bis soul,

O'er whfcli his melancholy sits on brood

;

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose'.

Will be some danger : Which, for to prevent,
I have, in quick determination.
Thus set it.down : He shall with speed to England,
For the demand of our neglected tribute :

Haply, the seas, and countries diflerent.

With variable objects, shall expel
This something-settled matter in his heart

;

Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus
Prom fashion of himself. What think you on't?

Pol. It shall do well : but yet I do believe,
The origin and commen»;ement of his grief

Sprung from neglected love.—How now, Ophelia ?

You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said
;

We heard it all.—My lord, do as you please ;]

But, if you hold it fit, after the play.

Let his qiieen-raother all alone entreat him
To shew his grief; let her be round with him;
And I'll be pTac'd, so please you, in the ear
Of all their conference: if she find him not.

To England send him : or confine him, where
Your wisdom best shall think.

King. It shall be so :

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Hall in the same.

Enter H asu ET, and certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray yon, as I pro-

nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if

you mouth it, as many of our players do, 1 had as lief

the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the

air too much with your hand, thus ; but use all gently :

for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say)
whirlwind of your passion, you must acquire and
beget a temperance, that may give it smoothness. O,
it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig-
pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags,

to split the ears of the groundlings; who, for the

most part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable

dumb shews, and noise : I would have such a fellow

whipped for o'er-doing Termagant; it out-herods
Herod : Pray you, avoid it.

1 Play. I warrant your honour.
Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own

discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word,
the word to the action ; with this special observance,
that you o'er-step not the modesty of nature : for any
thing so overdone is from the purpose of playing,

whose end, both at the first, and now, was, and is,

to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature ; to shew
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and
the very age and body of the time, his form and pres-

sure. ^fow this, overdone, or come tardy off, though
it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the

judicious grieve ; the censure of which one must, in

your allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others.
O, there be players, that I have seen play,—and heard
others praise, and that highly,—not to speak it pro-
fanely, that, neither having the accent of christians,
nor the gaiLof christian, pagan, nor man, have so
strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some of
nature's journeymen had made men, and not made
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably.

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indifferently
with us.

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those, that
play your cloWns, speak no more than is set down
for them : for there be of them, that will themselves
laugh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators to
laugh too ; though, in the mean time, some necessary
question of the play be then to be considered : that's
villanous

; and shews a most pitiful ambition in the
fool that uses it. Go, make you ready.

[Exeunt players.

Enter PoLONius, Rosencrantz, and Guilden-
STERN.

How now, my lord ? will the king hear this piece of
work ?

Pol. And the qneen too, and that presently.
Ham. Bid the players make haste.

—

[Exit Polonius.
Will you two help to hasten them ?

Both. Ay, my lord. \Exeunt Ros. and Guild.
Ham. What, ho; Horatio!

Enter Horatio.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal.

Hor. O, my dear lord,

—

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter .

For what advancement may I hope from thee.

That no revenue hast, but thv good spirits,

To feed, and clothe thee ? VVhy should the poor be
flatter'd?

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp

;

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee.
Where thrift may toUow fawning. Dost thou hear ?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice.
And could of men distinguish her election.

She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing

;

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : and bless'd are tliose,

Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled.
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger

To sound what stop she please : Give me that man.
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart.

As I do thee.— Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king

;

One scene of it comes near the circumstance,
Which I have told thee of my father's death.
I pr'ythee, when thou seest that act afoot.

Even with the very conmieut of thy soul

Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt

Do not itself unkennel in one speech.
It is a damned ghost that we have seen

;

And my imaginations are as foul.

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note

:

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face
;

And, after, we will both our judgments join

In censure of his seeming.
Hor. W^ell, my lord :

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing,

And 'scape detecting, I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to tne play ; I must be
Get yon a place. [idle :

Danish march. A Flourish. Enter King, Queen,
Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guilden-
STERN, and others.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet?
Ham. Excellent, i'faith ; of the camelion's di."!!!

;

3bb*
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I eat the air, piomise-cramraed : You cannot feed

'^^^htj. i ha\ e nothing with this answer, Hamlet

;

these words are not mine. , , , , , ,

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord^you played

once in the university, you say ? {To Polomus.)

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a

good actor. .

Ham. And what did you enact
:"

Pol. I did enact Jnlius Cajsar : I was killed i the

Capitol ; Brutus killed me.

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital

a calf there.—Be the players ready ?

Ros Ay, my lord; they stay upon your patience.

Queen. Come hither, my dfear Hamlet sit by me.

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at-

Po/. b ho ! do you mark that ? {To the King.)

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap .

{Lying doivn at Ophelia s Jeet.)

Oph. No, my lord. .

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap .'

Oph. Ay, my lord.
^ »* 9

Ham. Do you think. I meant country matters '.

Oph. I think nothins;, my lord. [legs.

Ham. That's a fair thought to he between maids'

Oph. What is, my lord ?

Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I ?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

//«;«. O ! your only jig-maker. What should a

man do, hut be merry ? for, look you, how cheer-

fully my mother looks, and my lather died within

these two hours. ,

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay, then let the devil wear

black, for 111 have a suit of sables. O heavens! die

two months ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there s

hope, a great man's memory may outlive his life

half a year : But, by'r-lady, he must bu.ld churches

then : or else shall he suffer not thinking on, wiUi

the hobby-horse; whose epitaph is, tor, V, for, U,

the hobby horse isforgot.

Trumpets sound. The dumb sheiv follows.

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly ; the

Queen embracing him, and he her. She kneels,

and makes shew of protestation unto him. He
takes her up, and declines his head upon her

neck : lays him down upon a bank oj flowers ;

she, seei?ig him asleep, leaves htm. Anon comes

in afelloiv, takes off his crown, kisses it, and

pours poison in the King's ear, and exit. The

Queen returns; finds the King dead, and

makes passionate action. The poisoner, imth

some tw'o or three Mutes, comes in again, seem-

ing to lament with her. The dead body is car-

ried away. The poisoner ivooes the Queen with

gifts; she seems loath and uniuilling awhile,

but, in the end, accepts his love. [Exeunt.

Oph. What means this, my lord ?

Ham. aiarry, this is miching mallecho ; it means

mischief.
,

(the play

Oph. Belike, this shew imports the argument ot

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players

canuot keep counsel ; they'll tell all.

Oph. Will he tell us what this sliew meant?

Ha7n. Ay, or any shew that you'll shew him :

Be not you ashamed to shew, he'll not shame to

tell vou what it means. (the play.

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; I'll mark

Pro. For us, aridfor our tragedy.

Here stooping to your clemency.

We beg your hearing patiently.

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?

Orp. 'Tis brief, my lord,

i Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a King and a Queen.
P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart

gone round
Neptune's salt wash, and Tell us' orbed ground

;

And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd sheen.

About the world have times twelve thirties been

;

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands,

Unite comniutnal in most sacred bands.

P. Queen. So many journies may the sun and mooD
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done !

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late.

So far from cheer, and from your former state,

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust.

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must

:

For women fear too much, even as they love;

And women's fear and love hold quantity

;

In neither aught, or in extremity.

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ;

And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so.

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear

:

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there.

P, King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love, and
shortly too;

My operant powers their functions leave t4do :

And thou shalt live in this tair world behind^
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind „

For husband shalt thou

—

P. Queen. O, confound the rest

!

Such love must needs be treason in my breast :

In second husband let me be accurst'

None wed the second, but who kill'd the first.

Ham. That's wormwood.
P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage

move,
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ;

A second time I kill my husband dead,
SVlien second husband kisses me in bed
P. King. I do believe, you think what now yon

speak

;

But, what we do determine, oft we break.

Purpose is but the slave to memory :

Of violent biith, but poor validity :

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree

;

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow bt.

Most necessary 'tis, that we forget

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt

:

What to ourselves in passion we propose.
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

The violence of either grief or joy
Their own enactures with themselves destroy :

Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament;
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange.

That even our loves should with our fortunes change ;

For, 'lis a question left us yet to prove.

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love.

The great man down, you mark, his favourite flies

;

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies.

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend ;

For who not needs, shall never lack a friend

;

And who in want a hollow friend doth try.

Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun.

Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run,

That our devices still are overthrown

;

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of onr own;
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ;

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead.

P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven

light

!

Sport and repose lock from me, day and night

!

To desperation turn my trust and hope !

An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope !

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy,

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy!

Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife.

If, once a widow, ever I be wife !

Ham. Ifshe should break it now,—( To Ophelia.)

P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave nve

here a while

;
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My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beg^iile

The tedious day with sleep. {Sleeps.)

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain
;

And never come mischance between us twain! [Exit.

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ?

Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinks.
Ham. O, but she'll keep her word.
King. Have you heard the argument? Is there no

offence in't?

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no
offence i'the world.

King. What do you call the play ?

Ham. The mouse-trap. Marry, now ? Tropically.

This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna

:

Gonzago is the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista :

you shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish piece of work :

But what of that? your majesty, and we that have
free souls, it touches us not : Let the galled jade
wince, our withers are unwrung.

—

Enter Lucianus.

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord.

Ham. I could interpret between you and your
love, if I could see the puppets dallying.

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

Ham, It would cost you a groaning, to take off

my edge.

Oph. Still better, and worse.
Ham. So you mistake your husbands.—Begin,

murderer;—leave thy damnable faces, and begin.

Come ;

—

The croaking raven
Doth bellow for revenge.

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and
time agreeing;

Cnnfeiderate season, else do creature $eeing
;

Thou mixture rank, of midniglit weeds collected,

With Hecat's ban tlirice blasted, thrice infected,

Thy natural magic and dire property.

On wholesome life usurp immediately.

[Pours the poison into the Sleeper's ears.)

Ham. He poisons him i'the garden for his estate.

His name's Gonzago ; the story is extant, and
written ia very choice Italian: You shall see anon,

how the nuirderer gets the love of Gonzago's wife.

Oph. The king rises.

Mam. What ! frighted with false fire !

Queen. How fares my lord ?

Pol. Give o'er the play.

King. Give me some light -away !

Pol. Lights, lights, lights !

[Exeunt all hut Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham. Why, let liie strucken deer go weep,

The hart ungalled play

:

For some must watch, while some must sleep

;

Thus runs the world away.

—

VVonld not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if the

rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two

Provencjal roses on my razed shoes, get me a fel-

lowship in a cry of players, sir ?

Hor, Haifa share.

Ham. A whole one I.

For thou dost know, O Damon dear.

This realm dismantled was
OfJove himself; and now reigns here

A very, very—peacock.

Hor. You might have rhymed.

Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word

for a thou.sand pound. Didst perceive'?

Hor. Ntr<j well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,—

Hor. I did very well note him.

Ham Ah, ha!—Come, some music; come, the

recorders.

—

For if theking like not the comedy.

Why then, belike,—he likes it not, perdy.

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Come, some music. ,

Guil. Good my lord,vouchsafe me a word with yon.

Ham. Sir, a whole historj'.

Guil. The king, sir,

—

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? Ipered
Huil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous nistem
Gam. With drink, sir?

GuU. No, my lord, with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom should shew itself more
richer, to signify this to the doctor ; for, for me to

put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge
him into more choler.

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some
frame, and start not so wildlyfrom my affair.

Ham. I am tame, sir :—pronounce.
Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great

afBirtion of spirit, hath sent me to you.
Ham. \'ou are welcome.
Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of

the right breed. If it shall please you to make me
a wholesome answer, I will do your mother's com-
mandment : if not, your pardon, and my return, shall

be the end ofmy business.

Ham. Sir, I cannot.

Guil. What, my lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wits
diseased: But, sir, such answer as I can make, you
shall command: or, rather, as you say, my mother:
therefore no more, but to the matter : My mother,
you say.

—

Ros. Then, thus she says : Your behaviour hath
struck her into aniazement and admiration.
Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a

mother !—But is there no sequel at the heels of this

mother's admiration ? impart.

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet,

ere you go to bed.

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our
mother. Have you any further trade with US'*

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.
Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers.

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis-

temper? you do, surely, but bar the door upon your
own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack adiancement.
Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice

of the king himself for your succession in Denmark ?

Ham. Ay, sir. but. While the grass grows,—the

proverb is something musty.

Enter the Plai/ers, with Recorders.

O, [the recorders :—let me see one.—To .withdraw

with you.—Why do you go about to recover the

wind of me, as it you would drive me mto a toil ?

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my
love is too unmannerly.

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you

play upon this pipe ?

Guil. My lord, I cannot.

Hatn. I pray you.

Guil. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I .do beseech you.

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. 'Tis as easy, as lying : govern these ven-

tages with your fingers and thumb, give it breatii

with your mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent

music. Look you, these are the stops.

Guil. But these cannot I command to any utter

ance of harmony ; I have not the skill.

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a

thing yon make of me. You would play upon me :

you would seem to know my stops; you would

pluck out the heart of my mystery; you would

sound me from my lowest liole to the top of ray

compass : and there is much music, excellent \oice,

in this little organ; yet cannot you make it speak.

'Sblood, do you think, I am easier to be played on

than .•>. pipe'.' Call me what instrument you will,

though you can fret me, you cannot play upon me.

Enter Polonius.

God bless you, sir !
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Pol. My lord, tlie queen would speak with you,

and presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud , that's almost in

shape of a camel?
Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed.

Hatn. Methink.s, it is like a weasel.

Pol. It is backed like a weasel.

Ham. Or, like a whale ?

Pol.' Very like a whale.

Ham. Then will I ccme to ray mother by and by.

—Thev fool me to the top of my bent.—I will come
by anfl by.

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polonhis.

Ham. By and by is easily said.—Leave me,

friends. [Exeunt Ros. Guil.'Hor. §'c.

Tis now the very witching time of night

;

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes

out [blood.

Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot

And do such business as the bitter day
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mo-

ther.—
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not eyer

The soul of Nero enter this linn bosom :

Let me be cruel, not unnatural :

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none

;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites :

How in my words soever she be shent,

To give them seals, never, my soul, consent!
[Exit.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the same.

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern.

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us.

To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you
;

I your commission will forthwith despatch,

And he to England shall along with vou

:

The terms of our estate may not endure

Hasard so near us, as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunes.

Guil. , We will ourselves provide :

Most holy and religious fear it is.

To keep those many many bodies safe.

That live, and feed, upon your majesty.

Ros. The single and pecuhar life is bound,

With all the strength and armour of the mind,

"i'o keep itself from 'noyance : but much more

That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease ot majesty

Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw
VVhat's near it, with it : it is a massy wheel,

Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount.

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls.

Each small annexraent, petty consequence,
^

Attends the boist'rous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

King. Ann you, 1 pray you, to this .speedy yoyage
;

For we will fetters put upon this fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros. Guil. We will haste us.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Enter Polontus.

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet

:

Behind the arras III convey myself.

To hear the process ; I'll warrant, she'll tax him
home :

And, as you said, and wisely was it said,

'Tis meet, that some more audience, than a motlier,

Since nature makes them partial, should o"er-hear

The speech of vantage. Fare you well, my liege :

i II call upon you ere jou go to bed,

-And tell you what I know.
King. Thanks, dear my lord.

[Exit Polonius.
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ;

It hath the primal eldest curse upon't,

A brother's murder !—Pray can I not,

Though inclination be as sharp as will;

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;

And, like a man to double business bound,

I stand in pause where I shall first begin,

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
W^ere thicker than itself with brother's blood?
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens.

To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy.
But to confront tlie visage of oflence ?

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,

—

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall,

Orpardon'd, being down? Then I'll look up;
My fault i« past. But O, what form of prayer

Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !

—

That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd

Of those eflects for which I did the murder?
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ?

In the corrupted currents of this world.
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice;

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself

Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above

:

There is no shuffling, there the action lies

In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd.

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,

To give in evidence. What then? what rests ?

Try what repentance can : What can it not ? '

Yet what can it, when one can not repent?
O wretched state I O bosom, black as death '.

O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay !

Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings of

steel,

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe !

—

All may be well! {Retires, and kneels.)

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying
:,

And now I'll do't ;—and so he goes to heaven

:

And so^am I reveng'd? That would be scannd:
A villain kills my father; and, for that,

I, his sole son, do this .same villain send
To heaven.
Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of breaa

;

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ;

And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven ?

But, in our circumstance and course of thought,
'Tis heavy with him : And am I then reveng'd.
To take him in the purging of his soul,

When he is fit and season'd for liis passage ?

No.
Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid bent

:

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage;
Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed

;

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act
That has no relish of salvation in't

:

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven:
And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black,
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays:

i
Tliis physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit.

The King rises, and advances.

1
King, My words fly up, my thoughts remain

i
below:

Words, without thought, pever to heaven go. [Exit.

Scene VSf.^-Another Room in the same.

Enter Queen and Polonius.

Pol. He will come straight. Look you, lay home
to him

;

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear
with

:

[tween
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood be-
Much heat and him. I'll silence me e'en here.
Pray you, be round with him.

Queen. I'll warrant yon;
Fear me not;—vrithdravv, I hear him coming.

I Polonius /tides /timse/f.)

I



Scene 3. .PRINCE OP DENMARK.
Enter H.\mlet.

Ham. Now, mother ; what's the matter ?

Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much of-

fended.
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended.
Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle

tongue.

Ham. Go, go, yon question with a <ficked tongue.

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ?

Ham. What's the matter now ?

Queen. Have yon forgot mie ?

Ham. No, by the rood, not so :

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife
;

And,—'would it were not so !—you are my mother.

Quee7i. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can
speak.. [not budge

;

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down
;
you shall

Vou go not, till I set you up a glass,

Where yon may see the inmost part of you.

Queen. VVhat wilt thou do ? thou wilt not ranrder

Help, help, ho ! [me ''

Pol. [Behind.) What, ho ! help !

im. How now . a

Dead, for a ducat, dead
Han a rat ? {Draws.)

[Hamlet makes a pass throiiah the Arras.]

Pol. [Behind.) O, I am slain. [Falls and dies.)

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ?

Ham. Nay, I know not

:

Is it the king?
[Lifts up the Arras, and dratvs forth Polonius.)
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this !

'Ham. A bloody deed;—almost as bad, good
mother,

As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

Queen. As kill a king

!

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.

—

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell

!

[To Polonius.)
I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune

:

Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger.

—

Leave wringing ot your hands : Peace ; sit you
down,

And let me wring your heart : for so I shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff;

If damned custom hath not braz'd it so.

That it be proof and bulwark against sense.

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st wag
thy tongue

In noise so rude against me ?

Ham. Such an act,

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty
;

Calls virtue,, hypocn'te; takes off the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love,

And. sets a blister there ; makes marriage vows
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed
As from the body of contraction plucks

The very soul ; and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow i

Yea, this solidity and compound mass,

With tristful visage, as against the doom.
Is thought-sick at the act.

Queen. Ah me, what act.

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ?

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this
;

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See, what a grace was seated on this brow

:

Hyperion's curls ; the front ofJove himself;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command
;

A station like the herald Mercury
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill

;

A combination, and a form, indeed,

'Where every god did seem to set his seal,

To give the world assurance of a man : (follows :

This was your husband.—Look you now what
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear.

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ?

Could yon on this fair mountain leave to feed,

And batten on this moor? Ha ! have you eyes?
You cann^i^all it, love : for at your age,

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's luimble,
And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment
Would step from this to tliis ? Sense, sure, you have,
Else could you not have motion : Hut, sure, that sense
Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err;
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd.

But it reserv'd some quantity of choice,
To serve in such a difference. What devil wa^'t
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind ?

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight,

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,

Or but a sickly part of one true sense
Could not so mope.
O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell.

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones.
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,
And melt in her own fire ; proclaim no shame,
VVhen the compulsive ardour gives the charge

;

Since frost itself as actively doth burn
And reason panders will.

Queen.
_

_
O Hamlet, speak no more :

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my verj' soul

;

And there I see such black and grained spots.
As will not leave their tinct.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed
;

Stew'd in corruption ; honeying, and making love
Over the nasty stye ;

—

Queen. O, speak to me no n-.re ;

These words, like daggers, entfer in mine ears

;

No more, sweet Hamlet.
Ham. A murderer, and a villain

:

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe
Of your precedent lord :—a vice of kings :

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule

;

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,

And put it in his pocket I

Queen. - No more.

Enter Ghost.

A kingHam.
Of shreds and patches :

—

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings.
You heavenly guards !—What would your ^acious

figure ?

Queen. Alas ! he's macL
Ha?n: Do you not come your tardy son to chide,

That, laps'd in time and passion, let's go by
The important acting of your dread command ''

O, say f

Ghost. Do not forget : This visitation

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits :

O, step between her and her fighting soul

;

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works

;

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ha7n. _

How is it with yoo, lady ?

Queen. Alas, how is't with you ?

Th;it you do bend your eye on vacancy.
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse?
Forth at your eyes" your spirits wildly peep

;

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements.
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son,
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do ycu look

!

Ham. On him ! on him !—Look you, how pale
he glares

!

His form and cause conjoin'd, preachimj to stones.
Would make them capable.—Do not look upon me

;

Lest with this piteous action, you convert
My stern ellects : then what I have to do
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood.

Queen. To whom do you ^peak this ?

Ham. Do you see nothing there ?
Queen. Nothing at all

;
yet all, that is, i see.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?
Queen. No, nothing, but ourselve.<;.

Hai/u Why. look yon there ! look, how it steiils

away
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My father, in bis habit as he liv'd

;

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

[Exit Ghost.

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain :

This bodiless creation ecstasy

Is very cunning in.

Ham. Ecstasy

!

My pulse, as yours, dotK temperately keep time,

And makes as healthful music : It is not madness,
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the test,

And I the matter will re-word : which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul,

That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks:
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place

;

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within,

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven
;

Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come

;

And do not spread the compost on the weeds,
'J^o make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue

:

For in the fatness of these pursy times.

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg;
Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good.
Queen. O Hamlet! thou hast cleft my heart in

twain.

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night: but go not to my uncle's bed
;

Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this;

That to the use of actions fair and good
He likewise gives a frock, or livery.

That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night

:

And that shall lend a kind of easiness
To the next abstinence : the next more easy

:

For use almost can change the stamp of nature.
And either curb the devil, or throw him out
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night

;

And when you are desirous to be bless'd,

I'll blessing beg of you.—For this same lord,

[Pointing to Polonius.)
I do repent : But heaven hath pleas'd it so,

—

To punish me with this, and this with me.
That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow him, and will answer well
The death I gave him. So, again, good night !

—

I must be cruel, only to be kind :

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.

—

But one word more, good lady.

Queen. What shall I do ?

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do :

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed :

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse ;

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses,

Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers,

Make you to ravel all this matter out.

That I essentially am not in madness.
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him know :

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise,
VVould from a paddock, from a bat, a gib.

Such dear concerniogs hide ? who would do so?
No, in despite of sense and secrecy.
Unpeg the basket on the house's top,.

Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape.
To try conclusions, in the basket creep, .

And break your own neck down. [breath,

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe
What thou hast said to me.
Ham. I must to England

;
yon know that ?

Queen. Alack,
1 had forgot ; 'tis so cloncluded on.

Ham. There's letters seal'd : and my two scliool-

fellows,

—

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,

—

They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way.
And marshal me to knavery ; Let it work

;

For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer
Hoist with his own petar : and it shall go hard.

But I will. delve one yard below their mines,
And blow them af the moon : O, 'tis most sweet,
When in one line two crafts directly meet

—

This man shall set me packing.
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room :

Mother, good night.—Indeed, this counsellor -

Is now most still, most secret, and most grave,
Who was in life a foolish prating knave.
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with yon

:

I

Good night, mother.
[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging in
Polonius,

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and
GriLDENSTERN.

King. There's matter in these sighs ; these pro-

found heaves
You must translate ; 'tis fit we understand them

:

Where is your son ?

Queen. Bestow this place on ns a little while.

—

(
To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, who go out.)

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night

!

King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ?

Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both con-

tend

Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit.

Behind the arras hearing something stir,

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat! a rati

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.
King. O heavy deed !

It had been so with us, had we been there :

His liberty is full of threats to all

;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer'd ?

It will be laid to us, whose providence

Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of haunt.

This mad young man : but, so much was our love,,

We would not understand what was most fit;

But, like the owner of a foul disease.

To keep it from divulging, let it feed.

Even on tlie pith of life. Where is he gone?
Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd :

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore.

Among a mineral of metals base.
Shews itself pure ; he weeps for what is done

King, O, Gertrude, come away

!

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch.
But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed
We must, with all our majesty and skill.

Both countenance and excuse.—Ho; Guildenstern!

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Friends both, go join yon with some further aid :

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain.

And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him :

Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in tnis.

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil.

Com'e, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends

;

And let them know, both what we mean to do.

And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander-—
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter.
As level as the cannon to his blank.

Transports his poison'd shot,—may miss our name,
And hit the woundless air.—O come away !

My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

AnotherRoom in the House.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Safely stow'd,

—

[Ros. ^c, within, Ham-
let! lord Hamlet!) But solt,—what noise? who
calls on Hamlet? O, here they come.

,

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Ros, What have you done, my lord, with tho

dead body ? ^|k
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;
Ham. CotDponnded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin.

Ros. Tell us where 'tis ; that we may take it thence,

And bear it to the chapel.

Ham. Do pot believe it.

Ros. Believe what?
Ha7n. That I can keep your counsel, and not

mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge !

—what replication should be made by the son of a
kin^?
Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ?

Ham. Ay, sir; that soaks up the King's counte-

nance, his rewards, his authonties. But such offi-

cers do the king best service in the end ; He keeps
them, like an ape, in the comer of his jaw ; first

mouthed, to be last swallowed : When he needs
what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and,
sponge, you shall be dry again.

Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Ham. I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps

in a foolish ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body
is, and go with us to the king.

Ham. The body is with the king, hut the king is

not with the body. The king is a thing

—

Guil. A thing, ray lord V

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox,

and all after. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in tht same.

Ynter King, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the

body.
How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ?

Yet must- not we put the strong law on him :

He's lov'd of the distracted multitude.
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ;

And, where 'tis so, the ofi'ender^s scourge is weigh'd.

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even.
This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown.
By desperate appliance are reliev'd,

Enter Rosencrantz,

Or not at all.—How now ? what hath befallen ?

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lords.

We cannot get from him.
King. But where is he ?

Ros. Without, my lord
; guarded, to know your

pleasure.

King. Bring him before us.

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern.

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Poloniiis ?

Ham. At supper.

King. At supper ? where ?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten :

a certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at

him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet :

we fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat our-

selves for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean

beggar, is but variable service ; two dishes, but to

one table ; that's the end.

King. Alas ! alas !

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath
eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of
that worm.
King. What dost thou mean by 'his?

Ham. Nothing, but to shew you how a king may
go a progress through the guts of a beggar.

King. Where is Polonius ?

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your
messenger find him not there, seek him i'the other
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up
the stairs into the lobby.

King. Go seek him there. {To some Attendants.)
Ham, He will stay till you come.

[Exeunt Attendants.

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial

safety,

—

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve

For that which thou hast done,—must send thee hence
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself;

The bark is ready, and the wind at help.

The associates tend, and every thing is nent
For England.
Ham. For England ?

King. Ay, Hamlet.
Ham. Good.
King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes.
Ham. I see a cherub, tliat sees them.—But, come

;

for England !—Farewell, dear mother.
Ki7ig. Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ham. My mother; Father and mother is man

and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my
mother. Came, for England. [jSsit.

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed
aboard

;

Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night

:

Away
j
for every thing is seal'd and done

That else leans on the affair: Pray you, make haste.

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil.

And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught,

(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ;

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly set

Our sovereign process; which imports at full.

By letters conjuring to that effect.

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ;

For like the hectic in my blood he rages,

And thou must cure me : Till I know 'tis done,

Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

A Plain in Denmark.

Enter Fortinbras, and Forces, marching.

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king ;

Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras

Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous.
If that his majesty would aught with us.

We shall express our duty in his eye.

And let him know so.

Cap. I will do't, my lord.

For. Go softly on.

[Exeunt Fortinbras and Forces.

Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz,
Guildenstern, ^c.

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these ?
Cap, They are of Norway, sir.

Ham. How purpos'd, sir,

I pray you ?

Cap, Against some part of Poland.

Ham. Who
Commands them, sir ?

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras.

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir

Or for some frontier ?

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no additio

We go io gain a little patch of ground.

That hath in it no profit but the name.

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it;

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole,

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee.

Ha77i. Why, then the Polack never will defend it

Cop. Yes, 'tis already garrison'd. [ducats,

Hat7i, Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand

Will not debate the question of this straw:

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace
;

That inward breaks, and she\\ s no cause without

Why the man dies.— I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap. God be wi' you, sir. [Exit.

Ros. Wiirt please you go, my lord?

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little

before. [Exeii/tt Ros. and Guil,

How all occasions do inform against me.

And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man.
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ilf his chief good, and market of his time,

•Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more.

Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse.

Looking before, and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason
To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it be
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple
Of thinking too precisely on the event,

—

A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part
wisdom,

And, ever, three parts coward,—I do not know
VVhy yet 1 live to say, This thing's to do;
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means,
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me :

Witness, this array of such mass, and charge,
Led by a delicate and tender prince

;

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff 'd.

Makes mouths at the invisible event

;

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure,
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare.
Even for an egg-shell, nightly to be great.

Is, not to stir without great argument;
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw.
When honour s at the stake. How stand I then,
That have a father kill'd, a mother sttun"d,

Excitements of my reason, and my blood,
And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand men,
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame.
Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause,
Which is not tomb enough, and continent.

To hide the slain ?—O, from this time forth,

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! [Exit.

Scene V.

—

Elsinore. A Boom z» the Castle.

Enter Queen and Horatio.
Queen. — I will not speak with her.
Hor: She is importunate ; indeed, distract;

Her mood will needs be pitied.

Queen. What would she have ?

Hor. She speaks much of her father; says, she
hears, [heart

;

There's tricks i'the world ; and hems, and beats her
Sjpums enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt,
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing.

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection ; tiiey aim at it.

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts
;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield

them.
Indeed would make one think, there might be

thought,

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.
Queen. 'Twere good she were spoKen with ; for

she may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds ;

Let her come in. [Exit Horatio.
To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is,

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss

:

So full of artless jealousy is guilt.

It spills itself in learing to be spilt.

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelu.
Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den-
Queen. How now, Ophelia ? [mark ?

Oph, How shotdd I your true love know {Sings.)

From another one ?

By his cockle hat and staff".

And his sandal shoon ?

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song ?

Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark.
He is dead and gone, lady, (Sings.)
He is dead aiid gone ;

At his head a grass-green turf,

At his heels a stone,

0,ho!
Queen. Nay, but Ophelia,

—

Oph. Pray yon, mark.
White his shroudas the mountain snoxv, [Sings.)

Enter King.
Queen, Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded all with siveet flowers ;

Which bewept to the grave did go.
With true love showers.

King. How do you, pretty lady ?

Oph. Well, God'ield you ! They say, the ov* i

was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we
are, but know not what ^ve may be. God be at
your table !

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this ; but
when they ask you what it means, say you this

:

Good morrotv, 'tis Saint Valentine's day.
All in the morning betime,

And I a maid at uour window
To be your Valentine :

Then up he rose, and don'd his clothes.
And dupp'd the chamber door ;

Let in the maid, that out a maid
I^ever departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia ! [on't :

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end
By Gis, and by saint Charity,

Alack, andfy for shame I

Young men ivill do't, if they come to't

;

By cock, they are to blame.

Quoth she, before you tutnbledme,
Youpromis'd me to ived:

(He answers.)
So tvould I ha' done, by yonder sun.
An thou luxdst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus ?

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa-
tient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they
should lay him i'the cold ground : My brother shall

know of it, and so I thank you for your good coun-
sel. Come, my coach ! Good night, ladies

;
good

night, sweet ladies; goodnight, good night. [Exit.

King. Follow her close; give her good watch, 1

pray you. [Eiit Horatio.
O ! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs
All from her father's death : And now behold,
O Gertrude, Gertrude,
When sorrows come, they come not single spies.

But in battalions ! First, her father slain
;

Next, your sou gone ; and he most violent author
Of his own just remove : The people muddied.
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and.

whispers, [greenly.
For good Polonius' death ; and we have done but
In hugger-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment:
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts.
Last, and as much containing as all these,

Her brother is in secret come from France;
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds.
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear
With pestilent speeches of his father's death :

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd,

Will nothing stick our person to arraign
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, thi^.

Like to a murdering piece, in many places
Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within.)

Queen. Alack ! what noise is this /

Enter a Gentleman.
King, Attend

:

Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard the door :

What is the matter ?

Gent. Save yourself, my lord

;

The ocean, overpeering of his list.

Eats not the flats with more impetuous hasle.

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O'erbears your officers ! The rabble call him, lord
;

.\nd, as the world were now but to begin,

Antiquity forgot, custom not known.
The ratiiiers and props of every word,
They cry. Choose we ; Laertes shall be king !

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds.
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Laertes shall be king, Laertes hinrj

!

Qtteen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry I

O, this is counter, yoii false Danish dogs.

King. The doors are broke. (Noise within.)

Enter Laertes, armed; Danesfollowing.

Laer. Where is this king ?—Sirs, stand you all

Dan. No, let's come in.
_

[without.

Laer. I pray you, give me leave.

Dan. We will, we will.

{They retire without the door.)

Laer. I thank you :—keep the door.—Othou vile

Give me my father. [king.

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes.

Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims

me bastard

;

Cries, cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot

Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow
Of ray true mother.

Kinn. What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant- like ?

—

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person
;

There's such divinity doth hedge a king.

That treason can but peep to what it would.
Acts little of his will.—Tell me, Laertes,

Why thou art thus incens'd?—Let him go, Ger-
Speak, man. [trude •

—

Laer. Where is ray father ?

King. Dead.
Queen. But not by him.
King. Let him demand his fill. [with :

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil

!

Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit

!

1 dare damnation : To this pomt I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd
Most throughly for my father.

King. Who shall stay you ?
Laer. My will, not all the world's :

And, for my means, I'll husband them so well
They shall go far with little.

King. Good Laertes,

If you desire to know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, it's writ in your revenge.

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe.

Winner and loser ?

Laer. None but his enemies.

King. Will yon know them then ?

Laer. To his 'good friends thus wide I'll ope my
arms

;

And, like the kind liCe-rend'ring pelican.

Recast them with my blood.

King. Why, now you speak
Like a good child, and a true gentleman.

That I am guiltless of your father's death,

And am most sensibly in grief for it.

It shall as level to your judgment 'pear.

As day does to your eye.

Danes. (Within.) Let her come in.

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ?

Ent-erOvHELiA, fantastically dressed toith straws
and flotvers.

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, seven times salt.

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye !

—

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May !

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophi lia !

—

O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ?

Nature is fine in love : and, where 'tis fine,

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Oph. They bore him barefac'd on the bier

;

Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny :

And in his grave rain'd many a tear

;

—
Fare you well, my dove ! [revenge,
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade

It could not move thus.

Oph. You must sing, Dotvn a-down, an you call
him a-down-a. O, how the wheel becomes it ! It

is the false steward, that stole his master's daughter.
Laer. This nothing's more than matter.
Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance

;

pray you, love, remember: and there is pansies,
tliafs lor thoughts.

Laer. A document in madness; thoughts and
remembrance fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines :

—

there's rue for you ; and here's some tor me :—we
may call it, herb of grace o'Sundays :—you may
wear your rue with a difllerence.—There's a daisy :— I would give you some violets ; but they withered
all, when my father died : They say, he made a
good end,

—

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy, (Sings.)
Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself.

She turns to favour, and to prettiness.

Oph, And will he not come again ? (Sings.)
And will he not come again ?

iVi), no, he is dead.
Go to thy deathbed.

He never ivill come again.

His beard was as tvhite as snow,
Allflaxen teas his poll :

He is gone, he is gone,
And we cast away moan;

God 'a mercy on his soul '.

And of all christian souls! I pray God. God be
wi' you ! - [Exit Ophelia.
Laer. Do you see this, O God !

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief.

Or you deny me right. Go but apart,

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will.

And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me :

If by direct or by collateral hand
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give.
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours.
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not.
Be you content to lend your patience to ns.
And we shall jointly labour with your soul.
To give it due content.
Laer. Let this be so

;

His means of death, his obscure funeral,

—

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones.
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth.
That I must call't in question.

King. So you shall
;

And, where the offence is, let the "great axe fall.

I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Horatio, anda Servant.

Hor. What are they, that would speak with me ?
Serv. Sailors, sir

;

They say, thev have letters for you.
Hor. Let them come in.

[Exit Servant.
I do not know from what part of the world
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.

I Sail. God bless you, sir.

Hor. Let him bless thee too.

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. There's a
letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador
that was bound for England ; if your name be Ho-
ratio, as I am let to know it is,

Hor. (Reads.) Horatio, tvhen thou shall have
overlooked this, give these fellows some means to
the king ; they have lettersfor him. Ere we were
two days old at sea, apirate of very warlike ap-
pointment gave us chase : Finding ourselves too
slow ofsail, we put on a compelled valour ; and
in the grapple Iboarded thetn : on the instant, they
got clear ofotir ship ; so I alone became their pri-
soner. They have dealt with me like thieves o
mercy ; but they knew what they did; I am to do
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a qood turn for them. Let the king have the letters

I nave sent ; and repair thou to me tvith as much
haste as t/iou woidd'stjiy death. I have words to

speak in thine ear, ivill mahe thee dumb ; yet are

they much too light for the bore of the matter.

These goodfellows will bring thee where I am.
Rosencrantz and Guildenstem hold their course

for England; of them I have much to tell thee.

Farewell.
He that thou hioivest thine, Hamlet.

Come, I will give you way for these your letters
;

Aud do't the speedier, that you may direct me
To him, from whom you brought theui. [Exeunt.

Scene VH.—Another Room in the same.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquit-

tance seal,

Aud you must put me in your heart for friend

;

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear.

That he, which hath your noble fatlier slain,

Pursu'd my life.

Laer. It well appears :—But tell me,
Why you proceeded not against these feats.

So crimeful and so capital in nature,

As by yonr safety, greatness, wisdom, all things

You mainly were stirr'd up. [else,

King. O, for two special reasons
;

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd.
But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his

mother.
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself,

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,)
She is so conjunctive to my life and soul.

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere,
I could not but by her. The other motive,
W^hy to a public count I might not go,

Is, the great love the general gender bear him :

NV^ho, dipping all his (aults in their ailection,

\Vork like the spring that tumeth wood to stone.

Convert liis gyves to graces; so that my arrows.
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind,
Would have reverted to my bow again.

And not where I had aim'd them.
Laer. And so have I a noble father lost

;

A sister driven into desperate terms;
Whose worth, if praises may go back again.

Stood challenger on monnt of all the age
For her perfections : But my revenge will come.
King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must

not think,

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull.

That we can let our beard be shook with danger,

And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more

:

I loved your father, and we love ourself:

And that, I hope, will teach yoa to imagine,

—

How now? what news ?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet

:

This to your majesty ; this to the queeu.

King. From Hamlet ! VVho brought them ?

Mess. Sailors, ray lord, they say : I saw them not

;

They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them
Of nim that brought them.

King. Laertes, you shall hear them :

Leave us. [Exit Messenger.
{Reads.) High and mighty, you shall knotv, I am
set naked on your kingdom. To-tnorroiv shall
I beg leave to see your kingly eyes : when I shall,

first asking your pardon thereunto, recount the
occasion ofmy sudden and,tnore strange return.

Hamlf.t.
What should this mean ? Are all the rest come

back?
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ?

Laer. Know you the hand?
King. 'Tis Hamlet's character. Naked,—

And, in a postscript here, he says, alone :

Can you auvise me ?

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come

;

It warms the very sickness in my heart,

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth.

This diddest thou.
King. If it be so, Laertes,

As how should it be so? how otherwise ?

—

Will you be rul'd by me ?

Laer. Ay, my lord

;

So you will not o'er-rnle me to a jjeace.

King. To thine own peace. If he be now re-

tum'd,

—

As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,—I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device,

Under the which he shall not choose but fall

:

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe;
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice ,

And call it, accident.

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd.

The rather, if you could devise it so.

That I might be the organ.

King. It falls right.

You have been talk'd of since your travel much.
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality

Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts

Did not together pluck such envy from him.
As did that one ; and tliat, in my regard,

Of the unworthiest siege.

Laer. Wliat part is that, my lord ?

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth,
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes
The light and careless livery tiiat it wears.
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds.
Importing health and graveness.—Two months

since.

Here was a gentleman of Normandy,

—

I have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French,
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant

Had witchcraft in't; he grew unto his seat

;

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse,

As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd

With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought,

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks,

Come short of vvliat he did.

Laer. A Norman, was't'i*

King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamord.
King. The very same.
Laer. I know him well : he is the brooch, in-

And gem of all the nation. [deed.

King. He made confession of }'ou
;

And gave you such a masterly report.

For art and exercise in your defence,
And lor your rapier most especial.

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed.

If one could match you : the scrimers of tlieir

nation.

He swore, had neitlier motion, guard, nor eye.

If you oppos'd them : Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy,

Tliat he could nothing do, but wish and beg
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with-yon.

Now, out of this,

—

Laer. What out of this, ray lord ?

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you
''

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,

A face without a heart ?

Laer. Why ask you this ?

King. Not that I think, you did not love your
father;

But that I know, love is begun by time
;

And that I see, in passages of proof.

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it;

And nothing is at a like goodness still

;

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy.

Dies in his own too-much ; Tliat we would do,

VVe should do when ^ve would; for this toould

changes,
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And hath abatements and delays as many,
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents

;

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh,

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o'the ulcer :

Hamlet conies back; What would you und rtake.

To shew yourself indeed your fathers' son

More than in words ?

Laer. To cut his throat i'the church.
King. No place, indeed, should murder sanc-

tuarize

;

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Lacrtea,
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber:
Hamlet, return'd, shall know you are come home :

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence.

And set a double varnish on the fame
The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, to-

gether.

And wager o'er your heads : he, being remiss.

Most generous, and free from all contriving.

Will not peruse tiie foils; so that, with ease.

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose
A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice.

Requite him for your father.

Laer. I will do't

:

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword.
I bought an unction of a mountebank.
So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it.

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare.

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under the moon, can save the thing from death.
That is but scratch'd withal : I'll touch' my point
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly.

It may be death.

King. Let's further think of this
;

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means.
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail.

And that our drift look through our bad performance,
'Twere better not assay'd ; therefore this project.
Should have aback, of second, that might hold,
If this should blast in proof. Soft ;—let me see :

—

We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings,

—

Iha't:
When in your motion you are hot and dry,
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,)
Aud that he calls for drink, I'll have preferr'd liim
A chaUce for the nonce ; whereon but sipping.
If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck,
Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise ?

Enter Quetn.

How now, sweet queen ?

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's neel,
So fast they follow :—Your sister's drown'd, Laertes.
Laer. Drown'd ! O where ?

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook.
That shews his hoar leaves in the glassy stream

;

Therewith fantastic garlands did she make
Of crow- flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples.
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them :

There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious silver broke

;

When down her weedy trophies, and herself,
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide-
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up :

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes :

As one incapable of her own distress.

Or like a creature native and indu'd
Unto that element : but long it could not be,
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death.

Laer. Alas then, she is drown'd ?
Queen. Drown'd, drown'd.
iaer.Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia,

And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds.
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone,
The woman will be out.—Adieu, my lord !

I have a speech of lire, that faia would blaze,

But that this folly drowns it. [Exit
King. Let's follow, Gertrade

;How nuich I had to do to calm his rage !

Now fear I, this will give it start again;
I herefore, let's follow. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—A Churchyard.

Enter Two Clowns, with spades, §^c.

} Clo. Is she to be buried in christian burial, that
wilfully seeks her own salvation?
2 Clo. I tell thee, she is ; therefore make her

grave straight
: the crowner hath set on her, and

duds it christian burial.

1 C/o. How can that be, unless she drowned her-
self in her own defence ^

2 Clo. Why, 'tis found so.

1 Clo. It must be seoffendendo; it cannot be else.
1; or here lies the point: If 1 drown myself wit-
tingly, it argues an act : and an act hath three
branches

; it is, to act, to do, and to perform : Argal,
she drowned herself wittingly.

? 9,i°'
^^y* '""' ^^^'^ y^"' goodman delver

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water; good:
here stands the man

;
good : If the man go to the

water, and drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he
goes

; mark you that : but if the water come to him,
and drown him, he drowns not himself: Argal, he,
that IS not guilty of his own death, shortens not his
own life.

2 Clo. But is this law?
1 Clo. Ay, marry is't; crowner's-quest law.
2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't ? If this had not

been gentlewoman, she should have been buried out
of christian burial.

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'st : and the more
pity, that great folks shall have countenance iu this
world to drown or hang themselves, more than theii
even christian. Come, my spade. There is no an-
cient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-
makers

; they hold up Adam's profession.
2 Clo. Was he a gentleman ?

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.
2 Clo. Why, he had none.
1 Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou un-

derstand the scripture? The scripture says, Adam
digged : Could he dig without arms? I'll putanothei
question to thee : if thou answerest me not to the pur-
pose, confess thyself

—

2 Clo. Go to.

1 Clo. What is he, that buils stronger than either
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ?

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives
a thousand tenants.

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith; the
gallows does well : But how does it well ? it does
well to those that do ill: now than dost ill, to say, the
gallows is built stronger than the church : argal, the
gallows may do well to thee. To't again ; come.

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship
Wright, or a carpenter ?

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.
2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell.

1 Clo. To't.

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance

I Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for )our
dull ass will not mend his pace with beating : and
when you are asked this question next, say, a grave-
maker ; the houses that he makes, last till doomsday.
Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch me a sfoup of
liq'ior. [Exit ^ Clown.

(1 Clotvn digs, and sings.)
In youth, when I did love, did love,

Melliought. it was very sweet.
To contract, O, the time, for, ah. my behove,

methouyht, there was nothing meet.
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Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of bis business ?

he sings at grave-making.

Hur. Custom hath made iit in him a property of

easiness.

Ham. 'Tis e'en so: the hand of little employment
hath the daintier sense.

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps, {Sings.)

Hath claw'd me in his clutch,

And hath shipped me info the land,
As if I had never been such.

(Throws up a skidl.)

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing

once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it

were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first murder

!

This might be the pate of a politician, which this ass

now o'er-reaches ; one that would circumvent God,
might it not?
Hor, It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which could say, Good-
morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord/

. This might be my lord such-a-one, that praised my
lord such-a-one 's horse, when he meant to beg it;

mi^ht it not ? «
Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham. VVhy, e'en so : and now my lady Worm's
;

chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a

sexton's spade : Here's tine revolution, and we had
the trick to see't. Did these bones cost no more the

breeding, but to play at loggats with them ? mine
ache to tliink on't.

1 Clo. A pick-axe, andasp'ade, a spade, {Sings.)

For—and a shrouding sheet

:

O, a pit of clay for to be made
tor such a guest is meet.

(
Throivs %tp a skull.)

Ham. There's another : Why may not that be the

skull of a"lavvyer? Where be his qniddits now, his

quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? why
does he suffer this rude knave now to knock him
about the sconce with a dirty sliovel, and will not tell

him of his action of battery? Humph! This fellow

might be in's time a great buyer of land, with his

statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double vou-

chers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of his fines,

and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine

pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no

more of his purchases, and double ones too. than the

length and breadth of a pair of indentures '' The
very conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this

ban.; and must the inheritor himself have no more ?

ha?
Hor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins?

Hor. Ay, my lord, and calves-skins too.

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek ont

assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow :

—

Whose grave's this, sirrah ?

1 Clo. Mine, sir.—

O, a pit of clay for to be made {Sings.)

For such a guest is meet.

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest in't.

I Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not

yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine.

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is

tiiine : 'tis for the dead, and not for the quick ; there-

fore thou liest.

1 Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again, from
meiio you.

Hatn. What man dost thou dig it for ?

I Clo. For no man, sir.

Ham. VVhat woman, then ?

] Clo. For none, neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in't?

] Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her

soul, she's dead.
Ham. How absolute the knave is! we must speak

by the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the

lord, Horatio, these three years I have taken note of

it; the age is grown so picked, that the toe of the

peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, he

galls his kibe.—How long hast thou been a grave-
maker?

1 Clo. Of all the days i'the year, I came to't that
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras.
Ham. How long's that since ?

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was
born : he that is mad, and sent into England.
Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ?
1 Clo. VVhy, because he was mad : he shall recover

his wits there ; or, if he do not, 'lis no great matter
there.

Ham. Why?
1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the

men are as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad ?

1 Clo. Vei-y strangely, they say.

Ham. How strangely ?

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his mts.
Hatn. Upon what ground ?

1 Clo. Wtiy, here in Denmark ; I have been sexton
here, man and boy, thirty years.

Ham. How long will a man lie i'the earth ere he
rot?

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as

we have many pocky corses now-a days, that will

scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you some
eight year, or nine year: a tanner will last you nine
year.

Ham. Why he more than another ?

] Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his

trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; and
your water is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead
body. Here's a skull now hath lain you i'the eartli

three-and-twenty years.

Ham. Whose was it ?

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose
do you think it was?
Ham. Nay, I know not.

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! he
poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This
same skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, the king's jester.

Ham. "This? {Takes the skull.)

1 Clo. E'en that.

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick!—I knew him, Horatio;
a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he
hath borne me on his back a thousand times ! and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! irty gorge
rises at it. Here hung those lips, that I have kissed

I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now ?

your gambols ? your songs ? your flashes of merri-

ment, that were wont to set the table on a roar ?

Not one now, to mock your own grinning ? quite

chap-fallen ? Now get you to my lady's chamoer,
and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this fa' our

she must come ; make her laugh at that.—Pr'ythee,

Horatio, tell me one thing.

Hor. What's that, my lord ?

Ham. Dost thcu think Alexander looked o'this

fashion i'the earth,?

Hor. E'en so

Ham. And smelt so ? pah !

{Throws dotvt'- the skull.)

Hor. E'en so, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ?

Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of

Alexander, till he liud it stopping a bung hole ?_

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider

so.

Ha7n. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither

with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it: As
thus; Alexander died, Alexander was buried,

Alexander returneth to dust; the dust is earth; of

earth we make loam : And why of that loam, whereto

he was converted, might they not stop a beer-

barrel ?

Imperious Caesar, dead, and turn'd to clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away

:

O, that the earth, whichlcept the world in awe.

Should patch a v\all to expel the winter's flaw I
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But soft ! bat soft ! aside I—Here comes tlie king.

Enter Prksfs, §fc.in procession; the Corpse of
Ophelia; Laertes, and Mourners, following

;

King, Queen, their Trains, §fc.

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ?

And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken,

The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life. 'Twas of some estate :

Couch we awhile, and mark.
{Retiring with Horatio.)

Laer. What ceremony else ?

Ham. That is Laertes,

A very noble youth: Marl.
Laer. What ceremony else ?

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as farenlarg'd

As we have warranty: Her death was doubtful

;

And, but that great command o'ersways the order.

She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd

Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers.

Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her

:

Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants.

Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done ?

1 Priest. No more be done !

We should profane the service of the dead,

To sing a requiem, and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i'the earth ;

—

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh.

May violets spring !—I tell thee, churlish priest,

A minister'ing angel shall my sLster be.

When thou liest howling.
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia !

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell

!

{Scattering flowers.)

I hop'd thou should'st have been my Hamlet's wife
;

I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid.
And not have strew'd thy grave.

Laer. O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head.
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense

Depriv'd thee of!—Hold oft' the earth a while.

Till I have caught her once more in mine arms

:

{Leaps into the grave.)

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead;
Till 01 this flat a mountain you have made.
To o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Ha7n. (Advancing.) What is he, whose grief

Bears sucn an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow
Conjures the wander'ing stars, and makes them

stand
liike wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I,

Hamlet the Dane. {Leaps into the grave.)
Laer. The devil take thy soul

!

{Grappling with him.)
Ham. Thou pray'st not well.

I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat;

For, though I am not spleneti\ e and rash,

"Vet have I in me something dangerous.
Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold oft' thy hand.
King. Pluck them asunder.

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet

!

All. Gentlemen,

—

Hor. Good ray lord, be quiet.

{The Attendants part them, and they come
out of the grave.)

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme.
Until my eyelids will no longer wag.

Queen. O, my son ! what theme "'

Ham. I lov'd Opheha ; forty thousand brothers
Could not, with all their quantity of love,

Make up my sum.—What wilt tliou do for her ?

King. O. he is mad, Laertes.

Queen. For love of God, forbear him.
Ham. 'Zounds, shew me what thou'lt do:

Wonl't weep? woul't fight? woul't fast? woul't tear

thyself?

Woul't drink up Esil ? eat a crocodile ?

I'll do't.— Dost thou come here to whine ?

To outface me with leaping in her grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and so will I:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground.
Singeing his pate against the burning zone.

Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an thou'lt month,
I'll raut as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere madness

:

And thus a while the fit will work on him;
Anon, as patient as the female dove,
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd,

His silence will sit drooping.

Ham. Heai- you, sir,

What is the reason that you use me thus?
I lov'd you ever ; But it is no matter

;

Let Hercules himself do what he may.
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.—
[Exit Horatio.

Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ;

{To Laertes.).
We'll put the matter to the present push.

—

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.

—

This gra\e shall have a living monument:
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see

;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt.

Scene W.—A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham. So much for this, sir: now shall you see the

other ;

—

Yo do remember all the circumstance ?

Hor. Remember it, my lord !

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting.

That would not let me sleep : niethought, I lay

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly,

And pmis'd be rashness for it.—Let us know.
Our iudiscretion sometimes serves us well.

When our deep plots do pall ; and that should teach

* "^'

There's a divinity that shapes our ends.

Rough-hew them how we will.

Hor. That is most certain.

Ham. Up from my cabin.

My sea-gown scarPd about me, in the dark
Grop'd I to find out them : had my desire

;

Finger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew
To mine own room again : making so bold.

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal
Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio,

A royal knavery; an exact command,

—

Larded with many several sorts of reasons,

Importing Denmark's health, and England's too.

With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life.

—

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated.

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe.

My head should be struck off.

Hor. Is't possible ?

Ham. Here's the commission ; read it at more
leisure.

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ?

Hor. Ay, 'beseech you.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies^

Or I could make a prologue to my brains.

They had begun the play :—1 sat me down

;

Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair

:

I once did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much
How to forget that learning : but, sir, now
It did me yeoman's service : Wilt thou know
The eft'ect of what I wrote ?

Hor. Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king,

—

As England was his taithful tributary
;

As love between them like the palm might flourish;

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear.
And stand a comma 'tween their amities

;
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And many such like as's of great charge,—

That, on the view and knowing of these contents,

Without debatenient further, more, or less,

He should the bearers put to sudden death.

Not shriving-time allow'd.

Hor. How was this seal'd ?

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant

;

I had my father's signet in my nurse.

Which was the model of that Danish seal:

Folded the writ up in form of the other
;

^ubscrib'd it
;

gave't the impression
;

plac'd it

safely.

The changeling never known: Now, the next day

Was our sea-fight : and what to this was sequent

Thou know'st already.

Hor. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to't.

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this

employment;
They are not near my conscience ; their defeat

Does by their own insinuation grow

:

'Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes
Between the pass and fell incensed points

Of migiity opposites.

Hor. Why, what a king is this :

Ham. Does it not, think, thee, stand me now
upon ? [ther

;

He, that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mo-

Popp'd in between the election and my hopes

;

Thrown out his angle for my jiroper life.

And with such cozenage ;is't not perfect conscience,

To quit him with this arm ? and is't not to be damn'd.

To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil ?

* Hor. It must be shortly known to him from

England,
What is the issue of the business there.

Ham. It will be short: the interim is mine;

And a man's life's no more than to say, one.

But I am very sorry, good Horatio,

That to Laertes I ibrgot myself;

For by the image of my cause, I see

The portraiture of his : I'll count his favours

:

But, sure, tlie bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towering passion. •
Hor. Peace ; who comes here ?

Etiter Osiuc.

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back \o

Denmark.
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know this

water- fly?

Hor. No, ray good lord.

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a

vice to know liini : He hath much land, and fertile
;

let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand

at the king's mess : 'Tis a chough ; but, as I say,

spacious in the possession of dirt.

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were of leisure,

I should impart a thing to you from his majesty.

Hum. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of

spirit : Your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the

head.
Osr. 1 thank your lordship, 'tis very hot.

Hixm. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind
is northerly.

Osr. It IS indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very sultry and

hot ; or my complexion

—

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry,

—

as 'twere,—I cannot tell how.—My lord, his ma-

jesty bade me signify to you, that he has laid a

great wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter,

—

sHam. I beseech you, remember

—

[Hamiet moves him to put on his hat.)

Osr. Nay, good my lord ; for ray ease, in good

faith. Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes

;

believe rae^ an absolute gentleman, full of most ex-

cellent differences, of very soft society, and great

shewing; Indeed, to speak feelingly of him, he is

the card or calendar of gentry, for you shall find

in him the continent of what part a gentleman
would see.

Harn. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in

you ;—though, I know, to divide him inventorially,

would dizzy the arithmetic of memory; and yet but
raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. But, in the
verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul of great
article ; and his infusion of sucu dearth and rareness,

as, to make true diction of him, his semblable is his

mirror ; and, who else would trace him, his umbrage,
nothing more.

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him.

Ham. Tho concernancy, sir? why do we wrap
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ?

Osr. Sir?
Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another

tongue? You will do't, sir, really

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gen-

Osr. Of Laertes ? (tleman?
Hor. His purse is empty already ; all his golden

words are suent.

Ham. Oi him, sir.

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant

—

Ham. I would you did, sir
;
yet, in faith, if yon

did, it would not much approve me ;—Well, sir.

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence

Laertes is

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should com-
paie with him in excellence; but, to know a man
well, were to know himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im-

putation laid on him by them, in his meed he's

tfnfellowed.

Ham. What's his weapon?
Osr. Rapier arid dagger.

Ham. That's two of his weapons: but, well.

Ors. The king, sir, hath wagered with him six

Barbary horses : againgt the which he has impawned,
as I take it, six French rapiers and poniards, with

their assigns, as girdle, hangers, and so : Three of

the carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very

responsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and
of very liberal conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages ?

Hor. I knew, you must be edified by the margent,

ere you had done.

Osr. TIxe carriages, sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrase would be more german to the

matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; I

would, it might be hangers till then. But, on : Six
Barbary horses against six French swords, their

assigns, and three liberal-conceited carriages : that's

the French bet against the Danish : Why is tnis im-
pawned, as you call it ?

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex-

ceed you three hits: he hath laid, on twelve for

nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if your
lordship would vouchsafe the answer.

Hatn. How, if I answer, no ?

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your

person in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : If it

please his niajesty, it is the breathing time of day
with me : let the foils be brought, the gentlemau
willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win
for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing but my
shame, and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I deliver you .so?

Ham. To this effect, sir ; after what flourish your
nature will.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. [Exit.

Ham. Yours, yours.—He does well, to commend
it himself; there are no tongues else for's turn.

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell on

his head.

Ham. He did comply with his dug, before he

sucked it. Thus has he (and many more of the

same breed, that, I know, the drossy age dotes on.)

only got the tune of the time, and outward habit of
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encouDter; .1 kiml of yesty collection, which carries

them through and through the most fond and win-
nowed opinions; and do but blow tliem to their

trial, the bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to

you by young Osric, who brings back to him, that

you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, i.

your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you
will take longer time.

Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they follow the

king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready

;

now, or whensoever, provided I be so able as now.
Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming
Ham. In happy time. [down.

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle

entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play.

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord.
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think so ; since he went into

France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall

win at the odds. But thou would'st not think, how
ill all's here about my heart: but it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my lord,

—

Ha7n. It is but foolery,; but it is such a kind of

gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a woman.
Hor. 11 your mind dislike any thing, obey it : I

will furestal their repair hither, [and say, you are

not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy angury ; there is a
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be
now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it will be
now ; if it be not now, yet it will come : the readi-

ness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaves,
knows, what is't to leave betimes ? Let be.

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and
Attendants, with foils, §Cc.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand
from me.
[The King puts the hand of Laertes info

that of Hamlet.
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: I have done

you wrong

;

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman.

This presence knows, and you must needs have
heard,

How I am punish'd with a sore distraction.

What I have done.

That might your nature, honorr, and exception,

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness.
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never, Hamlet:
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away.
And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it then? His madness : If't be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd;
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this audience.

Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts.

That I have shot my arrow o'er the house.

And hurt my brother.

Laer. I am satisfied in nature,

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most
To my revenge : but, in my terms of honour,

I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement.

Till by some elder masters, of known honour,

1 have a voice and precedent of peace.

To keep my name ungor'd ; But till that time,

I do receive your offer'd love hke love.

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely

;

And vrill this brother's wager frankly play.

—

Give us the foils ; come on.

Laer. Come, one for me.

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance

Your skill shall, like a star in the darkest night,

Stick fiery off indeed.

Laer. You mock me, sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.
King. Give them the foils, young Osric.—Cousin

Hamlet,
You know the wager?
Ham. Very well, my lord ;

Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side.
King. I do not fear it : I have seen yon both :

—

But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds.
Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another.
Ham. This likes me well : These foils have all a

length ?
(
They prepare to play.)

Osr. Ay, my good lord.

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that ta-

ble ;

—

If Hamlet give the first or second hit.

Or quit in answer of the third exchange,
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire

;

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ;

And in the cup an union shall he throw.
Richer than tnat which four successive kings
In Denmark's crown have worn : Give me the cups

;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak.
The trumpet to the cannoneer without,
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth.
Now the king drinks to Hamlet.—Come, begin ;

—

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.
Ham. Come on, sir,

Laer. Come, my lord, {They play.)
Ham. One.
Laer. No.
Ha?n. Judgment.
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well,—again.

Kitig. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is

thine

;

Here's to thy health.—Give him the cup.

(Trumpets sound; and cannon shot offwithin.)

Ham. I'll play this bout first, set it bv awh'ie.

Come.—Another hit ; What say you? [They play.)

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.

King. Our son shall win.
Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath.—

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows

;

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.

Ham. Good madam,

—

King. Ger*fude, do net drink.

Queen. I will, my lord ;—I pray you, pardon me.
King. It is the poison'd cwp ; it is too late.

{Aside.)

Ham. I dare not drinkyet, madam ; by and by.

Queen. Come, let me tvipe thy face.

Laer. My lord, I'll lit him now.

King. I do not think it.

Laer. And yet it ^s almost against my conscience.

{Aside.)

Ham Come^ for the third, Laertes : You do but

dallf '
.

.

I pray yon, pass with your best violence

I am aieard, you make a wanton of me.

Laer. Sdv you so? come on. {They play.)
Osr. Nottiing neither way.

Laer. Have at you now.
{Laertes wounds Hamlet; then, in sci/f-

jling, they change rapiers, and Hamlet
wounds Laertes.)

King. Part them, they are incens'd.i

Ham. Nay, come again. {The Queen falls.)

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho!
Hor. They bleed on both sides :—How is it, my:

lord ?

Osr. How is't, Laertes ?

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe,

Osric

;

I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery

Ham. How does the queen V

King. She swoons to see them bleed.

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my dear

Hamlet !—
The drink, tlie drink ;—I am poison'd ! {Dies.)

Ham. O villany !—Ho ! let the door be lock'd :

ccc
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Treachery ! seek it out. {Laertes falls.)

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain
;

No medicine in the world can do thee good.

In thf?e there is not half an hour's life
;

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,

Unbated, and envenoin'd : the foul practice

Haifa turn'd itself on me; lo, here I lie,

Never to rise again. Thy mother's poison'd ;

/ can no more ; the king, the king's to blame.

Ham. The point

Euvenom'd too !— Then, venom to thy work.
[Stabs the King.)

Osr. §C Lords. Treason, treason !

King. 0, yet defend nie, friends,.! am but hurt.

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, niurd'rous, damned
Dane,

Drink off this potion :—Is the union here ?

Follow my mother. {King dies.)

Laer. He is justly serv'd

;

It is a poison temper'd by himself.

—

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet

:

Mine and my father's death come not upon thee :

Nor thine on me !
(Dies.)

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee.

I am dead , Horatio :—Wretched queen, adieu -.

—

You that look pale and tremble at tliis chance.

That are but mutes or audience to this act,

Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death.

Is strict iu liis arrest,) -O, I could tell you,

—

But let it be :— Horatio, 1 am dead
;

Thou liv'st ; report me and ray cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

Hor. Never believe it;

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane.
Here's yet some liquor left.

Ham. As thou'rt a man,

—

Give me the cup; let go ; by heaven I'll have it.

—

God !—Horatio, what a wounded name.
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me ?

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,

Absent thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain,

To tell my story.

—

(March afar off, and shot within.)
What warlike noise is this ?

Osr. Young ForUnbras, with conquest come from
Poland,

To the ambassadors oi England gis^es

This warlike volley.

Ham. O, I die, Horatio;
The potent poison quite o'eucrows my spirit

;

1 cannot live to hear the news from Englsaid :

But I do prophesy, the electioi lights

On Fortinbras ; h'e has iny dyiuir voice
;

So tell him, with the concurrents, inore or less,

Which have solicited,—The rest is silence. [Dies.)
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart ;—-Good night,

sweet prince
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And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest!

Why does the drum come hither? [March within.)

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors,
and others.

Port. Where is this sight ?

Hor. What is it, you would see ?

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search.

Port. This quarry cries on havoc ?—O proud
death !

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell.

That thou so many princes, at a shot.

So bloodily hast struck ?

I Ainb. The sight is dismal

;

And our affairs from England come too late

:

The ears are senseless, that should giie us hearing,

To tell him, his commandment is fulrtll'd.

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead :

Where should we have our thanks •"

Hor. Not from his mouth.

Had it the ability of life to thank you
;

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question,

You from the Polack wars, and you from England,

Are here aniv'd
;
give order, that theae bodies

High on a slage be placed to the view
;

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world.

How tliese things come about : So shall you hear

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts

;

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters
;

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause ;

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fall'tj on the inventors' heads : all this can I

Truly deliver.

Port. Let us haste to hear it.

And call the noblest to the audience.

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ;

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom,

Wliich now to claim iny vantage doth invite me.

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak.

And from his mouth whose voice will draw no more:

But let this same be presently perform'd,

Even while men's minds are wild; lest more mis-

chance.

On plots, and errors, happen.

Fort. Let four captains

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage
;

For he was likely, had he been put on.

To have prov'd most royally : and, for his passage,

The soldier's music, and the rites of war,
Sp«ak loudly for him.

—

Take up the bodies :—Such a sight as this

Becomes the field, but here shews much amiss.

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead march.)

[Exeunt, bearing offthe dead bodies ; after

ivhich, a peal fifordnance is shot off



OTHELLO, MOOR OF VENICE.
The beauties of this play impress themselyes so strongly upon the attention of the reader, that they can draw

no aid from critical illustration. The fiery openness of Othello, magnanimous, artless, and credulous, boundless in hi«
ronfldence, ardent in his aflection, inflexible in his resolution, and obdurate in his revenge ; ihe cool maligniiy of
lago, silent in his resentment, subtle in his designs, and studious at once of his interest and his vengeance; the
soft simplicity of Desdemona. confident of merit, and conscious of innocence, her artless perseverance in her snii,
and her slowness to suspect that she can be suspected, are such proofs of Shakspeare's skill in human nature, as,
I suppose, it is vain to seek in any modern writer. The gradual progress which lago makes in the Moor's con-
viction, and the circumstances which he employs to inflame him, are so artfully natural, that, though it will, perhaps,
not be said of him as he says of himself, that he is a man not easily jealous, yet we cannot but pity him, when
at last we find him perplexed in the extreme.
There is always danger, lest wickedness, conjoined with abilities, should steal upon esteem, though it misses of

approbation.; but the character of lagn is so conducted, that he is, from the first scene to the last, hated and despised.
Even Ihe inferior characters of this play would be very conspicuous in any other piece, not only for their justness,

but their strength. Cassio is brave, benevolent, and honest, ruined only by his want of stubbornness to resist an
insidious invitation. Roderigo's suspicious credulity, and impatient submission to the cheats which he sees practised
upon him, and which, by persuasion, he suflTers to be repeated, exhibit a strong picture of a weak mind betrayed,
by unlawful desires, to a false friend; and the virtue of Emilia is such as we often find, worn loosely, but not ca.st

off; easy to commit small crimes, but quickened and alarmed at atrocious villanies.
The scenes, from the beginning to the end, are busy, varied by happy interchanges, and regularly promoting the pro-

gression of the story ; and the narrative in the end, though it tells but what is kno\vii already, yet is necessary to
produce the death of Othello.
Had thei scene opened in Cyprus, and the preceding incidents been occasionally related, there had been little

wanting to a drama of the most exact and scrupulous regularity. Johnson.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.
DUKE OF VENICE.
BRABANTIO, a Senator.
Two other Senators.
GRATIANO, Brother to Brabantio.
LODOVICO, kinsman to Brahantiu.
OTHELLO, the Moor.
CASSIO, his Lieutenant.
lAGO, his Ancient.
IIODERIGO, a Venetian Gentleman.

MONTANO, Othello's Predecessor in the Government oj
Cyprus.

Clown, Servant to Othello.—Herald.

DESDEMONA, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife to
Othello.

EMILIA, Wife to lago.
BI.\NCA, a Courtezan, Mistress to Cassio.
Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, Sailors,

Attendants, etc.

Scene, • for the First Act, in Venice ; during the rest of the Play, at a Sea-port in Cyprus,

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Roderigo and Iago.

Rod. Ttish, uever tell rue, I take it much unkindly.

That thou, lago,—who hast had my purse.

As if the strings were tliiue,—should'st know of this.

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me :

—

If ever I did dream of such a matter,

Abhor me. [hate.

Rod. Thou told'stme, thou didst hold him in thy

lago. Despise me, if I do lot. Three great ones

of the city,

Fn personal suit to make me his lieutenant,

Oft capp'd to hini ; -and, by the faith of man,

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place :

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes.

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance.

Horribly stuff'd with epithets ofwar;

And, in conclusion, nonsuits

My mediators
; for, certes, says he,

Ihave already chose my officer.

And what was he ?

Forsooth, a great arithmetician.

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine,

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ;

That never set a squadron in the field,

Nor the division of a battle knows

More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric,

Wherein the toged consuls can propose

As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice,

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, ^lad the election :

AntJ l^—of whom his eyes had se^n the proof.

At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds.

Christian and heathen,—must be be-lee'd and calm'd

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster;

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be.

And I, (God bless the mark!) his Moorship's

ancient.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his

hangman. [service;

lago. But there's no remedy; 'tis the curse of

Preferment goes by letter, and affection.

Not by the old gradation, where each second
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself.

Whether I in any just term am affiu'd

To love the Moor.
Rod. I would not follow him then.
lago. O, sir, content you

;

I fallow him to serve my turn upon him

;

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave.
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage.
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass.

For nought but provender; and, when he's old,
cashier'd

;

Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are.

Who, trimnvd in forms and visages of duty.

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves

;

And, throwing but shews of service on their lords.

Do well thrive by tliem, and, when they have lin'd

their coats, [soul

;

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some
And such a one do I profess myself.

For, sir.

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago :

In following him, I follow but myself;

Heaven is my juilge, not I for love and duty,

But seeming so, for my peculiar end :

For when my outward action doth demonstrate

The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at ; I am not what I am.

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe
If he can carry't thus !

lago. Call up her father ;

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight,

Proclaim him in the streets; mcense her kinsmen.

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell,

Plague him with flies : though that his joy he joy.

Yet throw such changes of vexation on't,

Ceo*
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As it may lose some colour.

i?o(/. Here is her father's house ; 1 II call aloud.

lauo Do; Nvith like timorous accent, and dire

'
yell,

^ ^
As when, by night and negligence, the fir

Is spied in populous cities.
,

t"?

Rod. What, ho ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio,

lago. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves I

thieves ! thieves

!

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags

!

Thieves! thieves!

Brabantio, ahove, at a window.

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ?

What is the matter there ?

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ?

lago. Are your doors lock'd ?

Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ?

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are robb'd ; for shame,

put on your gown

;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul

;

Even now, very now, an old black ram

Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell.

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you :

Arise, I say.

Bra. W^hat, have you lost your wits :

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my
voice ?

Bra. Not I ; What are vou ?

Rod. My name is—Roaerigo.

Bra. The worse welcome :

[ have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors :

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say.

My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness,

Being full of supper and distempering draughts.

Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come
To start my quiet

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir,

—

Bra. But thou must needs be sure.

My spirit, and ray place, have in them power
To make this bitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing ? this is

Venice

;

My house is not a grange.

Rod. Most grave Brabantio,

In simple and pure soul I tome to you.

' lago. 'Zounds, sir, vou are one of those, that

will not serve God, if tne devil bid you. Because

we come to do you service, you think we are ruf-

fians : ifou'll have your daughter covered with a

Barbary horse
;
you'll have your nephews neigh to

you ;
you'll have coursers for cousins, and gennets

for gcrmans.
Bra. What profane wretch art thou?

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your

daughter and the Moor are now making tlie beast

with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

lago. You are—a senator.

Bra. T;iis thou shalt answer ; I know thee, Ro-
derigo. [you,

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech

Ift be your pleasure, and most wise consent

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter.

At this odd-even and dull watch c'the night,

Transported—with no worse nor better guard,

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,

—

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you, and your allowance.

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs
;

But, if you know not this, my manners tell me.
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe,

That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence :

Your daughter,—if you have not given her leave,

—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt

;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes,

la an extravagant and wheeling stranger,

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself:

If she be in her cuamljer, or your house.

Let loose on me the justice oi the state

For thus deluding you.

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho!

Give me a taper ;—call up atl my people :

—

This accident is not unlike my dream,
Belief of it oppresses me already :

—

Light, I say! light! [Exit from above.

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you .

It seems not meet, nor whole.some to my place,

To be produc'd (as, if I stay, I shall,)

Against the Moor: For, I do know, the state,

—

However this may gall him with some check,—
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he's embark'd
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars,

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls.

Another of his fathom they have not.

To lead their business : in which regard.

Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains,

Y'et, for necessity of present life,

I must shew out a flag and sign of love.

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely

find him.

Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd search

;

And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [Exit.

Enter, below, Brabantio, and Servants, with
torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is

;

And what's to come of my despised time.

Is nought but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo,

Where didst thou see'her?—O, unhappy girl !

—

With the Moor, say'st thou?—Who would be a

father ? [me
How didst thou know 'twas she?—O, thou deceiv'st

Past thought !—What said she to you ?—Get more
tapers

;

[you ?

Raise all my kindred.—Are they married, think

Rod. Truly, I think, they are.

Bra. O heaven!—How got she out?—O treason

of the blood !

—

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds
By what you see them act.—Are there not charms.
By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Roderigo,
Of some such thing?

Rod. Yes, sir; I have indeed.

Bra. Call up my brother.—O, that you had had
her!

—

Some one way, some another.—Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ?

Rod. 1 think, I can discover him ; if you please
To get good guard, and go along with me.
Bra. Pray you, lead ou. At every house I'll call

;

I may command at most;—Get weapons, ho !

And raise some special officers of night.

—

On, good Roderigo ;—I'll deserve your pains.

[Exeuni.

Scene II.

—

The same. Another Street.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants.

lago. Though in the trade ofwar I have slain men.
Yet do I hold it very stuff o'the conscience.

To do no contriv'd murder ; I lack iniquity

Sometimes to do me service : Nine or ten times

I hud thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribs

Olh. 'Tis better as it is.

Iago. Nay, but he prated.

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms
Against your honour.

That, with the little godliness I have,

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir.

Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this,

—

That the magnifico is much beloved
;

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential

As double as the duke's ; he will divorce you

;

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance

The law (with all his might, to enforce it on.)

Will give him cable.
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0th.
_

Let him do his spite :

My senices, which I have done the si^iory,
Shall out-ton{fue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,

1
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
shall promulgate,) I tetch my life and bemg

From men of royal siege ; and my dements
May speak, unbonneted, to as prond a fortune

As this that I have reach'd : For know, lago.

But that I love the gentle Uesderaona,
I would not my unhoused free condition
Put into circumscription and confine
For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come

yonder ?

Enter Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers

with torches.

lago. These are the raised father, and his friends :

Yon were best go in.

0th. Not I : I must be found

;

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul.

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ?

lago. By Janus, I think no.

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant.

The goodness of the night upon you, friends

!

What is the news ?

Cas. The duke does greet you, general

;

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance,
Even on the instant

0th. What is the matter, think you ?

€as. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine
;

It is a business of some heat : the galleys
Have sent a do;ien sequent messengers
This very night at one another's heels

;

And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met,
Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly

call'd for;

When, being not at your lodging to be found.
The senate hath sent about three several quests,
To search you out.

0th. 'Tis well I am found by you.
I will but spend a word here in the house.
And go with you. [Exit.

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ?

Jago. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land
carack

;

If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever.

Cas. I do not understand.

lago. He's married.

Cas. To who?

Re-enter Otttello.

lago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will yon go ?

0th. Have with you.

Cas. Here come- another troop to seek for you.

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of
night, with torches and weapotis.

lago. It is Brabantio :—General, be advis'd :

He comes to bad intent.

Ofh. Holla ! stand there

!

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor.

Bra. Down with him, thief!

{They dratv on both sides.)

lago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you.

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew
will rust them.

—

Good signior, you shall more command with years,

Thau v\'ith your weapons.

Bra. O thou foid thief, where hast thou stow'd

my daughter?

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her :

For I'll refer me to all things of sense.

If she in chains of magic were not bound,

Whether a maid—so tender, fair, and happy

;

So opposite to marriage, that she shunu'd

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,

Would ever have, to incur a general mock,

Run from her guardage to the soot}' bosom
Of such a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense,

That thou hast practis'd on her with foul charms
;

Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals,
That waken motion :—I'll have it disputed on ;

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee.

For an abuser of the world, a practiser
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant :

—

Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist.

Subdue him at his peril.

0th. Hold your hands,
Both 5'ou of my inclining, and the rest:
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge ?

Bra. To prison : till fit time
Of law, and course of direct session.
Call thee to answer.

0th. What if I do obey?
How may the duke be therewith satisfied,

Whose messengers are here about my side,

Upon some present business of the state,

To bring me to him ?

Off. 'Tis true, most worthy signior,

The duke's in council ; and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Bra.
_

How! the duke in council!
In this time of the night!—Bring him away :

Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself.

Or any of my brothers of the state.

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own :

For if such actions may have passage free.

Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

The same. A Council-Cliamber.

The Diilce and Senators, sitting at a table

;

Officers attending.

Duke. There is no composition in these news,
That gives them credit.

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ;

My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys.

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty.

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred ;

But though they jump not on a just account,
(As in these cases, where the aim reports,

'Tis oft with ditference,) yet do they all confirm
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus.
Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment;

I do not so secure me in the error,

But the main article I do approve
In fearful sense.

Sailor. {Within.) What ho ! what ho ! what ho I

Enter an Officer, ivith a Sailor.

Off. A messenger from the galleys.

Duke. Now ? the business ?

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes

;

So was I bid report here to tlie state,

By signior Augelo.
Duke. How say you by this change ?

1 Se7i. This cannot be.

By no assay of reason ; 'tis a pageant,

To keep us in false gaze : When we consider

The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ;

And let ourselves again but understand.

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,
So may he with more facile question bear it,

For that it stands not in such warlike brace.

But altogether lacks the abilities (this.

That Rhodes is dress'd in :—if we make thought of
We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful.

To leave that latest which concerns him first;

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain,

'J'o wake, and wage, a danger profitless.

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes.

Off. Here is more news.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

Steering with due course toward the isle <ii' Rii;;des,
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Have there injointed them with an after-fleet.

1 Sen. Ay, so I thouijht :—-How many, as you

guess ?

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem

Their backward course, bearing with frank ap-

pearance
Their purposes toward Cyprus.—Signior Montano,

Your trusty and most valiant servitor.

With his free duty recommends you thus.

And prays you to believe him.

Dtike. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus.

—

Marcus Lucchese, is he not in town?
1 Sen. He's now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste :

despatch. [Moor.

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant

Enter BRAB.wixio, Othello, Lvgo, Roderico,
and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ
you

Against the general enemy Ottoman.
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior

;

{To Brabantio.)

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night.

Bra. So did I yours : good your grace, pardon me
;

Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business,

Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general

care

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief

Is of so flood-gate and o'erdearing nature,

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows,

And it is still itself.

Duke. Why, what's the matter ?

Bra. My daughter ! 0, my daughter

!

Sen. Dead ?

Bra. Ay, to me
;

She is abus'd, stolen from me, and corrupted

By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks :

For nature so preposterously to err,

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,

Sans witchcraft could not

—

[ing,

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceed-
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself.

And you of her, the bloody book of law
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter.

After your own sense
;
yea, though our proper son

Stood in your action.

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems,

V'our special mandate, for the state atfairs,

Hath hithej brought.

Duke §f Sen. We are very sorry for it.

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to

this? [To Othello.)

Bra. Nothing, but this is so.

Otk. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors.

My very noble and approv'd good masters,

—

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter,

ft is most true ; true, I have married her;

The very head and front of my oflending

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech,

And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace :

For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith.

Till now, some nine moons wasted, they have us'd

Their dearest action in the tented field

;

And little of this great world can I speak.

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle
;

And therefore little shall I grace my cause.

In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious pa-
tience,

1 win a round unvarnish'd tale deliver

Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what
charms,

What conjuration, and what mighty magic,
'For such proceeding I am charg'd withal,)

I won his daughter with.

Bra. A maiden never bold
;

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion
Blush'd at herself; and she,—in spite of nature,

Of years, of country, credit, every thing,

—

To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ?

It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect.

That will confess—perfection so could err

Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven

To find out practices of cunning hell.

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again.

That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood,

Or with some dram conjur'd to this efiect.

He WTOUght upon her.

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof;

Without more certain and more overt test.

Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods

Of modern seeming, do prefer against him,

I Sen. But, Othello, speak ;

—

Did you, by indirect and forced courses,

Subaue and poison this young maid's affections''

Or came it by request, and such fair question

As soul to soul aftbrdeth ?

Ol/i. I do beseech you,

Send lor the lady to the Sagittary,

And let her speak of me before her father:

If you do find me foul in her report.

The trust, the office, I do hold of you,

Not only take away, but let your sentence
Even fail upon my life.

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither.

OtA. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the

place.— [Exeunt lago and Attendants.
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven
I do confess the vices of my blood.

So justly to your grave ears I'll present
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,

-And she in mine.

Duke. Say it, Othello.

Oth. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me;
Still question'd me the story of my life,

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes.

That I have pass'd.

I ran it through, even from my boyish days.

To the very moment that he bade me tell it.

Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances.

Of moving accidents, by flood and field;

Of hair-breadth scapes i'the imminent deadly breach;

Of being taken by the insolent foe.

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence.
And portance in my travel s history :

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle.

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch
heaven,

It was my hint to speak, such was the process;

And of the Cannibals that each other eat,

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to

hear.

Would Desdemona seriously incline :

But still the house affairs would draw her thence

;

Which ever as she could with haste despatch.
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse: Which I observing,

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart.

That I vyould all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof by parcels she had something heard.
But not intentively : I did consent

;

And often did beguile her of her tears,

When I did speak of some distiessful stroke.

That my youth suffer'd. My story being done.
She gave me for my pains a worlct of signs :

She swore,—In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing
strange

;

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

:

She wish'd, she had not heard it; yet she wish'd

That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd

me

;

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story.

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake

;

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd

;

And I lov'd her, that she did pity them.
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This only is the witchcraft I have us'd

;

Here comes the lady, let her witness it.

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants.

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter
Good Brabantio, [too.

—

Take up this mangled matter at tho best

:

Men do their broken weapons rather use,

Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray yon, hear her speak
;

If she confess, that she was half the wooer,

Destruction on my head, if my bad blame
Light on the man !—Come hither, gentle mistress :

Do you perceive, in all this noble company.
Where most you owe obedience ?

Des. My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty:

To you, I am bound for life, and education

;

My life, and education, both do learn me
How to respect you

;
you are the lord of duty,

I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband

;

And so much duty as my mother shew'd
To you, preferring you before her father,

ik) much 1 challenge that I may profess

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be vniU ou !—1 have done :

—

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs

;

I had rather to adopt a child, than get it.

—

Come hither, Moor

:

I here do give thee that with all my heart.

Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart
I would keep from thee.— For your sake, jewel,
I am glad at soul I have no other child

;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny,
To hang clogs on them.— I have done, my lord.

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sen-

tence,

Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers

Into your favour.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended,
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone,

Is the ncxt way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes.

Patience her injury a mockery makes.
The rob b'd,that smiles,steals something from the thief;

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief.

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile
;

We lose it not, so long as we can smile.

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears

But the free comfort vhich from thence he hears :

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow.

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow

These sentences, to sugar or to gall.

Being strong on botli sides, are equivocal

:

But words are words ; I never yet did hear

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear.

I ht mbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state.

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation

makes for Cyprus :—Othello, the fortitude of the

place is best known to you : And though we have

there a substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet

opinion, a sovereign mistress of eftects, throws a more

safer voice on you : you must therefore be content to

slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with this more

stubborn and boisterous expedition.

0th. The tyraut custom, most grave senators.

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war

My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize

A natural and prompt alacrity,

1 find in hardness ; and do undertake

These present wars against the Oitomites.

Most humbly therefore bending to your state,

I crave fit disposition for my wife ;

Due reference of place, and exhibition
;

With such accommodation, and besort,

As levels with her breeding.

Duke. If you please,

Be't at her father's.

Dr.'c. I'll not have it su.

Otk. Nor L
Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside.

To i)ut my father in impatient thoughts.
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke,
'J'o my unfolding lend a gracious ear

;

And let me find a charter in your voice,
To assist my simpleness.
Duke. What would you, Desdemona?
Des. That 1 did love the Moor to live with him,

My downright violence and storm of fortunes
May trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued
Even to the very quality of my lord :

I saw Othello's visage in his mmd;
And to his honours, and his valiant parts.
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,
The rights, for yvhich 1 love him, are bereft me.
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence : Let me go with him.

Otk. Your voices, lords :
—'beseech you, let her

Have a free way. fwill
Vouch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not.

To please the palate of my appetite ;

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects.

In my distinct and proper satisfaction ;
'

But to be free and bounteous to her mind :

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think

I will your serious and great business scant.

For she is with me : No, when light- wing'd toys

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness

My speculative and active instruments,

That my disports corrupt and taint my business.

Let housewives make a skillet ofmy helm,

And all indign and base adversities

Make head against my estimation I

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine.

Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries—haste,

And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night.

Des. To-night, my lord ?

Duke. This night.

Otk. With all my heart.

Dui-e. At nine i'the morning here we'll meet again.

Othello, leave some officer behind.

And he shall our commission bring to you

;

With such things else of quality and respect.

As doth import you.

Otk. Please your grace, my ancient

;

A man he is of honesty, and trust

;

To his conveyance I assign my wife.

With what else needful your good grace shall think

To be sent after me.
Duke. hei it be so.

—

Good night io every one.—And, noble signior,

{To Brabantio.)

If virtue no delighted beauty lack.

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

1 Seti. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona well.

Bra. Look to her, Moor ; have a quick eye to see

;

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee.

[Exeunt Duke. Senators, Officers, §^'c.

Otk. My life upon her faith.—Honest Iago,

My Desdemona must I leave to thee

;

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her

;

And bring them after in the best advantage.

—

Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour

Of love, of worldly matters and direction.

To spend with thee : we must obey the time.

{Exuunt Otkello and Desdemona.

Bod. Iago.

laqo. VVhat sav'st thou, noble heart?

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou?

Jago. Why, go to bed, and sleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself.

Iago. Well, if thou dost, I .shall never love thee

after it. Why, thou silly gentleman !

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live w a tor-

ment - and then have we a prescription to die, when

I
death is our physician.

I
IfQo. O vilianous ! I have looked upon the woild
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(or four times se-ven years ; and since I could dis-

tinguish between a benefit and an injury, I never

foulid a man that knew how to love himself. Ere

I would say, I would drown myself for the love of

a Guinea-hen, I would change my humanity with a

baboon. . .

Rod. What should I do r I confess, it is my
shame to be so fond; but it is not in virtue to

amend ii

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! 'tis in ourselves, that we
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to

the which, our wills are gardeners : so that if we
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce; set hyssop, and

weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender of herbs,

or distract it wth many ; either to have it steril with

idleness, or manured %vith industiy; why, the power

and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If

the balance of our lives had not one scale of reason

to poise another of sensuality, the blood and base-

ness of our natures would conduct us to most pre-

posterous conclusions : But we have reason to cool

our raging motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted

lusts ; whereof I take this, that you call—love, to

be a sect, or scion.

Rod. It cannot be.

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per-

mission of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy-

.self ? drown cats, and blind puppies. I have pro-

fessed me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy

deserving with cables of perdurable toughness ; I

could never better stead thee than now. Put money
in thy purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favour

with an usurped beard; I say, put money in thy

purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should long

continue her love to the Moor,—put money in thy

purse ;—nor he his to her : it was a violent com-
mencement, and thou shalt see an answerable se-

questration ;—put but money in thy purse.—These
Moors are changeable in their wills ;—fill thy purse
with money : the food, that to him now is as luscious

as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as colo-

qnintida. She must change for youth : when she is

sated with his body, she will find the error of her

choice.—She must have change, she must : there-

fore put money ',in thy purse.— If thou wilt needs
damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than drown-
ing. Make all the money thou canst : If sanctimony

and a frail vow, betwixt an erring barbarian and a

supersubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits,

and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; there-

fore make money. A pox of drowning thyself! it

is clean out of the way : seek thou rather to be

hanged in compassing thy joy, than to be drowned
and go without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend
on the issue ?

lago. Thou art sure of me ;—Go, make money :

—I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again

and again, I hate the Moor: My cause is hearted
;

thine liath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive

in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold

him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport.

There are many events in the womb of time, which
will be delivered. Traverse; go ;. provide thy

money. We will have more of this to-morrow.

Adieu.
Rod. Where shall we meet i'the morning ?

lago. At my lodging.

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes.

lago. Go to ; farewell. Do yon hear, Roderigo ?

Rod. What say you ?

Jago. No more of drowning, do you hear.

Rod. I am changed. I'll sell all my land.

lago. Go to ; farewell : put monejr enough in

your purse. [Exit Roderigo.
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse :

For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane,

If I would time expend with such a snipe.

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor;]
And it is thought abroad, that 'twist my sheets

He has done my office : I know not if it be true
;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind.

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well

;

The better shall my purpose work on him.

Cassio's a proper man : Let me see now
j

To get his place, and to plume up my will

;

A double knavery,—How'? how :—Let me see:

—

After some time, to abuse Othello's ear.

That he is too familiar with his wife :

—

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose,

To be suspected ; fram'd to make women false.

The Moor is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so

;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose.

As asses are.

I have't;—it is engender'd :—Hell and night

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light.

[Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Sea-port Town in Cyprus. A Plat-

form,

Enter Montano and Ttvo Gentlemen.

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea ?

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought
flood

;

I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main.
Descry a sail.

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at

land

;

A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements :

If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea.

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on thena,

Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this ?

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet

:

For do but stand upon the foaming shore.

The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds;

The wind-shak'd surge, with high and monstrous

main,
Seems to cast water on the burning bear.

And quench the guards of the ever fixed pole

:

I never did like molestation view
On the enchafed flood.

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet

Be not inshelter'd and embay' d, they are drown'd ;

It is impossible they bear it out.

Enter a Third Gentlema7i,

3 Gent. News, lords ! our wars are done

;

The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks,
That their designraent halts : Anoble ship of Venice
Hath seen a grievous wreck and suflerance
On most pai-t of their fleet.

Mo7i. How ! is this tme ?

8 Gent. The ship is here put in,

A Veronese ; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello,

Is come on shore : the Moor himself's at sea.

And is in full commission here for Cyprus.
Mon. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor.

3 Gent. But this same Cassio,—though he speak
of comfort,

Touching the Turkish loss,—yet he looks sadly.

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they vere parted
With foul and violent tempest.

Mon. Pray heaven he be
;

For I have serv'd him, and the man commands
Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho
As well to see the vessel that's come in.

As throw out our eyes for brave Othello

;

Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue

An indistinct regard.

3 Gent, Come, let's do so

For every minute is expectancy

Of more arrivance.

Enter Cassio.

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle.

That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens

Give him defence against the elements,

^
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For I have lost him on a dangerous sea,

Mon. Is he well shipp'd ?

Cas. His bark, is stoutly timber'd, and his pilot

Of very expert and approv'd allowance
;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death.

Stand in bold cure.

( Within^ A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Unter another Gentleman.

Cas. What noise ?

4 dent. The town is empty ; on the brow o'the sea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry—a sail.

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor.

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy

;

{Guns heard "^

Our friends, at least.

Cas. I pray yon, sir, go forth,

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd.

2 Gent. I shall. \Exit.

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd?

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath acniev'd a maid.

That paragons description, and wild fame ;

One, that excels the quirks of blazoning pens.

And in the essential vesture of creation, [in .'

Does bear all excellency.—How now ? who has put

Re-enter Second Gentleman.

2 Gent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general.

Cas. He has had most favourable and happy
speed :

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds.
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands,

—

Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel,

—

As having sense of beauty, do omit
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdemona.

Mon. What is she ?

Cas. She, that I spake of, our greai captain's

captain,

Left in the conduct of the bold lago

;

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts,

A se'nnight's speed.—Great Jove, Othello guard.

And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath j

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship,

Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms.

Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits.

And bring all Cyprus comfort !—O, behold,

Enter Desdemona, Eihlia, Iago, Rodebigo,
and Attendants.

The riches of the ship is corao on shore

!

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees :

—

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven,

Before, behind the*', and on every hand,

Enwheel thee round

!

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio.

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ?

Cas. He is not yet arriv'd; nor know I aught

But that he's well, and will be shortly here.

Des. O, but I fear ;—How lost you company ?

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies

Parted our fellowship . But, hark ! a sail.

[Cry within : A sail, a sail! Then guns heard.)

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel

;

This likewise is a friend.

Cas. See for the news.
[Exit Gentleman.

Good ancient, you are welcome ;—Welcome, mis-

tress :

—

{To Emilia.)

Let it not gall your patience, good lago,

That I extend my manners ; 'tis ray breeding

That gives me this bold shew of courtesy.

{Kissing her.)

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips,

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me.
You'd have enough.

Des. Alas, she has no speech.

laao. In faith, too much
;

I find it still, when I have list to sleep •.

Mai ry, before your ladyship, I grant,

She puts her tongue a little in her heart.

And chides with thinking.

Emit. You have little cause to say so.

Iago. Come on, come on
;
you are pictures out of

doors.

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens,
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended.
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in

your beds.

Des. O, fy upon thee, slanderer

!

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk;
You rise to play, and go to bed to work.
Emil. You shall not write my praise.

Iago. No, let me not.

Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou
should'st praise me ?

Iago. O, gentle lady, do not put me to't

;

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Des. Come on, assay :—There's one gone to the
harbour ?

Iago. Ay, madam.
Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.

—

Come, how would'st thou praise me ?

Iago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize,

It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours,

And thus she is deliver'd.

If she be fair and wise,—fairness and wit.

The one's for use, the other useth it. fwitty ?

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and
Iago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit.

She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.
Emil. How, if fair and foolish ?

Iago. She never yet was foolish that was fair;

For even her folly help'd her to an heir.

Des. These are old fond paradoxes, to make fools

laugh i'the alehouse. What miserable praise hast

thou for her that's foul and foolish ?

Iago. There's none so foul, and foolish there
unto.

But does foul pranks, which fair and wise ones do.

Des. O heavy ignorance !—thou praisestthe worst
best. But what praise could'st thou bestow on a
deserving woman indeed ? one, that, in the autho-
rity of her merit, did justly put on the vouch of very
malice itself?

Iago. She that was ever fair, and never proud
;

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud

;

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay

;

Fled from her wish, and yet said,

—

now I may ,

She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh.

Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly
;

She that in wisdom never was so frail.

To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ;

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind.
See suitors following, and not look behind

;

She was a wight,—if ever such wight were,

—

Des. To do what ?

Iago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer.

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion !—Do
not learn of him, Emilia, tliough he be thy husband.
—How say you, Cassio ? is he not a most profane

and liberal counsellor ?

Cas, He speaks home, madam
;
you may relish

him more in the soldier, than in the scholar.

Iago. {Aside.) He takes her by the palm : Ay, well

said, whisper : with as little a web as this, will I

ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her,

do; I will gyve thee in thine own courtship. Yon
say true : 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip

you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better you
had not kissed your three fingers so oft, which now
again you are most apt to play the sir in. Very good ;

well kissed ! an excellent courtesy ! 'tis so, indeed.

Yet again your fingers to your lips? would, they

were clyster-pipes for your sake ! (Trumpet.) The
Moor, I know nis trumpet.

Cas. 'Tis truly so.
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Des. Let's meet him, and receive him.

Cas. ho, wliere he comes

!

Enter Othello, and Attendants.

0th. O my fair warrior !

j)gg_ My dear Othello !

0th. It gives me wonder, great as my content,

To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ;

If after every tempest come such calms,

May the winds blow till they have waken'd death !

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas,

Olympus-high \ and duck again as low

As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die,

'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear,

My soul hath her content so absolute.

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

J)es. The heavens forbid.

But that our loves and comforts should increase,

Even as our days do grow

!

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers 1—

I cannot speak enough of this content, >

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy :

And this, and this, the greatest discords be,

{Kissing her.)

That e'er our hearts shall make !

lago. O, you are well tun'd now !

But I'll set down the pegs that make this music.

As honest as I am. (Aside.)

0th. Come, let's to the castle.

—

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are

drown'd.

How do our old acquaintance of this isle ?

—

Honey, you shall be well desir'd at Cyprus,

I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote

In mine own comlorts.—I pr'ythee, good lago.

Go tc the bay, and disembark my coffers •

Bring thou the master to the citadel

;

He is a good one, and his worthiness

Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desdemona,

Once more well met at Cyprus.
[Exeunt 0th. Des. and Attend,

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour.

Come hither. If thou be'st valiant, as (they say)

base men, being in lo\e, have then a nobility in their

natures more than is n itive to them,— list me. The
lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard :

—

First, I must tell thee this—Desdemona is directly

in lo\e with him.

Rod. With him! wny 'tis not possible.

lago. Lay thy finger—thus, and let thy soul be
instructed. Mark me with what violence she first

loved the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fan-

tastical lies : And will she love him still for prating ?

let not thy discreet heart think it. Her eye must

be fed ; and what delight shall she have to look on

the devil? When the blood is made dull with the

act of sport, there should be,—again to inflame it,

and to give satiety a fresh appetite,—loveliness in

favour; sympathy in years, manners, and beauties
;

all which the Moor is defective in: Now, for want of

these required conveniences, her delicate tenderness

will find itself abused, bcgm to heave the gorge,

disrelish and abhor the Moor: very nature will

instruct her in it, and compel ner to some second

choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most
pregnant and unforced position,) who stands so emi-

nently in the degree of this fortune, as Cassio does?

a knave very voluble ; no further conscionable, than

in putting on the mere form of civil and humane
seeming, for the l)etter compassing of his salt and
most hidden loose afl'ection? why, none; why, none:

A slippery and subtle knave ; a finder out of oc-

casions; that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit

advantages, though true advantage never present

itself: A devilish knave ! besides, the knave is hand-
some, young; and hath all those requisites in him,

that folly and green minds look after : A pestilent

complete knave ; and the woman hath found him
already.

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of
most blessed condition.

lago. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is

made of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would
never have loved the Moor : Blessed pudding ! Didst
thou not see her paddle with the palm of his hand ?

didst not mark that ?

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but tliat was but courtesy.

Jago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index, and ob-

scure prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts.

They met so near with their lips, that tlieir breaths

embraced together. Villanous thoughts, Roderigo !

when these mutualities so marshal the way, hard at

hand comes the master and main exercise, the incor-

porate conclusion: Pish!— But, sir, be you ruled by
me : I have brought you from Venice. Watch you
to-night; for the command, I'll lay't upon you:
Cassio knows you not ;—I'll not be far from you :

Do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or

from what other course you please, which the time

shall more favourably minister.

Rod Well.
lago. Sir. he is rash, and very sudden in choler

;

and, haply, with his truncheon may strike at you

;

Provoke him, that he may: for, even out of that, will

I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualification

shall come into no true taste again, but by the

displanting of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter

journey to your desires, by the means I shall then

have to prefer them ; and the impediment most pro-

fitably removed, without the which there were no

expectation of our prosperity.

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any op-

portunity.

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at

the citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore.

Farewell.
Rod. Adieu. [Exit.

lago. That Ca.ssio loves her, I do well believe it

;

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit:

The Moor—howbeit that I endure him not,

—

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature
;

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too

;

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure,

I stand accountant for as great a sin,)

But partly led to diet my revenge.

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leap'd into my seat : the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ;

And nothing can or shall content my soul.

Till I am even with him, wife for wife :

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong.

That judgment cannot cure. VVhich thing to do,

—

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip;

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,

—

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too;

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and revvard me,
For making him egregiously an ass.

And practising upon his peace and quiet

Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confns'd ;

Knavery's plain face is never seen, till us'd. [Exit.

Scene U.—A Street.

Enter a Herald, with a proclamation ; People
following.

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, onr noble and va-

liant general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived,

importing the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet,

every man put himself into triumph ; some to dance,

some to make bonfires, each man to what sport and

revels his addiction leads him; for, besides thes«

beneficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptials ;

So much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. Ail
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offices are open ; and there is full liberty of feasting,

from this present hour of five, till the bell hath told

eleven. Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, and our
noble general, Othello ! [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Ora£LL0, Desdemona, Cassio, and
Attendants.

0th. Good Michael, look, you to tlie guard to-

night :

Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop.

Not to out-sport discretion.

Cas. lago has direction what to do ;

But, notwithstanding:, with my personal eye
Will I look to't.

0th. lago is most honest.

Michael, good-night : To-inorrow, with our earliest.

Let me have speech with you.—Come, my dear
love.

The purchase made, th« fruits are to eii.sue
;

(To Desdemona.)
That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you.

—

Goodnight. [Exeunt 0th. Des. and Attend.

Enter Iago.

Cas, Welcome, Iago : We must to the watch.
Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten

o'clock : Our general cast us thus early, for the love
of his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore blame

;

he hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and
she is sport for Jove.

Cas. .She's a most exquisite lady.

Iago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game.
Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate

creature.

Iago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a
parley of provocation.

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks, right

modest. [love ?

Iago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm to

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come,
lieutenant, 1 have a stoop of wine : and here without
are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have
a meiisiire to the health of the black Othello.

Cas. Not to-night, good Iago; I have very poor
and unhappy brains for drinking : I could well
wish courtesy would invent some other custom of
entertainment.

Iago. O, they are our fiiends ; bat one cup : I'll

drink for you.

Cos. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and
that was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what
innovation it mak<s here : I am unfortunate in (he

infirmity, and dare not task my weakness with any
more.

Iago. What, man ! 'tis a night of revels ; the gal-

lants desire it.

Cas. Where are they ?

Iago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in.

Cas. I'll do it, but it dislikes me. [Exit.

Iago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him.

With that which he hath drunk to-night already.

He'll be as full of quarrel and oft'ence

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool,

Roderigo, [ward,
Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side out-

To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd

Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch :

Three lads of Cyprus,—noble swelling spiritSj

That hold their honours in a wary distance.

The very elements of this warlike isle,

—

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups.

And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of
drunkards.

Am I to put our Cassio in some action

That may oflfend the isle :—But here they come :

If consequence do but approve my dream.
My boalt sails freely both with wind and stream.

Re-enter Cassio, with Kim Montano, and Gen-
tlemen.

Cas. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse
already.

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as
I am a soldier.

Iago. Some wine, ho

!

And let me the canakin clink, clink ; (Sings.)
And let me the canakin clink :

A soldiefs-a man ;

A life's but a span ;

Why then, let a soldier drink.

Some wine, boys

!

{Wine brought in.'

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song.
Iago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) they

are most potent in potting : your Dane, your German,
and your swag-bellied Hollander,—Drink, ho !—are
nothing to your English.

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ?
Iago. VVhy, he drinks you, with facility, your

Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your
Almain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere" the
next pottle can be filled.

Cas. To the health of our general. [justice.

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I'll do yon

Iago. O sweet England !

King Stephen ivas a worthy peer.
His breeches cost him but a crown ;

He held them sixpeiice all too dear
With that he call'd the tailor— loivn.

He was a wight of high renoiun.

And thou art but of low degree :

'Tis pride that pidls the country doivn,
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.

Some wine, ho

!

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite soug than the
other.

Iago. Will you hear it again ?

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his
place, that does those things.—Well,—Heaven's
above all; and there be souls that must lie saved,
and there be souls must not be saved.

Iago. It's true, good lieutenant.

Cas. For mine own part,—no ofiience to the ge-
neral, nor any man of quality,— I hope to be saved.

Iago. And so do I too, lieutenant.

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me ; the
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's
have no more of this; let's to our afiairs.—Forgive
us our sins !—Gentlemen, let's look to our business.
Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk; this is my
ancient :—this is my right hand, and this is my le/t

hand:—I am n.ot drunk now; I can stand well
enough, and speak well enough.

All. Excellent well.

Cas. VVhy, very well, then: you must not think
then that I am drunk. [Exit.
Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, let's set

the watch.
Iago. You see this fellow that is gone before •

He is a soldier, fit to stand by Csesar
And give direction ; and do but see his vice

;

'Tis to his virtue a jost equinox.
The one as long as the other: 'tis pity of him.
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in.

On some odd time of his infirmity.

Will shake this island.

Mon. But is he oftenthns ?

Iago. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep ;

He'll watch the horologe a double set.

If drink rock not his cradle.

Mon. It were well.
The general were put in mind of it.

Perhais, he sees it not ; or his good nature
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio,

And looks not on his evils : Is not this true 1
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Aside.)

Enter Roderico.

lago. How now, Roderigo ?

I pray yoa, after the lieutenant
;
go.

{Exit Roderigo.)

Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor,
Should hazard such a place, as his own second

With one of an ingraft infirmity :

It were an honest action, to say

So to the Moor.
lago. Not I, for this fair island :

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ?

[Cry ivithin,—Help ! help !)

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal

!

Mon. Whafs the matter, lieutenant

Cas. A knave !—teach me my duty !

I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.

Rod. Beat me

!

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue ?

{Striking Roderigo.
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant; {Staying htm.

I pray you, sir, hold your hand.

Cas. Let me go, sir,

Or I'll knock yon o'er the mazzard.
Mon. Come, come, you're drunk.

Cas. Drunk! {They fight.)

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry—a mutiny.

{Aside, to Rod. luho goes out.)

Nay, good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen,

—

Help, ho !—Lieutenant,—sir, Montano,—sir;

—

Help, masters !—Here's a goodly watch, indeed

!

{Bell rings.)

Who's that that rings the bell ?—Diable, ho !

The town will rise : God's will, lieutenant ! hold

;

You will be sham'd for ever.

Enter Othello, and Attendants.

0th. What is the matter here ?

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ;—he
dies.

0th. Hold, for your lives.

lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant,—sir, Montano,

—

gentlemen,

—

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty?

Hold, hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for

shame '.
[this ?

0th, Why, how now, ho I from whence ariseth

Are we turn'd Turks : and to ourselves do that.

Which heaven hath forbid the Ottoraites ?

For christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl

:

He that stirs next to carve for his ovvn rage,

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion.

—

Silence that dreadful bell, it irights the isle

From her propriety.—What is the matter, mas-
ters ?

—

Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving.

Speak, who began this ? ou thy love I charge thee.

lago. I do not know ;—friends all but now, even
now.

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Divesting them for bed : and then, but now
(As if some planet had unwitted men,)

Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast,

In opposition bloody. 1 cannot speak

Any beginning to this peevish odds

;

And 'would in action glorious I had lost

These legs, that brought me to a part of it

!

0th. How comes it Michael, you are thus forgot?

Cas. 1 pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak.

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil

;

The gravity and stillness of your yontli

The world hath noted, and your name is great

In mouths of wisest censure ; What's the matter,

That you unlace your reputation thus,

And spend your rich opmion, for the name
Of a night-brawler? Give me answer to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger
;

Your oflficer, lago, can inform you

—

[me

—

AVhile I spare speech, which sometliing now offends

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught
By me that's said or done amiss this night •

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice
;

And to defend ourselves it be a sin.

When violence assails us.

0th. Now, by heaven.
My blood begins my safer guides to rule

;

And passion, having my best judgment coUied,

Assays to lead the way : if I once stir.

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on
And he that is approv'd in this offence,

Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth

,

Shall lose me.—What ! in a town of war.
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear.

To manage private and domestic quarrel.

In night, and on the court and guard of safety I

'Tis monstrous.—lago, who began it ?

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office.

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth.

Thou art no soldier.

lago. Touch me not so near

:

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth,

Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio
;

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, genera

Montano and myself being in speech.

There comes a fellow crying out for help •,

And Cassio following him with determin'd sword.

To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause

;

Myself the crying fellow did pursue,

Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,)

The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot.

Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd, the rather

For that I heard.the clink and fall of swords.

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night,

I ne'er might say before : When I came back,

(For this was brief,) I found them close together.

At blow and thrust ; even as again they were.

When you yourself did part them.

More of this matter can I not report:

—

But men are men ; the best -sometimes forget :

—

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,

—

As men in rage strike those that wish them best,

—

Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv'd,

From him that fled, some strange indignity,

Which patience could not pass.

0th. I know, lago.

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter.

Making it light to Cassio :—Cassio, I love thee ;

But never more be officer of mine.

—

Enter Desdemona, attendea.

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up ;—

I'll make thee an example.

Des. What's the matter, dear ?

0th. All's well now, sweeting ; Come away to bed.

Sir, for your hurts.

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him oil'.

{To Montano, whois led off.)

lago, look with care about the town
;

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.

—

Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life.

To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife.

[Exeunt all but lago and Cassio.

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cas. Ay, past all surgery.

7ff^o. Marry, heaven forbid!

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I

have lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal

part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestial.

—

My reputation, lago, my reputation.

lago. As I am an honest man, I thought yon had
received some bodily wound ; there is more offence

in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and

most false imposition ; oft got without merit, and

lost without deserving : You have lost no reputation

at all, unless vou repute yourself such a loser.
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What, man ! there are ways to recover the general

agaiu : You are but now cast in his mood, a punish-

ment more in policy than in naaiice ; even so as

one would beat his oli'enceless dog, to affright an
imperious lion : sue to him again, and he's your's.

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to

deceive so good a commander, with so slight, so

drunken, ancf so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and
speak parrot ? and squabble? swagger ? swear ? and
discourse fustian vi\t\\ one's own siiadow '!—O thou

invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to be

known by, let us call thee—devil!

lago. VVhat was he that you followed with your
flword ? What had he done to you i

Cas. 1 know not.

lago. Is it possible ?

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing

distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.—O,
that men should put an enemy in their mouths, to

steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy,

revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves

into beasts

!

lago. Why,' but you are now well enough : How
came you thus recovered ?

Cas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to

give place to the devil, wrath : one imperfectness

shews me another, to make me frankly despise my-
self.

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : As
the time, the place, and the condition of this coun-
try stands, I could heartily wish this had not be-
fallen ; but since it is as it is, mend it for your own
good.

Cas. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall

tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had 1 as many mouths as

Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To be
now a sensible man, by and by a tool, and presently

a beast ! O strange !—Every inordinate cup is un-
blessed, and the ingredient is a devil.

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar

creature, il it be well used ; exclaim no more against

it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you think I love

you.

Cas. I have well approved it, sir.—I drunk !

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at

some time, man. I'll tell you what you shall do.

Our general's wife is* now the general ;— I may say

so in this respect, tbrthat he hath devoted and given

up himself to the contemplation, mark, and denote-

ment of her parts and graces:—Confess yourself

freely to her ; importune her ; she'll help to put you
in your place again : she is of so free, so kind, so

apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice

in her goodness, not to do more than she is requested :

This broken joint, between you and her husband,

entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes against any
lay worth naming, this crack of your love shall grow
stronger than it was before.

Cas. You advise me well.

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and ho-

nest kindness.

Cas. I think it freely ; and, betimes in the morn-

ing, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to un-

dertake for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, if

they check me here.

lago. You are in the right. Good-night, lieute-

nant ; I must to the watch.

Cas. Good-night, honest lago. [Exit.

lago. And what's he then, that says,—I play the

villain ?

When this advice is free, I give, and honest,

Probal to thinking, and (Indeed) the course

To win the Mo^r again? For 'tis most easy

The inclining Desdemona to subdue

In any honest suit ; she's fram'd as fruitful

As the free elements. And then for her

To win the Moor,— were't to renounce his oaptism,

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,—

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love.

That she may make, unmake, do what she list.

Even as her appetite shall play the god
VVith his weak function. How am 1 then a villain,

To counsel Cassiotothis parallel course.
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell I

When devils will their blackest sins put on.

They do suggest at first with heavenly shews,
As I do now : For while this honest fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes,
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor,
I'll pour this pestilence into his ear,

—

That she repeals him for her body's lust

;

And, by how much she strives to do him good.
She shall undo her credit with the Moor.
So will I turn her virtue into pitch

;

And out of her o^vn goodness make the net.

That shall enmesh them all.—How now, Roderigo''

Enter Roderigo.

Bod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a
hound that hunts, but one that tills up the cry. My
money is almost spent ; I have been to-night ex-
ceedingly well cudgelled; and, 1 think, the issue
will be—I shall have so much experience for ray
pains : and so, with no money at all, and a little

more wit, return to Venice.
lago. How poor are they, that have not patience!

—

What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ?

Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witch-
craft

;

And wit depends on dilatoiy time.

Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee.

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio :

Though other things grow fair against the sun.

Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe :

Content thyself awhile.—By the mass, 'tis morning;
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short.

—

Retire thee
;
go where thou art billetted :

Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter

.

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two things are to

be done,

—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ;

ril set her on;
Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart.

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find

Soliciting his wife :—Ay, that's the way
;

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Before the Castle.

» Enter Cassio, and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here, I will content your pains.

Something that's brief; and bid—good-morrow,
general. (Music.)

Enter Clown.

Clo. -Why, masters, have your instruments been
at Naples, that they speak i'the nose thus '/

1 Mus. How, sir, how ? [ments ?

Clo. Are these, 1 pray von, called wind instru-

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are tney, sir.

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail.

I Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir?

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrament that

I know. But, masters, here's money for you : and
the general so likes your music, that he desire.s you,
of all loves, to make no more noise with it,

I Mus. Well, sir, we will not.

Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard,

to't again : but, as they say, to hear music, the genera!

does not greatly care.

1 Mus. We have none such, sir.

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll

away : Go ; vanish into air ; away.
[Exeunt Musicians.

Cas. Dost thon hear, my honest friend ?

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear yon.

Cas. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a

poor piece of gold for tnee ; if the gentlewoman, that

attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell her there's
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one Cassio entreats her a little favour of speech

:

Wilt thoii do this?

Clo. She is stirring, sir ; if she will stir hither, I

shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit.

Enter Iaco.

Cos, Do, good my i'riend.—In happy time, lago.

JaQO. You have not been a-bed, then?
Cas. VVIiy, no ; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago.

To send in to your wife : My suit to her

Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

lago. I'll send her to you presently

;

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and business

May be more free. [Exit.

Cas. I humbly thank yon for't. I never knew
A Florentine more kind and honest.

Enter Emilu.

Emil. Good-morrow, gojd lieutenant: I am sorry

For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well.

The general, and his wiie, are talking of it;

And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies.

That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus,

And great affiuily ; and that, in wholesome wisdom,
He might not but refuse you: but, he protests, he

loves you

;

And needs no other suitor, but his likings,

To take the safst occasion by the front.

To bring you in again.

Cas. Yet, I beseech you,

—

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

—

Give me advantage of some brief discourse

With Desdemona alone.

Emil. Pray you, come in
;

I will bestow you wTiere you shall have time

To speak your bosom freely.

Cas. I am much bound to you. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen.

0th. These letters give, lago, to the pilot;

And, by him, do my duties to the state:

That done, 1 will be walking on the works;

Repair there to me.
layo. Well, my good lord, I'll do't.

0</<.ThisfortificatioQ,gentlemen,— shall we see't?

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Before the Castle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia

Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do

All my abilities in thy behalf [husband,

Emil Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my
As if the case were his. [Cassio,

Des. O, that's an honest fellow.—Do not doubt,

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam.
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio,

He's never any thing but your true servant.

Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord

:

You have known him long ; and be you well assur'd.

He shall in strangeness stand no further off

Than in a politic distance.

Cas. Ay, but, lady

That policy may either last so long,

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet.

Or breed itself so out of circumstance,

That, I being absent, and ray place supplied,

My general will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here,

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee

If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it

To the last article : my lord shall never rest;

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of'patience ;

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift

;

I'll intermingle every thing he does

With Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio •

For thy solicitor shall rather die.

Than give thy cause away.

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance.

Emil. Madam, here comes
My lord.

Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave.

Des. Why, stay,

And hear me speak.

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease,

Unfit for mine own purposes.

Des. Well, well.

Do your discretion. [Exit Cassio.
Iago. Ha ! I like not that.

0th. What dost thou say ?

Iago. Nothing, ray lord : or if—I know not what.
0th. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife ?

Iago. Cassio, my lord? No, sure, I cannot think it.

That he would steal away so guilty-like.

Seeing you coming.

0th. I do believe 'twas he.

Des. How now, my lord ?

I have been talking with a suitor here,

A man that languishes in your displeasure.

0th. \\\\o is't you mean ?

Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord.

If I have any grace, or power to move you.

His present reconciliation take
;

For, if he be not one that truly loves yon.

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,

I have no judgment in an honest face :

I pr'ythee, call him back.

0th. Went he hence now ?

Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled,
That he hath left part of his grief with me;
I sufler with him. Good love, call him back.

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time.

Des. But shairt be shortly ?

0th. The sooner, sweet, for yon.

Des. Shall't be to-night at supper ?

0th. No, not to-night.

Des. To-morrow dinner then '

0th. I shall not dine at home

;

I meet the captains at the citadel. [morn

;

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday
Or Tuesday neon, or night ; orWednesday morn ;

—

I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not

Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent;

And yet his trespass, in our common reason,

(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault

To incur a private check : When shall be come?
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul.

What you could ask me, that I should deny.

Or stand so mammering on. VVhat ! Michael Cassio,

That came a wooing with you ;
and many a time.

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly.

Hath ta'en your part; to have so much to do

To bring him in 1 Trust me, I could do much,

—

0th. Pr'ythee, no more ; let him come when he

I will deny thee nothing. [will

;

Des. Why, this is not a boon

;

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves.

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm

;

Or sue to you to do peculiar profit

To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit.

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed.

It shall be full of poise and difficulty,

And fearful to be granted.

0th. I will deny thee nothing

:

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this.

To leave me but a little to myself. ^
Des. Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord.

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to

thee straight. [you

;

Des. Emilia, come :—Be it as your fancies teach

Whate'er you be, 1 am obedient.

\_Extt, with Emilia.

0th. Excellent wretch 1 Perdition catch my soul.
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Bnt I do love thee ! and, when I love thee not,

Chaos is come again.

lago. My noble lord,

—

Oiii. What dost thou say, lago?

lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my
lady,

Know of your love ? [ask ?

Ot/i. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou

larjo. But for a satisfaction of my thought;

No fi'rther harm.
0th. Why of thy thought, lago ?

larjo. I did not think, he had been acquainted with

her.

Olh. O, yes ; and went between us very oft.

layo. Indeed ? [in that ?

0th. Indeed! ay, indeed:— Discem'st thou aught

Is he not honest ?

lago. Honest, my lord ?

0th. Ay, honest.

larjo. My lord, for aught I know.

0th. What dost thou think?

lago Think, my lord ?

0th. Think, my lord '

By heaven, he echoes me.
As if there were some monster in his thought,

Too hideous to be shewn.—Thou dost mean some-
thing :

I heard thee say but now,—Thou lik'dst not that,

W'hen Cassio left my wife : What did'st not like ?

And, when I told thee—he was of my counsel
In ray whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst. Indeed^
And did'st contract and purse thy brow together,

As if thou then had'st shut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit: If thou dost love me,
Shew me thy thought.

logo. My lord, you know I love you.
0th. I think, thou dost

;

And,—fori know thou art full of lo>e and honesty,
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them

breath,

—

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more :

For such things, in a false disloyal knave,
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just.

They are close denotements working from the heart.

That passion cannot rule.

lago. For Michael Cassio.

—

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest
0th. I think so too.

lago. Men should be what they seem
;

Or, those that be not, "would they might seem none !

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem.
lago. Why, then,

I thiuk that Cassio is an honest man.

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this :

1 pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings.

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of

The worst of word.s. [thoughts

lago. Good my lord, pardon me

;

Though I am bound to everj' act of duty,

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to

!

Utter ray thoughts ! Why, say they are vile and
false,

—

As where 's that palace, whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure.

But some uncleanly apprehensions

Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit

With meditations lawful ?

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago.

If thou but think'st him wrong 'd, and mak'st his ear

A stranger to thy thoughts.

lago. I do beseech you,

—

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guesSj

As, I confess, it is my nature's plagio

To spy into abuses; and oft, ray jealousy

Shapes faults that are not,—I entreat you then.

From one that so imperfectly conjects.

You'd take no notice : nor build yourself a trouble

Out of his scattering and unsure observance :

—

It were not for your quiet, nor your good.
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom.

To let you know my thoughts.

0th. What dost thou mean ?

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my
lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their souls :

Who steals my purse, steals trash; 'tis something,
nothing

;

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands

:

But he, that filches from me my good name,
Robs me of that which not enriches him.
And makes me poor indeed.

Olh. By heaven, I'll know thy thonght.
lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand {

Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody.
0th. Ha!
lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy,-

It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss.

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;
But, O, what damned minutes tells be o'er,

W ho dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves

!

0th. O misery

!

lago. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough ;

But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter.
To him that ever fears he shall be poor :

—

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend
From jealousy

!

0th. WTiy? whyisthis?
Think'st thou, I'd make a life ofjealoasy.
To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions :" No : to be once in doubt.
Is—once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat.
When I shall turn the business of my soul
To such exsufflicate, and blown surmises,
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous.

To say—my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company.
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well;
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous:
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt;
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago;
111 see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove
.\nd, on the proof, there is no more but this,

—

Away at once with love, or jealousy.
lago. lam glad of this ; for now I shall have reason

To sliew the love and duty that I bear you
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound.
Receive it from me :—I speak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ;
Wear your eye—thus, not jealous, nor secure :

I would not have your free and noble nature.
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't:

I know our country disposition well

;

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks
They dare not shew their husbands ; their best con-

science

Is—not to leave undone, bnt keep nnknown.
0th. Dost thou say so ?

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ;
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks*
She lov'd them most

0th, And so she did.

^
lago. Why, go to, then ;

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming.
To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak,

—

He thonght, 'twas witchcraft :—But I am much to
blame

;

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon.
For too much loving you.

0th. I am bound to thee for ever.
lago. I see, this hath a little dash'd your ."ipirits.

0th. Not a jot, not a jot
lago. Trust me, I fear it has.

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke
Comes from my love ;—But I do see you are mov'd :

—

I am io pray you, not to strain my speech
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach.
Than to suspicion.

0th. 1 will not
tago. Should you do so, ray lord.
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My speech should fall into such vile success

As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy

friend :

—

My lord, I see you are mov'd.

Qth.
' No, not much mov'd :

I do not think but Desdemona's honest.

lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to

think so

!

0th. And yet, how nature erring from itself,

—

lago. Ay, there's the point:—As,—to be bold

with you,

—

Not to affect many proposed matches.

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree;

Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends

;

Foh ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank.

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.

—

But pardon me ; I do not, in position.

Distinctly speak of her : though J may fear, ':

Her will, recoiling to better judgment,

May fall to match you with her country forms.

And (happily) repent.

0th. Farewell, farewell :

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more

;

Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago.

IiKjo. My lord, I take my leave {Going.)

Olh. Why did I marry ?—This honest creature,

doubtless.

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your

honour
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time :

And though it be fit, that Cassio have his place,

(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,)

Vet, if you please to hold him off awhile.

You shall by that perceive him and his means :

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment

With any strong or vehement importunity

;

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time,

Let me be thought too busy in my fears,

(As worthy cause I have, to fear—I am,)

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

0th. Fear not my government.

lago. I once more take my leave. [hxil.

0th. This fellow's of exceeding honesty,

'And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit.

Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard.

Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings,

I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind,

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black
;

And have not those soft parts of conversation

That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin'd

Into the vale of years ;—yet that's not much ;—

She's gone ; I am abus'd; and my relief

Must be—to loath her. O curse of marriage,

,That we can call these delicate creatures ours.

And not their appetites ! 1 had rather be a toad

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon.

Than keep a corner in the thing I love.

For others' uses. Vet, 'tis the plague of great ones;

Prerogativ'd are they less than the base :

'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death

;

Even then this forked plague is fated to us.

When we do quicken. Desdemona comes

:

Enter Desdemona and Emilia.

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself !-

I'll not believe it.

Des. How now, my 6' ar Othello ?

Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.

0th. I am to blame. [well ?

Des. Why is your speech so faint ? are you not

0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.

Des. Faith, that's with watching; 'twill away
again

:

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour

It will be well.

0th. Your napkin is too little

;

[He puts the handkerchieffrom hiniy and it

i drops.)

Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you.

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well.

(Exeunt 0th. and Des.
Eniil. I am glad I have found this napkin

;

This was her first remembrance from the Moor
;

My wayward husband hath a hundred times

Woo'd me to steal it ; but she so loves the token,

(For he conjur'd her she would ever keep it,)

That she reserves it evermore about her,

To kiss, and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out.

And give it lago :

What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I;

I nothing, but to please his fantasy.

Enter Iago.

lago. How now ! what do you here alone ?

Emit. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you.

Iago. A thing for me ?— It is a common thing.

Emil. Ha

!

Iago. To have a foolish wife.

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now
For that same handkerchief?

Iago. What handkerchief?

Emil. What handkerchief ?

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona;
That which so often you did bid me steal.

Iago. Hast stolen it from her ?

Ejnil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence

;

And, to the advantage, I being here, took't up.

Look, here it is.

Iago. A good wench ;
give it me.

Etnil. What will you do with it, that you have

been so earnest

To have me filch it ?

Iago. Why, what's that to you ?

(Snatching it.)

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import.

Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad.

When she shall lack it.
.

Iago. Be not you known oft; I have use for it.

Go, leave me. .
' iExtt Emil.

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin,

And let him find it : Trifles, light as air.

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong

As proofs of holy writ. This may do something.

The Moor already changes with my poison :

—

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons,

Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste
;

But, with a little act upon the blood.

Burn hke the mines ot sulphur.—I did say so :

—

Enter Othello.
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora.

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world.

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep,

Which thou ow'dst yesterday.

0th. Ha! ha! false to me?
Tome?

Iago. Why, how now, general ? no more of that.

0th. Avaunt! be gone ! thou hast set me on tiic

rack :

—

I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd.

Than but to kuow't a little.

Iago: How now. my lord ?

0th. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust?

I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me

:

I slept the next night well, was free and merry;
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips

:

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen.

Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all.

Iago. I am sorry to hear this.

0th. 1 had been happy, if the general camp,
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body.

So I had nothing known : O now, for ever.

Farewell the traaquil mind : farewell content!

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars.

That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell

!

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill frump

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife.

The royal banner ; aud all quality,

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war!
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And O, you mortal engines, whose rade throats

The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit,

Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone

!

lago. Is it possible ?—My lord.

—

Olh. Villain, be sure thou prove ray love a whore
;

Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof;

{Taking him by the throat.)

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul,

Thou had'st been better have been born a dog.

Than answer my wak'd wrath.

lago. Is it come to this ?

Olh. Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it,

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop,

To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life!

lago. My noble lord,

—

0th. If thou dost slander her, and torture me.
Never pray more : abandon all remorse:
On horror's head, horrors accumulate :

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd.

For nothing canst thou to damnation add.

Greater than that.

lago. O grace ! O heaven defend me !

Are yon a man ? have you a soul or sense ?

—

God be wi' you ; take mine office.—O wretched fool,

That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice !

—

monstrous world \ Take note, take note, O world,

To he direct and honest, is not safe.

—

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence,

I'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence.

0th. Nay, stay :—Thou should'st be honest.

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool.

And loses that it works for.

Otk. By the world,
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not;
I think that thou art jnst, and think tliou art not

;

I'll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh

As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black
As mine own face.—If there be cords, or knives.

Poison, or fire, or suttbcating streams,

I'll not endure it—Would 1 were satisfied !

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion
;

I do repent me, that I pat it to you.

Yon would be satisfied ?

0th. Would ! nay, I vnW.

lago. And may : But, how ? how satisfied,my lord?

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on V

Behold her tupp'd ?

0th. Death and damnation ! !

Tago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think.

To bring them to that piospect . Damn them then.

If ever mortal eyes do see thei.. bolster.

More than their own ? What then ? how then?

What shall I say? Where's satisfaction?

It is impossible you should see this,

VVere they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross

As ignorance made drunk. But yet I say.

If imputation, and strong circumstances,

—

Which lead directly to the door of truth,—

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it.

0th. Give me a living reason she's disloyal.

lago. I do not like the office :

But, sith I am enter'd.in this cause so far,

—

Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love,

—

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately

;

And being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul.

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs
;

One of this kind is Cassio

:

In sleep I beard him my,—Sweet Desdetnona,

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves

!

And then, sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand.

Cry,—0, sweet creature ! and then kiss me hard.

As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots,

That grew upon my lips: then laid his leg

Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and then,

Cry'd, Cursedfate ! that gave thee to theMoor '.

Olh. O monstrous ! monstrous

!

lago. Nay, this was but his dream.

Otk. But this denoted a foregone conclusion
;

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.
lago. And this may help lo thicken other proofs.

That do demonstrate thinly.

0th. ril tear her all to pieces.

lago. Nay, but be wise
;
yet we see nothing done;

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,

—

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief.
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand?

0th. I gave her such a one ; tvvas my first gift.

Jago. 1 know not that: but such a handkerchief,
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did 1 to-day
See Cassio wipe his beard with.

0th. If it be that,—
lago. If it be that, or any that was her's.

It speaks against her with the other proofs.

0th. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ;

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge

!

Now do I see 'tis true.—Look here, lago;
All my fond love thus 1 do blow to heaven:
'Tis gone.

—

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell

!

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught,

For 'tis of aspics' tongues !

. lago. Pray, be content.

0th. O, blood, lago, blood !

lago. Patience, I say; jour mind, perhaps, may
change.

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea,

Whose icy current and compulsive course

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on
To the Propontic, and the Hellespont

;

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace,

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love.

Till that a capable and wide revenge

Swallow them up.—Now, by yond' marble heaN en,

In the due reverence of a sacred vow (Kneels.)

I here engage my words.
lago. Do not rise yet.

—

{Kneels.)

Witness, you ever-burning lights above !

You elements that clip us round about

!

Witness, that here lago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,

To vvrong'd Othello's service 1 let him command.
And to obey shall be in me remorse.

What bloody work soever.

0th. I greet thy love.

Not with vain thanks,but with acceptance bounteous.

And will upon the instant put thee to"t:

Within these three days let me hear thee say.

That Cassio's not alive. [quest

:

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your re-

But let her live.

0th. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her I

Come, go with me apart : I will witlidrnw,

To furnish me with some swift means of death

For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

lugo 1 am your own for ever. [Exeunt,

Scene IV.

—

The same.

Enter Desdemona, Eiulia, and Clown.

Dts. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant

Cassio lies ?

Clo. I dare not say, he lies any wl^ere.

Des. Why, man ?

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier

lies, is stabbing.

Des. Go, to ; where lodges he ?

Clo. To tell yon where be lodges, is to tell you

where I lie.

Des. Can any thing be made of this i

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to

devise a Jodging, and say—he lies here, or he lies

there, were to lie in my own throat.

Des. Can you enquire him out, and be edified

report ?

Clo. I will catechise the world ior him ; that is,

make qutstions, and by tlietn answer.

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him, I

odd
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have moved my lord id his behalf, and hope, all

will be well. ,...„.„ ^
Clo. To do this, IS within the compass oi man s

wit and therefore I will attempt the doing it.
'

[Exit.

Des. Wliere should I lose that handkerchiei",

Emilia?
Emil. I know not, madam.
Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse

Full ofcrusadoes. And, but my noble Moor
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness

As jealous creatures are, it were enough

To put him to ill thinking.

Emil. Is he not jealous ?

Des. Who, he ? I think the sun.where he was bom.

Drew all such humours from hiuK

Emil. Look, where he comes.

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio

Be call'd to him.—How is't with you, my lord ?

Enter Othello.

0th. Well, my good Udy -.—{Aside.) O, hard-

ness to dissemble !

—

How do you do, Desdemona?
Des. Well, my good lord.

0th. Give me your hand: This hand is moist,

my lady. [row.

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sor-

Olh. This argues fruitfulness, and hberal heart ;

—

Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of yours requires

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer.

Much castigation, exercise devout

;

For here's a young and sweating devil here,

That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,

A frank one.

Des. You may, indeed, say so;

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

0th. A liberal hand : The hearts, of old, gave
hands

;

But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your

promise.

0th. What promise, chuck ? [yon.

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with

0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me ;

Lend me thy handkerchief.

Des. Here, my lord.

0th. That which I gave you.

Des. I have it not about me.
Otk. Not?
Des. No, indeed, my lord.

Oth. That is a fault

:

That handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give

:

She was a charmer, and could almost read [it,

The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue mv father

Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it.

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt
Alter new fancies : She, dying, gave it me :

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive.
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft.

Make it a dailing like your precious eye
;

To los>^ or giv'taway, were such perdition,

Ai nothing else cuuld match.
Des. Is it possible ?

Oth. 'Tis true : there's magic in the web of it:

A sibyl, that had numbsr'd iu the world
The sun to make two hundred compasses^
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work

:

The worms were hailow'd, t\iat did breed the silk

;

And it was died in mummy, which the skilful

Conserv'd of maidens' hearts.

Des. Indeed ! is't true ?

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well.

Des. Then would to heaven, that I had never
seen it.

Oth. Ha! wherefore?
Des. Why do yon speak so startingly and rash ?

Oth. Is't lost ? is't gone ? speak, is't out of the

Des. Heaten blesa us

!

[way ?

Oth. Say you?
Des. It is not lost ; but what an' if it were ?

Oth. Hal
Des. I say, it is not lost.

Oth. Fetch't, let me see it.

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now

;

This is a trick, to put me from my suit

;

I pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again. [gives.

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief; my mind mis-

Des. Come, come

;

You'll never meet a more sufficient man.

Oth. The handkerchief!—
Des. I pray, talk to me of Cassio.

Oth. The handkerchief!—
Des. A man that, all his time.

Hath founded his good fortune on your love

;

Shar'd dangers with you;

—

Oth. The handkerchief I—
Des. In sooth,

You are to blame.
Oth. Away

!

[ExH.
Emit. Is not this man jealous ?

Des. I ne'er saw this before.

Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief:

I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shews us a man :

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food

;

They eat us hungrily, and when they are full,

They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband.

Enter Iago and Cassio.

lago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't

;

And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her.

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news
with you ?

Cos. Madam, my former suit. I do beseech yon.

That by your virtuous means, I may again

Exist, and be a member of his love.

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart.

Entirely honour; I would not be delay'd;

If my offence be of such mortal kind.

That neither service past, nor present sorrows.

Nor purpos'd merit in futurity.

Can ransome me into his love again,

But to know so must be my benefit

;

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content,

And shut myself up in some other course.

To fortune's alms.

Des. Alas! thrice-gentle Cassio,

'

My advocation is not now in tune ;

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him.
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd.

So help me, every spirit sanctified.

As I have spoken for you all my best;

And stood within the blank of his displeasure,

For my free speech! You must a while be patient

:

What I can do, I will ; and more I will.

Than for myself T dare : let that suffice you.
Iago. Is my lord angry ?

Emil. He went hence but now.
And, certainly, in strange unquietness.

layo. Can he be angry? lliave seen the cannon.
When it hath blown his ranks into the air;

And, like the devil, from his very arm
Puff'd his own brother;—And can he be angry ?

Something of moment, then : I will go meet him
;

There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry.
Des. I pr'ythee, do so.—Something, sure of

state,— [Exit Iago.
Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice.

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,

—

Hath puddled his clear spirit; and, in such cases,

Men's natures wrangle with inferior things,

Though great ones are their objects. 'Tis even so, -

For let our finger ache, and it endues
Oiir other heahhful members ev'n to that sense
Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not gods j
Nor of them look for such observances
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As fit the bridal.—Beshrew me much, Emilia,
I was (anhandsome warrior aa 1 am,)
Arraigoing; his unkindness witli my soul

;

But now I find, I had subora'd the wituess.
And he's indited falsely.

Emil. Pray heaven, it be state matters, as you
think

;

And no conception, nor no jealous toy,

Concerning you.

Des. Alas, the day ! \ never gave him cause.
Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so

;

They are not ever jealous for the cause,
But jealous, for they are jealous : 'tis a monster.
Begot upon itself, born on itself.

IJes. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's

mind

!

Emil. Lady, amen ! [about

:

T)es. I will go seek him.—Cassio, walk here-
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit,

And seek to effect it to my uttermost.

Cfis. I humbly thank yonr ladyship.

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. Save yon, friend Cassio

!

Cas. What make yon from home ?

How is it with yon, my most fair Bianca ?

I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.
Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio.

What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights?
Eight score eiijlit hours ? and lovers' absent hours.
More tedious than the dial eight score times ?

weary reckoning

!

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca

;

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been
press'd

;

But I shall, in a more continuate time.
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca,

{Giving her Desdetnona's handkerchief.)
Take me this work out.

Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this ?
This is some token from a newer friend.

To the felt absence now I feel a cause : .

Is )t come to this? Well, well.

Cas. Woman, go to

!

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth.

From whence you have them. You are jealous

now.
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance

:

No, in good troth, Bianca.

Bian. Why, whose is it ?

Cas. I know not, sweet : I found it in ray cham-
ber.

I like the work well
j
ere it be demanded,

(As Uke enough it will,) I'd have it copied

:

Take it, and do't ; and leave me for this time.

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ?

Cas. I do attend here on the general

;

And think it no addition, nor my wish.

To have him see me woman'd.
Bian. Why, I pray you ?

Cns. Not that I love you not.

Bian. But that you do not love me.

I pray yon, bring me on the way a little;

And say, if I shall see you soon at night.

Cas. 'Tis but a little way, that I can bring you.

For I attend here : but I'll see you soon.

Bian. 'Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc'd.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The same.

Enter Othello and Iago.

logo. Will you think so ?

Oih. Think so, Iago ?

Iago. What,
To kiss in private ?

0th. An unauthoriz'd kiss.

lugo. Or to be naked with her friend abed

An hour, or more, not meaning any barm ?
0th. Naked abed, Iago, and not mean harm ?

It is hypocrisy against the devil

:

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so.
The devil their virtue tempts and they tempt

heaven.
Iago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip

:

But if 1 give my wife a handkerchief,—
0th. What then ?

Iago. Why, then 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being
hers.

She may, I think, faestow't on any man.
0th. She is protectress of her honour too

,May she give that?
Iago. Her honour is an essence that's not seen

;

They have it very oft, that have it not:
But, for the handkerchief,

—

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly hfte for-
got it:

—

Thou said'st,—O, it comes o'er my memory.
As doth the raven o'er the infected house,
Boding to all,—he had my handkerchief.

Iago. Ay, what of that?
0th. That's not so good, now.
Iago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do

j'ou wrong?
Or heard him say,— As knaves be such abroad.
Who having, by their own importunate suit,
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress,
Convinc'd or supplied them, cannot choose
But they must blab

—

0th. Hath he said any thing ?
Iago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assur'd.

No more than he'll unswear.
0th. What hath he said?
Iago. 'Faith, that he did,—I know not wliat he
0th. What, what? [did.
Iago. Lie

—

0th. With her?
Iago. Withher, on her; what you will.

0th. Lie with her! lie on her!—We say, lie on
her, when they belie her : Lie with her ! that's
fulsome

J
— Handkerchief,— confessions,—hand ker-

chief.—To confess, and be hanged for his labour.—First, to be hanged, and then to confess :—

1

tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself in
such shadowing passion, without some instruction.
It is not words, that shake me thus :—Pish !

—

Noses, ears, and lips :—Is it possible ?—Con-
fess !—Handkerchief!—O devil

!

[Falls in a trance.)
Iago. Work on,

My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are
caught

;

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus.

All guiltless meet reproach.—What, ho ! my lord I

Enter Cassio.

My lord, I say ! Othello!—How now, Cassio?
Cas. What is the matter ?

Iago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy
;

This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday.
Cas. Rub him about the temples.
Iago. No, forbear

The lethargry must have his quiet course :

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by.

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs;

Do you withdraw yourself a little while,
He will recover straight!; when he is gone,
I would on great occasion speak with you.

—

[Exit Cassio.
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ?

0th. Dost thou mock me ?

Iago. I mock you ! no, by heaven
'Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man.

Olh, A horned roan's a monster, and a beast.

Iago. There's many a beast then in a populous
city,

And many a civil monster.

Ofh. Did he confess it ?

1
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logo. Good sir, be a maD

;

Think, every bearded fellow,' that's but yok'd.

May draw with you: there's millions now alive,

That nightly lie in those unproper beds.

Which they dare swear peculiar
;

your case is

better.

O, '<is the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock,

To lip a wanton iu a secure couch,

And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know
;

And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be.

0th. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain.

layo. Stand you awhile apart

;

Confine yourself but in a patient list.

Whilst you were here, erewhile mad with your

(A passion most unsuiting such a man,)

Cnssio came hither : I shifted him away
And ISid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy

;

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me

;

The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourself,

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns.

That dwell in every region of his face
;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,

—

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cope your wife

;

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ;

Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen.

And nothing of a man.
0th. Dost thou hear, lago ?

\ will be found most cunning in my patience

;

But (dost thou hear?) most bloody.
layo. That's not amiss;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ?

[Othello withdraws.)
Now will I question Cassio of Biauca,
A housewife, that, by selling her desires,

Buys herself bread and clothes ; it is a creature.

That dotes on Cassio,—as 'tis the strumpet's plague,
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ;

—

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excess of laughter :—Here he comes

:

Re-enter Cassio.

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ;

And his unbookish jealousy must construe

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour
Quite in the wrong.— How do you now, lieute-

nant ?

Cas. The worser, that you give me the addition.

Whose want even kills me.
lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure oft.

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power,
{Spealcing lower.)

How quickly should you speed ?

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff!

0(h. Look, how he laughs already ! {Aside.)

lago. I never knew a woman love man so.

Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i'faith, she loves
me.

OtA. . Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out.

{Aside.)
lago. Do you hear, Cassio ?

0th. Now he importunes him
To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said, well said.

{Aside.)
lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry her

:

Do you intend it ?

Cas. Ha, ha, ha

!

0th. Do you tiiumph, Roman? do you triumph?
{Aside.)

Cas. I marry her!—what? a customer! I pr'y-

Hiee, bear some charity to my wit; do not think it

BO I'awholesome. Ha, ha, ha

!

Olh. So, so, so, so : They laugh that win.

(Aside.)
lago. 'Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marry

her.

Cas. Pr'ythee, say true.

Tago. I am a very villain else.

0th. Have you scored me? Well. {Aside.)

Cas. This is the monkey's own giving out : she
is persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love
and flattery, not out of my promise.

0th. lago beckons me ; now he begins the story.

{Aside.)
Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts nie in

every place. 1 was, the other day, talking on the
sea-bank with certain Venetians : and thither comes
this bauble ; by this baud, she falls thus about my
neck ;

—

Otk. Crying, O dear Cassio ! as it were : his

gesture imports it. (Aside.)
Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so

hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha!

—

0th. Now he tells, how she plucked him to my
chamber : O, I see that nose of yours, but not that

dog I shall throw it to. {Aside.)
Cos. Well, I must leave her company.
lago. Before me ! look, where she comes.

Enter Bianca.

Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a per-

fumed one.—What do you mean by this haunting
of me ?

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you

!

What did you mean by that same handkerchief, you
gave me even now? I was a fine fool to take it. I

must take out the whole work?—A likely piece of

work, that you should find it in your chamber, and
not know who left it there ! This is some minx's
token, and I must take out the work ? There,—give

it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you had it, I'll

take out no work on't.

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now ?

how now ?

0th. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief!
{Aside.)

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you
may: an you will not, come when you are next

prepared for. [Exit,

lago. After her, after her.

Cas. 'Faith I must, she'll rail in the street else.

lago. Will you sup there ?

Cas. 'Faith, I intend so.

lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I wonid
very fain speak with you.

Cas. Pr'ythee, come ; Will you ?

lago. Go to ; say no more. [Exit Cassio.
0th. How shall I murder him, lago?
lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at hio

vice?
0th. O, lago!
lago. And did you see the handkerchief?
0th. Was that mine ?

lago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he
prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave
him, and he hath given it his whore.

0th. I would have him nine years a killing :

—

A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman

!

lago. Nay, you must forget that.

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned
to-night; for she shall not live : No, my heart is

turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand.
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature: she
might lie by an emperor's side, and command him
tasks.

lago. Nay, that's not your way.
0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is :—So

delicate with her needle !—An admirable musician

!

O, she will sing the savageness out of a bear !—Of
so high and plenteous wit and invention !

lago. She's the worse for all this.

Otk. O, a thousand, a thousand times :—And then,
of so gentle a condition!

lago. Ay, too gentle.

0th. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it,

lago !—O, lago, the pity of it, lago !

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give
her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it

comes near nobody.
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0th. I will chop her into messes :—Cuckold me !

lago. O, 'tis foul in her.

0th. With mine officer

!

lago. That's fouler.

0th. Get me some poison, lago; this night:—
I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body and

beauty unprovide my miud again :—this night,

lago.

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her

bed, even the bed she hath contaminated.

0th. Good, good: the justice of it pleases; very

good.

lago. And, for Cassio,—let me be his undertaker

:

You shall hear more by midnight.

[A trumpet within.)

0th. Excellent good.—What trumpet is that

same ?

lago. Somethin from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodo-
vico, [him.

Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with

Enter LoDOVico, Desdemona, and Attendants.

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general!

0th. With all my heart, sir.

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you.

[Gives him a packet.)

0th. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

{Opens the packet, and reads.)

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodo-
vico ''

Jago. I am very glad to see yon, signior

,

Welcome to Cyprus.
Lod. I thank, you : How does lieutenant Cassio ?

lago. Lives, sir.

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my
lord

An unkind breach : but you shall make all well.

0th. Are you sure of that ?

Des. My lord?

0th. Thisfail you not to do, as you will—
{Beads.)

Lod. He did not call ; he's busy in the paper.

Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio ?

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio.

0th. Fire and brimstone I

Des. My lord ?

0th. Are you wise ?

Des. What, is he angry ^

Lod 'May be, the letter mov'd him

;

For, as I think, they do command him home,

Deputing Cassio in his government.

Des. By my troth, I am glad on't.

0th. Indeed ?

Des. My lord ?

0th. I am glad to see you mad.
Des. How, sweet Othello ?

0th. Devil

!

{Striking her.)

Des. I have not deserv'd this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Ve-
nice,

Though I should swear I saw it : 'Tis very much

;

Make her amends, she weeps. .

0th. O devil, devil

!

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears,

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile :

—

Out of my sight

!

Des I will not stay to offend you.

(Going.)

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady :

I do beseech j'our lordship, call her back.

0th. Mistress

—

Des. My lord ?

0th. WTiat would you with her, sir?

Lod. Who, I, my lord?

0th. Ay
;
you did wish, that I would m'tke her

turn :

Sir, she can turn, and torn, and yet go on.

And turn again : and she can weep, sir, weep;
And she's obedient, as you say,—obedient,

—

Very obedient ;—Proceed yon in your tears.

—

Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion !

I am commanded home :--Get you away

;

I'll send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the mandate.

And will return to Venice ;—Hence, avannt

!

[Exit Desdemona.
Cassio shall have my place. And,—Sir, to-night,

I do entreat that we may sup together.

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and
monkeys

!

[Exit.

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full se-

nate [ture.

Call—all-in-all sufficient ?— This the noble na-

Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue.

The shot of accident, nor dart of chance.

Could neither graze, nor pierce ?

lago. He is much chang'd.

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain?

lago. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my
censure.

What he might be,—if, what he might, he is not,

—

I would to heaven, he were.
Lod. What, strike his wife !

lago. 'Faith, that was not so well ; Yet 'would

I knew.
That stroke would prove the worst.

Lod. is it his use ?
Or did the letters work upon his blood.

And new-create this fault ?

lago. Alas, alas

!

It is not honesty in me, to speak [him

;

VV^hat I have seen and known. You shall observe

And his own courses will denote him so.

That I may save my speech : Do but go after.

And mark how he continues.

Led. I am sorry, that I am deceiv'd in him.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello and Emillv.

0th. You have seen nothing then ?

Etnil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect.

0th. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she togetJie*

Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then 1 hearv..

Each syllable that breath made up between then.
0th. What, did they never whisper ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

0th. Nor send you ou4 o'the way ?

Emil. Never.
0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor

nothing ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

OtL That's strange. ^
Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, ^

Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other.

Remove your thought: it doth abuse your bosom.
If any wretch hath put this in your head.

Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse

!

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true.

There's no man happy; the purest of their wives
Is foul as slander.

0th. Bid her come hither :—go.

—

[Exit Emilia.
She says enough ;—yet she's a simple bawd.
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore,
A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets .

And yet she'll kneel, and pray ; I've seen her do'L

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona.

Des. My lord, what is your will ?

0th. Pray, chuck, come hither.

Des. What is your pleasure ?

0th. Let me see your eyes ;

Look iu my face.

Des. What horrible fancy's this?

0th. Some of your function, mistress

;

{To Emilia.)

Leave procreanta alone, and shut the aoor;

Cough, or cry—hem, if any body come :
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Your mystery, your mystery ;—nay, despatch.

{Exit Emilia.
Des. Upon my knees, what doth your soeech

import ?

I understand a fury in your words«
But not-the words.
Olh. Why, what art thou ?

Des. Your wife, my lord
;
your true

And loyal wife.

0th. Gome, swear it, damn thyself;

Lest, being like one oi heaven, the devils themselves
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-

damn'd,
Swear— thou art honest.

Des, Heaven doth truly know it.

Olh. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as
hell.

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am
I false ?

Otk. O Desdemona !—away ! away ! away

!

Des. Alas, the heavy day!—Why do you weep?
Am 1 the occasion of tliese tears, my lord ?

If, haply, you my father do suspect
An instrument of this your calling back,
Lay not your blame on me ! if you have lost him.
Why, I have lost him too.

Olh. Had it pleas'd heaven
To ti-y me with affliction ; had he rain'd

All kmd of sores, and shames, on my bare head
j

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips
;

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes

;

I should have found in some part of my soul

A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn
To point his slow unmoviug finger at,

—

Ol 01
Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well

:

But there, where I have garner'd up my heart;

Where either I must live, or bear no life
;

The fountain, from the which my current runs.

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence I

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads
To knot and gender in !—turn thy complexion there!

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubim;

Ay, there, look grim as hell I

Des. I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest.

Olh. O, ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles,

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed,
Who art so lovely fair, andfcmeU'st so sweet.

That the sense aches at thee.
—'Would, thou hadst

ne'er been born

!

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed?
Olh. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book,

^ Made to write whore upon ? What committed ?

Committed !—O thou public commoner!
I should make very forges of my cheeks.

That would to cinders burn up modesty.

Did I but speak thy deeds.—What committed!

Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks

;

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets,

Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth.

And will not hear it :—What committed

!

Impudent strumpet 1

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong.

Olh. Are not you a strumpet?

. Des. No, as I am a christian

:

If to preserve this vessel for my lord.

From any other foul unlawful touch,

Be—not to be a strumpet, I am none.

Oth. What, not a whore ?

Des. No, as I shall be saved.
' Olh. Is it possible ?

^
Des. O, heaven forgive us

!

Olh. I cry you mercy, then

;

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice,

That married with Othello.—Yon, mistress,

Re-enler Emiua.

That have the office opposite to St. Peter,

And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, yon .'

We have aone our course; there's money for your
pains

;

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel.

[Exit.
Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?

—

How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady?
Des. 'Faith, half asleep. [lord?
Etnil. Good madam, what's the matter with my
Des. With who ?

Emil. Why, with ray lord, madam.
Des. Who is thy lord ?

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady
Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia

;

I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none.
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night.

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,—remember;

—

And call thy husband hither.

Emil. Here is a change, indeed I

[Exit.

Des. 'Tis meet I should be us'd so, very meet.
How have I been behav'd, that he might stick

The small'st opinion on my great'st abuse ?

Re-enter Emilia, with Iaco.

Jago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is

it with you ? [babes,

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks :

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith,

I am a child to chiding.

lago. What's the matter, lady ?

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'dner.
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her.

As true hearts cannot bear.

Des. Am I that name, lago?
lago. What name, fair lady ?

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say I was.
Emil, He call'd her, whore ; a beggar, in his

drink,

Could not have laid such terms upon his callet.

lago. Why did he so ? [such.

Des. I do not know ; I am sure, I am none
lago. Do not weep, do not weep ; Alas, the day!
Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches.

Her father, and her country, and her friends,

To be called—whore ? would it not make one weep?
Des. It is my wretched fortune.

lago. Beshrew him for it

!

How comes this trick upon him ?

Des. Nay, heaven doth know.
Emil. I will be hang'd, if Some eternal villain.

Some busy and insinuating rogue.
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office.

Have not devis'd this slander: I'll be hang'd else.

lago. Fy, there is no such man : it is impossible.
Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him !

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and bell gnaw his
bones

!

(company ?

Why should he call her whore ? who keeps her
What place ? what time ? what form ? wnat likeli-

hood ?

The Moor's abus'd by some most villanous knave
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow :

—

heaven, that such companions thou'dst unfold ;

And put in every honest hand a whip.
To lash the rascal naked through the world.
Even from the east to the west

!

lago. Speak within door.

Emil. O, fy upon him ! some such squire he was.
That turn'd your wit the seamy side without.

And made you to suspect me vvith the Moor.
lago. Yon are a fool

;
go to.

Des.
_

O good lago.

What shall I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of hea\'en,

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel :

—

If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love.

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed;
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense.

Delighted them in any other form

;
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Or that I do not yet, and ever did.

And ever will,—though he do shake me off

To beggarly divorcement,—love him dearly.

Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much
;

And his unkindness may defeat ray life.

But never taint my love. I cannot say whore ;

It does abhor me, now I speak the word ;

To do the act that might the addition earn.

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me.
lago. I pray yon, be content ; 'tis but his humour

;

The business of the state does him offence.

And he does chide with you.
Des. If 'twere no other,

—

lago. It is bnt so, I warrant you. {Trumpets.)
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper 1

And the great messengers of Venice stay :

Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well.

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.

Enter Roderigo.

How now, Roderigo ? [me.

Rod. I do not find, that thou deal'st jnstly with
lago. What in the contrary ?

Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some device,

lago; and rather (as it seems to me now,) keep'st
Irom me all conveniency, than suppliest me with the

least advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer
endure it : Nor am I yet persuaded, to put up in

peace what already I have foolishly suffered.

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo?
Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much; for your

words, and performance, are no kin together.
lago. You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted my-
self out of my means. The jewels you have had
from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have
corrupted a votarist: You have told nie—she has
received them, and returned me expectations and
comforts of sudden respect and acquittance; but I
iind none.

lago. Well
;
go to ; very well.

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man

;

nor 'tis not very well : By this hand, I say, it is very
scurvy ; and begin to find myself fobbed in it.

lago. Very well.

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make
myself known to Desdemona : If she will return me
my jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my
unlawful solicitation : If not, assure yourself, I will

seek satisfaction of you.

lago. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, bnt what I

protest intendnifcut of doing.

lago. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee

;

and even, from this instant, do build on thee a bet-

ter opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand,
Roderigo : Thou hast taken against me a most just

exception; but, yet, I protest, I have dealt most
directly in thy affair.

Rod. It hath not appeared.

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment.
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed,

which I have greater reason to believe now than
ever,—I mean, puri ose, courage, and valour,

—

this night shew it; if thou the next night following

enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this world
with treachery, and devise engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it ? is it within reason, and
compass ?

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come from

Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place.

Rod. Is that true ? Why, then Othello and Des-
demona return again to Venice.

lago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes

away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his

abode be lingered here by some accident ; wherein
none can be so determinate as the removing of

Cassio.

Rod. How do yoM mean— removing of him

;

lago. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's

place ; knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me do?
lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a

right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither

will I go to him ;—he knows not yet of his honour-
able fortune : if you will watch his going thence,

(which I shall fashion to fall out between twelve
and one,) you may take him at your pleasure ; I

will be near to second your attempt, and he shall

fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but
go along with me ; I will shew you such a necessity

in his death, that yon shall think yourself bound to

put it on him. It is now high supper-time, and tha

night grows to waste ; about it.

Rod. 1 will hear further reason for this.

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia,
and Attendants.

hod. I do beseech yon, sir, trouble yourself no
further.

0th. O pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk.
hod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank 'your

ladyship.

Des. Your honour is most welcome.
0th. Will yoa walk, sir ?—

O,—Desdemona,

—

Des. My lord ?

0th. Get yoa to bed on the instant; I will be
returned forthwith: dismiss your attendant there;

look, it be done.

Des. I will, my lord.

[Exeunt 0th. hod. and Attendants.
Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than

he did.

Des. He says he will return incontinent;

He hath commanded me to go to bed,
And bade me to dismiss you.

Emil. Dismiss me

!

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia,
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu :

We must not now displease him.
Emil. I would, you had never seen him

!

Des. So would not I ; my love doth so approve
him,

_
[frowns,

—

That even his stubbomnes.s, his checks, and
Pr'ythee, unpin me,— have grace and favour in

them. [bed.

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the

Des. All's one :— Good lather ! how foo'lish are

our minds

!

If 1 do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

Emil. Come, come, you talk

Des. My mother had a maid call'd—Barbara
;

She was in love; and he, she lov'd, prov'd mad,
And did forsake her : she had a song of—willow;
An old thing 'twas, but it express'd her fortune

And she died singing it : That song, to-night,

VVill not go from my mind ; I have much to do.

But to go hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, despatch.
Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ?

Des. No, unpin me here.—
This Lodovico is a proper man.
Emil. A very handsome man.
Des. And he speaks well.

Emil. I know a lady in Venice, who would have
walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of hift

nether lip.

Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore
tree.

Sing all a green willow; (Singing.)
Her hand on her bosom, her headon her i~nae,

Sina willow, willoiv, willo-w

:



r93 OTHELLO, Act V,

Thefresh streams ranby her,andmurmur'd
her moans;

Sing u'ii/oiv, etc

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd

the stones ;

Lay by these :

Sing willow, willow, willow;

Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he'll come anon.

—

Sing all a green willow must be my gar-
land.

n
het nobody blame him, his scorn I approve,—

Nav, that's not next.—Hark ! who is it that knocks ?

£mil. It is the wind.

Des. I call'd ?ny love, false love; but what said .

Sing ivillow , etc. [he then ?

If I court mo women, you'll couch with mo men.
So, get thee gone

;
good night. Mine eyes do itch

;

Doth that bode weeping?
Emil. 'Tis neither here nor there.

Des. I have beard it said so.— O, these men,
these men!

Dost thou in conscience think,—tell me, Emilia,

—

That" there be women do abuse their husbands
In such gross kind ?

Emil. There be some such, no question.

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the

world?
Emil. Why, would not you ?

Des. No, by this heavenly light

!

Emil. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light;

I might do't as well i'the dark. [world ?

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the

Emil. The world is a huge thing : 'Tis a great

price

For a small vice.

Des. Good troth, I think thou would'st not.

Einil. By my troth, I think I should; and un-

do't, when I had done. Marry, I would not do
such a thing for a joint-ring ; nor for measures of

lawn ; nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor

any petty exhibition : but, for the whole world,

—

Why, who would not make her husband a cuckold,

to make him a monarch? I should venture purga-

tory for't.

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong
for the whole world.

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'the

world ; and, having the world for your labour, 'tis

a wrong in your own world, and you might quickly

make it right.

Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many [for.

To the vantage, as would store the world they play'd

But, I do think, it is tlieir husbands' faults,

If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties.

And pour our treasures into foreign laps;

Or else break out in peevish jealousies.

Throwing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike us,

Or scant our former liaving in despite
;

Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some
grace.

Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know,
Their wives have sense like them : they see, and

smell,

And have their palates both for sweet and sour.

As husbands have. What is it that they do,

When they change us for others ? Is it sport ?

I think it is ; And doth affection breed it ?

I think it doth ; Is't frailty that thus errs ?

It is 80 too : And have not we affections ?

Desires for sport? and frailty, as men have ?

Then, let them use us well : else, let them know.
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to.

Des. Good night, good night : Heaven me such
usage send,

Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend !

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

A Street.

Enter Iago and Roderigo.

lago. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight

will he come :

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ;

Quick, quick; fear nothing : I'll be at thy elbow :

It makes us, or it'mars us ; think on that,

And fix most firm thy resolution.

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in't.

Iago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy
sword. {Retires to a little distance.)

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed
;

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons :

—

'Tis but a man gone :—forth, my sword ; he dies.

{Goes to his stand.)

Iago. J have rubb'd this young quat almost to

the sense,

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other.

Every way makes my gain : Live Roderigo,

He calls me to a restitution large

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him.

As gifts to Desdemona;
It must not be : if Cassio do remain,

He hath a daily beauty in his life,

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril

:

No, he must die :—But .so, I hear him coming.

Ew^er. Cassio.

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he :—Villain, Ihoudiest.

{Rushes from his post, andmakes a pass at

Cassio.

Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed.

But that my coat is better than thou think'st

;

I will make proof of tiiine.

{Draws, and wounds Roderigo.)

Rod. O, I am slain ! .

{Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassia behind
in the leg, and exit.)

Cas. I am maim'd for ever :—Help, oh
! mur-

der! murder! {Falls.)

Enter Othello, at a distance.

0th. The voice of Cassio:— Iago keeps his

word.

Rod. O, villain that I am

!

0th. Hark ! 'tis even so

Cas. O, help ! oh ! light ! a surgeon

!

0th. 'Tis he ;—O brave Iago, honest, and just.

That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong!
Thou teachest me,—Minion, your dear lies dead,
And your fate hies apace :—Strumpet, I come :

Forth of ray heart those charms, thine eyes, are
blotted;

Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be
spotted. [Exit Othello.

Enter LoDOVico and Gratiano, at a distance.

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage ? mur-
der .' murder!

Gra. 'Tis some mischance; the cry is very dire-

ful.

Cas. O help

!

Lod. Hark!
Rod. O wretched \jllain!

Lod. Two or three groans ;—it is a heavy night

:

These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe

To come in to the cry, without more help.

Rod. No body comes? then shall I bleed to death.

Enter Iago, with a light.

Lod. Hark

!

Gra. Here's one comes in ms shirt, with light

and weapons.
lago. Who's there? whose noise is this, that

cries on murder?
Lod. We do not know.

.ML
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lago. Did yon not hear a cry ?

Cas. Here, here ; for heaven's sake, help me.
lago. What's the matter ?

Qra. This is OtheJlo's ancient, as I take it.

Lod. Tlie same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow.

lago. What are you here that cry so grievously ?

Cas. lago ? O, I am spoil' d, undone by villains !

Give me home help. [this ?

lago. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have done
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout.

And cannot make away.
logo. O treacherous villains !

—

What are you there? come in, and give some help.

(
To Lodovico and Gratiano.)

Rod. O, help me here I

Cas. That's one of them.

Jago. O murderous slave ! O villain !

{lago stabs Roderigo.)
Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog !

—

O! 0!0!
lago. Kill men i'the dark!—Where be these

bloody thieves !

—

How silent is this town !—Ho ! murder ! murder !

What may you be? are you of good, or evil?

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us.

lago. iSignior Lodovico ?

Lod. He, sir.

lago. I cry you mercy : Here's Gassio hurt

By villains.

Gra. Cassio ?

lago. How is it, brother ?

Cas. My leg is cut in two.
lago. Marry, heaven forbid !

—

Light, gentlemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. Wliat is the matter, ho? who is't that cry'J?

lago. Who is't that cry'd ?

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio

!

O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio

!

[suspect

lago. O notable strumpet I—Cassio. may yon
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you ?

Cas. No.
Gra. 1 am sorry to find you thus : I have been

to seek yon.

lago. Lend me a garter : So.—O, for a chair,

To bear him easily hence !

Bian. Alas, he faints :—O Cassio! Cassio! Cassio!

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in this injury.—

Patience a while, good Cassio.—Come, come;
Lend me a light —Know we this face, or no?
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman,

Roderigo? no;—Yes, sure; O heaven I Roderigo.

Gra. What, of Venice ?

lago. Even he, sir ; did you know him '

Gra. Know him ? ay.

lago. Signior Gratiano? 1 cry you gentle par-

don
;

These bloody accidents must excuse my manners,

That so neglected you.

Gra. I am g'ad to see you.

lago. How do you, Cassio?—O, a chair, a chair !

Gra. Roderigo

!

lago. He, he, 'tis he :—O, that's well said ;

—

the chair:

—

{A chair brought tn.)

Some good man bear him carefully from hence
;

I'll fetch the general's surgeon.—For you, mis-

tress, {To Bianca.)

Save you your labour.—He that lies slain here,

Cassio,

Was my dear friend : What malice was between
you?

Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the man.

Jago. {To Bian.) What, look you pale?— O,
bear him out o' the air.

—

{Cassio and Rod, are borne off.)

Stay you, good gentlemen:—Look you pale, mis-

tress? {To Bianca.)

Do you perceive the ghastness of her eye ?

—

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more aaon :

—

Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her ;

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will speak,
Though tongues were out of use.

Enter Emiu.4.

Emil. 'Las, what's the matter? whafs the matter,
husband?

lago. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark.
By Roderigo, and fellows that are scap'd

;

He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead.
Emit. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio !

lago. This is the fruit of whoring.— Pr'ythee,
Emilia,

Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night :

—

What, do you shake at that ? (shake.not.
Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore
logo. O, did he so? I charge you go with me.
Emil. Fy, fy upon thee, strumpet!
Bian. I am no strumpet; but of hfe as honest.

As you that thus abuse me.
Emil. As I? fob ! fy upon thee !

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio
dress'd :

—

Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale.—
Emilia, run you to the citadel.

And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd.

—

Will you go on, 1 pray? This is the night, {Aside.)
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite.

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Bedchamber: Desdemona in bed,
asleep. A light burning.

Enter Othello.

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soni,

—

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars !

—

It is the cause.—Yet I'll not shed her blood
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow.
And smooth as monumental alabaster.

•Takes off his sword.)
Yet she must die, else she'll oetray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the light:

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore,

Should I repent me :—but once put out thine.

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat,

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd
thy rose,

I cannot gi\e it vital growth again.

It needs must wither:—I'll smell it on the tree.

—

{Kissing her.^

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
Justice to break her sword !—One more, one

more.

—

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,

And love thee after:—One more, and this the last:

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep.
But they are cruel tears : This sorrow's heavenly
It strikes, where it doth love.—She wakes

—

Des. Who's there? Othello?
0th. Ay, Desdemona.
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ?

0th. Have you pray 'd to-night, Desdemona?
Des. Ay, ray lord.

0th, If you bethink yourselfofany crime,
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace.

Solicit for it straight.

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ?

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by

:

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit

;

No,—Heaven forefend !—I would not kill thy soul
Des. Talk you of killing ?

0th. Ay, I do.

Des. Then, heaven
Have mercy on me !

0th. Amen, with all my heart

!

Des. If you say so, 1 hope yon will not kill me.
0th. Humph!
Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then.
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When yoor eyes roll so: Why I should fear, I

know not,

Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, 1 feel, I fear,

Ot/i. Think ou thy sins.

ifes. They are loves I bear to yon.

0th. Ay, and tor that thou diest. [in?.

—

Ces. That death's unnatural, that 'kills for lov-

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ?

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame :

The.se are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope,

They did not point on me.
Ot/i. Peace, and be still

!

Des. I will so ; What's the matter ?

Otk. That handkerchief, which I so lov'd, and
gave thee.

Thou gav'st to Cassio.

Des. No, by my life and soul

:

Send for the man, and ask him.

Otk. Sweet soul, take heed.
Take heed of perjury; thou'rt on thy death-bed.
Des. Ay, but not yet to die.

0th. Yes, presently

:

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin;

For to deny each article with oath.

Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception.

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me !

0th. I say, amen.
Des. j\nd have yon mercy too !^I never did

Otfend you in my life : never lov'd Cassio,
But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love : I never gave him token.

0th. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his

hand.
perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart.

And mak'st me call, what I intend to do,

—

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice :

1 saw the handkerchief
Des. He found it then

;

1 never gave it him :—Send for him hither.

And let him confess a truth.

0th. He hath confess'd.

Des. What, my lord ?

Otk. That he hath—ns'd thee.

Des. How ? unlawfully ?

Otk. Ay.
Des. He'll not say so.

Otk. No, his mouth is stopp'd :

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. [dead ?

Des. My fear interprets then,— What, is he
Oih. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge

Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas ! he is betray'd, and I undone.
0th. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him to

my face ?

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not.

Otk. Down, strumpet

!

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night

0th. Nay, if you strive,

—

Des. But half an hour.

0th. Being done,
There is no pause.
Des. But while I say one prayer.

iitk. It is too late. [He smothers her.)

Emil.
(
Within.) My lord ! my lord ! what ho

!

my lord ! ray ford ! [quite dead ?

Otk. What noise is this?—Not dead? not yet

I, that am cruel, am yet merciful

;

I would not have thee linger in thy pain.

—

So, so.

Emil. (Within.) What ho ! my lord ! my lord

!

Oth. Who's there?
Emil. { Within.) O, good my lord, I would speak

a word with you.
Oth. Yes ;

—
'tis Emilia :—by and by.—She's dead.

'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death
;

The noise was high.—Ha ! no more moving ?

Still as the grave. Shall she come'in ? Were't good ?

I thmk, she stirs again :—No.—What's the best ?

If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife

:

My wife : my wife ! what wife ?—I have no wile

:

O, insupportable ! O heavy hour!

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse

Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe
Should yawn at alteration. [with you,

Emil.
(
Within.) 1 do beseech you, I may speak

O, good my lord !

Oth. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia :

—

Soft,—by and by :—Let me the curtains draw.

—

Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee
' {Unlocks the door.)now:

Enter Emilia.

Emil. O, good my lord, yonder's foul murder
Otk. What? now? [done.

Emil. But now, my lord !

Otk. It is the very error of the moon

;

She comes more near the earth than she was wont.
And makes men mad. [netian,

Emil. Cassio, my lord, has kill'd a young Ve-
Call'd—Roderigo.

Otk. Roderigo kill'd

!

And Cassio kill'd?

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd.

Otk. Not Cassio kill'd ? Then murder's out of

And sweet revenge grows harsh. [tune

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd !

Emil, Alas ! what cry is that ?

Otk. That! what?
Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice :

—

Help ! help ! ho ! help !—O lady, speak again !

Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak !

Des. A guiltless death 1 die.

Emil. O, who hath done
This deed?
Des. Nobody, I myself; farewell:

Commend me to my kind lord ; O, farewell ; (Dies.)

Otk. Why, how should she be murder'd ?

Emil. Alas, who knows ?

Otk. You heard her say herself, it was not L
Emil. She said so ; I must needs report the truth.

Otk. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell •

'Twas I that kill'd her.

Emil. O, the more angel she.

And you the blacker devil

!

Otk. She turn'd to folly, and she was a whore.
Etnil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil.

Otk. She was false as water.

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say
That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true !

Otk, Cassio did tup her : ask thy husband else-

O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell.

But that I did proceed upon just grounds
To this extremity : Thy husband knew it all.

Emil. My husband ?

Otk. Thy husband.
Emil. That she was false to wedlock?
Otk. Ay, with Cassio.

Nay, had she been true.

If heaven would make me such another wurld
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite.

Id not have sold her for it.

Emil. My husband ?

Otk. Ay, 'twas he that told me first

;

An honest man he is, and hates the shme
That sticks on filthy deeds.
Emil. My husband ?

Otk. What needs this iterance, woman ? I say,
thy husband. [love I

—

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mocks with
My husband say, that she was false ?

Otk. He, woman;
I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word ?

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago.

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious souU!
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart

;

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

Otk. Ha!
Emil. Do thy worst

;

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven.
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Than thou wast worthy her.

Ofh. Peace, you were best.

Ettiil. Thou hast not half the power to do me
harm.

As I have to be hurt. O gnll ! O dolt

!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,

—

I care not for thy sword ; 111 make thee known.

Though I lost twenty lives :—Help ! help, ho ! help

!

The Moor has kill'd my mistress ; Murder ! murder !

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Iago.

Mon. What is the matter?—How now, general?

Emil. O, are you come, Iago ? you have done well,

That men must lay their murders on your neck.

Gra. VVhat is the matter '

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man :

He says, thou told'st him that his wife was false

:

I know, thou didst not, thou'rt not such a villain

;

Speak, for my heart is full. [more

Iago. I told him what I thought; and told no

Than what he found himself was apt and true.

Emil. But did you ever tell him, she was false?

Iago. I did,

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie
;

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie :

—

She false with Cassio !—Did you say with Cassio ?

Iago. With Cassio, mistress : Go to, charm your

tongue. [to speak :

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound
My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed.

All. O heavens forefend !

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on.

0th. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed.

Gra. 'Tis a strange truth.

Mofi. O monstrous act

!

Emil. Villany, villany, villany I

—

1 think npon'tj—I think,—I smell't;—O villany!

—

I thought so tnen ;—I'll kill myself for grief.

—

villany, villany

!

Iago. What, are you mad ? I charge you get

you home. [speak

;

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to

'Tis proper I obey him. but not now ;—
Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home.

Ofh. O ! O r O ! [Hanging over his wife.)

Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar

;

For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent.

That e'er did lift up eye.

0th. O, she was foul !

—

{Rising.)

1 scarce did know you, uncle: There lies your

niece, [stopp'd

:

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly

I know, this act shews horrible and grim.

Gra. Poor Desdemona! I am glad thy father's

dead

;

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grie

Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now.

This sight would make him do a desperate turn,

Yea, curse his better angel from his side.

And fall to reprobation.

0th. 'Tis pitiful; but yet Iago knows,

That she with Cassio hath the act of shame

A thousand times committed : Cassio confess'd it

:

And she did gratify his amorous works

With that recognizance and pledge of love

Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand

;

It was a handkerchief, an antique token

My father gave my mother.

Emil. O heavens ! O heavenly powers !

Iago. Come, hold your peace.

Emil. 'Twill out, 'twill out ;—I hold my peace,

sir ? no

;

No, I will speak as liberal as the air

;

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all,

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak.

Iago. Be wise, and get you home.

Emil. I will not.

(Iago offers to stab his wife.

Gra. Fy.'

Your sword upon a woman ?

Emil. O thou dull Moor ! that handkercliief thoa

speak'st of,

I found by fortune, and did give my husband;
For often, with a solemn earnestness,

(More than, indeed, belong'd to such a trifle,)

He begg'd of me to steal it.

Iago. Villanous whore

!

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it,

And I did give't my husband.
Iago. Filth, thou liest.

Emil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentlemen :

O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool

Do with so good a wife ?

[Iago stabs Emilia, then runs out.

0th. Are there no stDues in heaven,

But what serve for the thunder?—Precious villaia I

Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he has kill'd his

wife.

Emil. Ay, ay ; O, lay me by my mistress' side !

Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd.

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this

weapon,
Wbich I have here recover'd from the Moor

:

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass,'

But kill him rather : I'll after that same villain,

For 'tis a damned slave.

[Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.
0th. I am not valiant neither.

But every puny whipster gets my sword :

—

But why should honour outlive honesty ?

Let it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady?
Hark, can'st thou hear me ? I will play the swan.
And die in music ;

—

Willow, willovj, willoiv.—
Moor, she was chaste; she lov'd thee, cruel Moorf;
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true

;

So speaking as I think, I die,—I die. {Dies.)

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber.
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper;

—

O, here it is :—Uncle, I must come forth.

Gra. {Within.) K thou attempt it, it will cost thee

dear;
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

0th. Look in upon me then, and speak with me
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter Gratiano.

Gra. What is the matter ?

0th. Behold ! I have a weapon -,

A better never did itself sustain

Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day.

That, with this little arm, and this good sword,

I have made my way through more impediments

Than twenty times your stop :—But, O vain boast

!

Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so now.—
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd

;

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt.

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismay'd ? 'tis a lost fear;

Man but a rush against Othello's breast,

And he retires :—Where should Othello go ?

—

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench !

Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt.
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven.

And fiends will snatch at it Cold, cold, my girl ?

Even like thy chastity.

—

O cursed, cursed slave !—Whip me, ye devils,

From the possession of this heavenly sight

!

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur

!

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !

—

O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead?
Dead ? O ! O ! !

Enter LoDOVico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a
chair, and Officers, tvith Iago, prisoner.

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate

f
I;,

Oth. That's he, that was Othello ; here I am
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth.
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0th. 1 look down towards his feet;—but that's

a fable

:

If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

{Othello wounds lago.)

Lod. Wrench his sword from him.

lago. I bleed, sir; but not kill'd.

Ot/i. I am not sorry neithei ; I'd have thee live
;

For. in my sense, 'tis happiness to die.

Lod. O thou Othello, that was once so good,

Fali'n in the practice of a cursed slave.

What shall be said to thee ?

OtA. Why. any thing

:

An honourable murderer, if you will

;

For nought I did in hate, but all in hononr.

Lod. This wretch hatii part confess'd his villany

:

Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ?

01A. Ay.
Cas. Dear general, I never gave yon cause.

OtA. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon.

Will you, I pray you, demand that demi devil.

Why lie hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ?

Jago. Demand me nothing : What you know, you

know

:

From this time forth I never will speak word.

Lod. What? not to pray ?

Gra. Torments will ope your lips.

OtA. Well, thou dost best.

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befall'n,

Which, as I think, you know not; Here is a letter,

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo;

And here, another: the one of them imports

The death of Cassio to be undertook

By Roderigo.

OtA. O vUlain '.

Cas. Most heathenish, and most gross

!

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper,

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems,

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain;

But that, belike, lago in the interim

Came in and satisfied him.

OtA. O the pernicious caitiff!

—

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief
That was my wife's ?

Cas. I found it in my chamber :

And he himself confess'd, but even now.
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose.

Which wrought to nis desire.

Oth. O fool ! fool 1 fool

!

Ca«. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter,

—

How he upbraids lago, that he made him

Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came
That I was cast: And even but now he spake,

After long seeming dead,—lago hurt him,

lago set him on.

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us j

Your power and your command is taken off,

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. Fortius slave,

—

If there be any cunning cruelty.

That can torment him much, and hold him long.

It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest.

Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state :—Come, bring him away.

OtA. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go.

I have done the state some service, and they know it

;

No more of that:—I pray you, in your letters.

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I «m ; nothing extenuate,

Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak
Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well

;

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought,
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whose hand,
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away,
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdu'd eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood.
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum : Set you down this :

And say, besides,—that in Aleppo once,

Where a malignant and a turbau'd Turk
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog.

And smote him—thus. [Stabs himself.)

Lod. O bloody period !

Gra. All, that's spoke, is raarr'd.

Oth. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee :—No way
but this, {Falling upon Desdemona.)

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. {Dies.)

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no

weapon

;

For he was great of heart.

Lod. O Spartan dog.

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea

!

Look on the tragic loading of this bed
;
{To lago.)

This is thy work . the object poisons sight •

—

Let it be hid.—Gratiano, keep the house.

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,
For they succeed to you.—To you, lord govemot.
Remains the censure of this hellish villain;

The time, the place, the torture,—O enforce it!

Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state.

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Excjatt*

THE END.
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